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Dramatis   Perfonse, 
ING  Henry  VI. 
Edward,  S.on  to  the  King,  and  Frince  of  Wales, 

Duke  of  Somerfet,  ^ 
Earl  of  Northumberland,      J 

Earl  of  Weftmorland,  ^v 
Lord  Clifford,  *** 

Earl  of  Richmond,  a  Youth,  afterwards  King  Henry  VII. 
Richard,  Duke  of  York. 

Edward,  Eldeft  Son  to  the  Duke  of  York,  afterwards  King  Edward  IV-. 
George,  Duke  of  Clarence,  fecond  Son  to  the  Duke  of  York. 
Richard,  Duke  of  Gloucefter,  third  Son  to  the  Duke  of  York,   afterward* 

King-  Richard  III. 
Edmund,  Earl  of  Rutland,  youngeftSon  to  the  Duke  of  York. 
Duke  of  Norfolk, 
Marquis  of  Montague, 
Earl  if  Warwick, 

Earl  of  Salisbury,  K  of  the  Duke  of  York**  Tarty* 
Earl  of  Pembroke, 
Lord  Haftings, 
Lord  Stafford; 

Sir  John .Mortimer;  \    UnkUs  ,o  the  Duk,  cf  York        I Str  Hugh  Mortimer,  J  ' 
Sir  William  Stanley,  afterwards  Earl  of  Derby, 
Lord  Rivers,  Brother  to  the  Lady  Gray. 
Sir  John  Montgomery. 
Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 
Mayor  of  Coventry. 
Mayor  and  Aldermen  of  York. 

Humphry  and  Sinklo,  two  Huntfmtm 

Lewis,  King  of  France. 

Bourbon,  Admiral  of 'France. 

Jgueen  Margaret. 
Bona,  Sifter  to  the  French  King. 

Lady  Gray,    Widow  of  Sir  Richard  Gray,    afterwards   Jgidtm   U  Ed- 
ward IV. 

Soldiers  and  other  Attendants  on  King  Henry,  and  King  Edward. 

In  Part  of  the  Third  A$    the  SCENE    is 
laid  in  France,    during  all  the  rejl  of  the 
Play  in  England. 
J  The 



The  Third  Part  of 

King   H ENRT  VI 

A  C  T  I.     SCENE    I. 

Alarum.     E?iter  'Duke  of  York3  Edward*  Richard, 
Norfolk,  Mountague,  Warwick,  and  Soldiers. 

W  A  R  W  I  C  K. 

Wonder  how  the  King  efcap'd  our  Hands? 
Tori?.  VViiile  we  purfu'd  the  Horfemen  of the  North, 

He  flily  ftole  away,  and  left  his  Men: 
Whereat  the  great  Lord  of  Northumberland^ 
Whofe  warlike  Ears  could  never  brook  Re- 

Chear'd  up  the  drooping  Army,  and  himfelf,  f  treaty 
Lord  Clifford  and  Lord  Stafford  all  a- bread, 

Charg'd  our  main  Battel's  Front;  and  breaking  in, 
Were  by  the  Swords  of  common  Soldiers  flain. 

Edw.  Lord  Stafford^  Father,  Duke  of  Buckingham 
Is  either  flain  or  wounded  dangerous. 
I  cleft  his  Beaver  with  a  down-right  blow: 
That  this  is  true,  Father,  behold  his  Blood. 

Mount.  And,  Brother,  here's  the  Earl  of  Wdtjhm%%  Blood, 
Whom  I  encountred  as  the  Battels  join'd. 

Rich.  Speak  tlpu  for  me,  and  tell  them  what  I  did, 
Vol,  IV,  B  i 
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York-  Richard  hath  bed  deferv'd  of  all  my  Sons  i 
But  is  your  Grace  dead,  my  Lord  of  Somerfet  ? 

JVarf.   Such  hope  have  all  the  Line  of  John  of  Gaunt* 
Rich,  Tnus  do  I  hope  to  fhake  King  Henry  %  Head. 
Wat.  Aid  fo  do  I,  victorious  Prince  otYork. 

B-fore  I  fte  thee  feated  in  the  Throne, 
Wnich  now  the  Houfe  of  Lancafier  ufurps, 

I  vow  by  Heav'n,  thefe  Eyes  fhall  never  clofe. 
This  is  the  Palace  of  the  fearful  Kinc, 
And  this  the  Regal  Seat;  poffefs  it  Yorkj, 

For  this  is  thine,  and  not  King  Henry's  Heirs. 
Fork*  Affilr,  me  then,  fweet  Warwick*  and  I  will; 

For  hither  we  have  broken  in  by  force. 

JVorf.  We'll  all  aflift  you;  he  thai  flies  fhall  die. 
York.  Thank?,  gentle  Norfolk^;  ̂ ay  by  me  my  Lords, 

And  Soldiers  flay  and  lodge  by  me  this  Ni^ht.  [They  go  up. 
Wir.  And  when  the  King  comes,   offer  him  no  violence, 

Uniefs  he  feek  to  thru  it  you  out  by  force. 
York..  The  Queen  this  day  here  holds  her  Parliament, 

But  little  thinks  we  fhall  be  of  her  Counfel; 
By  Words  or  Blows  hure  let  us  win  our  right. 

Rich.  Arm'd  as  we  are,  let's  ftay  within  this  Houfe. 
War.  The  bloody  Parliament  fhall  this  be  call'd, 

Unltfs  Plamagenety  Duke  of  Yorky  be  King, 

And  bafhful  Henry  depos'd,  whofe  Cowardife 
Hath  made  us  by-words  to  our  Enemies., 

York.  Then  leave  me  not,  my  Lords,  be  refolute, 
I  mean  to  take  poiTeiTion  of  my  Right. 

War..  Neither  the  King,  nor  he  that  loves  him  Deft, 
The  proudefr.  He  that  holds  up  Lancafler, 
Dares  ftir  a  Wing,  if  Warwick^  fhake  his  Bells. 

I'll  plant  Plantagenet,  roct  him  up  who  dare: 
Refoive  thee  Richard^  claim  the  Englijb  Crown. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Clifford,   Northumberland,   Weftmor- 

land,  Exeter,  and  others. 

K.  Henry.  My  Lords,  loc  k  where  the  flurdy  Rebel  fitr, 
Hven  in  the  Chair  of  State;  belike  he  means, 

Back'd  by  the  Power  of 'Warwick^  that  falfe  Peer, To  afpire  unto  the  Crown,  and  Reign  as  King. 
Earl  of  Northumberland^  he  flew  thy  Father, 

And 
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And  thine,  Lord  Clifford,  and  you  have  both  vow'd  revenge 
On  him,  his  Sons,  his  Favourites,  and  his  Friends. 

Njrth.  If  I  be  not,  Heav'ns  be  reveng'd  on  me. 
Clif.  The  hope  thereof  makes  Clifford  mourn  in  Steei. 

Weft,  What,  mail  we  fuffer  this?  Let's  pluck  him  down. 
My  Heart  for  anger  burns,  I  cannot  brook  ir. 

K.  Henry.  Be  patient,  gentle  Earl  of  Weftmorland. 
Clif  Patience  is  for  Poltroons,  ?nd  fucn  is  he: 

He  durft  not  fit  there  hid  your  Father  iiv'd. 
My  gracious  Lord,  here  in  the  Parliament 
Let  us  alTail  the  Family  of  Tork. 

North,   Well  haft  ih)U  fp  ken,  Coufin  be  it  fo0 
K.  Henry.  Ah,  know  you  not  the  City  favours  them^ 

And  they  have  Troops  of  Soldiers  at  their  beck  ? 

Weft.   But  when  the  Dike  is  fUin,  they'll  quickly  fly. 
K.  Henry.  Far  be  the  thought  of  this  from  Henrf%  Heart, 

To  make  a  Shambles  of  the  Parliament  Houfe. 

Coufin  of  Exeter,  Frowns,  Words,  and  Threats, 
Shall  be  the  War  that  Henry  means  to  ufe. 
Thou  factious  D  ke  of  Tor ̂   defcend  my  Throne, 
And  kneel  for  Grace  and  Mercy  at  my  Feet, 
I  am  thy  Siveraign. 

Tork^  Henry  I  am  thine, 
Exe.  For   ihame  come  down,    he  made  thee  Duke  of 

Tork, 

Tork.  It  was  my  Inheritance,  as  the  Earldom  was, 
Exe.  Thy  Father  was  a  Traitor  to  the  Crown. 
War.  Exeter  thou  art  a  Traitor  to  the  Crown, 

In  following  this  ufurping  Henry. 

Clif.  Whom  fho':ld  he  follow,  but  his  natural  King? 

Wfcr.*True>  Clifford,  and  that's  Richard  Duke  of  Tor\. 
K.  Henry.  And  fhall  I  ftand,  and  thou  fit  inmyThione? 
Tor^.  It  muft  and  Hull  be  {>>  content  thy  felf. 
War.  Be  Duke  of  Lane  after,  let  him  be  King. 
Weft.  He  is  both  King  a"d  D  ke  of  Lancafter, 

And  that  the  Lord  of  Weftmorland  (hall  maintain. 

War.  AndJ%nz;/'d^lhal!  d  fprove  it.  You  forger, 
That  we  are  thofe  whicu  cla^d  you  from  the  Field, 
And  flew  your  Fathers,  aod  wirh  Colours  fpread 

March'd  through  the  City  to  the  Palace  Gates. 

B  1  North. 
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North.  Yes,  Wawick*  I  remember  it  to  my  grief* 
And  by  his  Soul,  thou  and  thy  Houfe  fhall  rue  it. 

Weft.  Plant  age ne^  of  thee  and  thefe  thy  Sons, 

Thy  Kinfmen,  and  thy  Friends,  I'll  have  more  lives 
Than  drops  of  Blood  were  in  my  Father's  Veins. 

Clif.  Urge  it  no  more,  left  that  inftead  of  words 
I  fend  thee,  Warwick^  fuch  a  MefTenger, 
As  fhall  revenge  his  Death,  before  I  ftir. 

;    War.  Poor  Clifford  I  how  I  fcorn  his  worthlefs  Threats. 
Tork^  Will  you,  we  iTiew  our  Title  to  the  Crown  ? 

If  not,  our  Swords  (hall  plead  cit  in  the  Field. 
K.Henry.  What  Title  haft  thou,  Traitor,  to  the  Crown? 

Thy  Father  was,  as  thou  arra  Duke  of  York, 

Thy  Grandfather  Roger i  Aim -timer ,  Earl  of  March. 
I  am  the  Son  of  Henry  the  Fifth, 
Who  made  the  Dauphin  and  the  French  to  ftoop, 

And  feiz'd  upon  their  Towns  and  Provinces. 
War.  Talk  not  of  France,  fith  thou  haft  loft  it  all* 

K.  Henry.  The  Lord  Protector  loft  it,  and  not  I \ 
When  I  was  Crown'd  I  was  but  nine  Months  old. 

Rich.  You  are  old  enough  now, 
And  yet  methinks  you  lofe: 

Father,  tear  the  Crown  from  the  Ufurper's  Head. 
JLdvj.  Sweet  Father  do  \oy  fet  it  on  your  Head* 
Mount.  Good  Brother, 

As  thou  lov'ft  and  honoureft  Arms, 

Let's  fight  it  out,  and  not  ftand  cavelling  thus. 
Rich.  Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets,  and  the  King  will 

Tork.  Sons,  Peace. 

K.Henry.  Peace  thou,  and  give  King  Henry  leave  to  fpeak. 
War.  Plant  age  net  ihall  fpeak  firft :  Hear  him  Lords, 

And  be  you  fiient  and  attentive  toe, 
For  he  that  interrupts  him,  fhall  not  live. 

K.  Henry.  Think'fr,  thou  that  I  will  leave  my  Kingly  Throne3 
Wherein  my  Grandfire  and  my  Father  fat? 
No;    firft  (hall  War  unpeople  this  my  Realm; 
Ay,  and  their  Colours  often  born  in  France, 
A:;  i  now  in  Fngland,  to  our  Hearts  great  Sorrow, 

;  Windir>g-fheet  :  Why  faint  you, Lords? 
>ood,  and  better  far  than  hiso 

War, 
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War.  But  prove  ft,  Henry,  and  thou  (halt  be  King. 

K.Henry.  Henry  the  Fourth  by  Conqueft  got  th:  Crown. 

Turk.  'Twas  by  Rebellion  againft.  his  King. 

K.Henry.  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  my  Title's  weak: Tell  me,  may  not  a  King  adopt  an  Heir? 
Torkf  What  then? 

K.Henry.  And  if  he  may,  then  am  I  lawful  King: 
For  Richard,  in  the  view  of  many  Lords,  , 

Refign'd  the  Crown  to  Henry  the  Fourth, 
Whofe  Heir  my  Father  was,  and  I  am  his. 

Torkz  He  rofe  againft  him,  being  his  Soveraign, 
And  made  him  to  refign  his  Crown  perforce. 

War.  Suppofe,  my  Lords,  he  did  it  unconflrain'd, 
Think  you  'twere  prejudicial  to  his  Crown? 

Exe.  No;  for  he  could  not  fo  refign  his  Crown, 
But  that  the  next  Heir  fhould  fucceedand  reign. 

K.Henry.  Art  thou  againft  us,  Duke  of  Exeter? 
Exe.  His  is  the  right,   and  therefore  pardon  me. 

Tork*  Why  whifper  you,  my  Lords,  and  anfwer  not  ? 
Exe .  My  Confcience  tells  me,  he  is  lawful  King. 
K.  Henry.  All  will  revolt  from  me,  and  turn  to  him. 

North.  FlantageneU  for  all  the  claim  thou  lay 'ft* 
Think  not,  that  Henry  (hall  be  depos'd. 

War.  Depos'd  he  fhall  be,  in  defpite  of  all. 
North.  Thou  art  deceiv'd : 

'Tis  not  thy  Southern  Power 
Of  EJJeXy  Norfolk,  Suffolk*  nor  of  Kent > 
Which  makes  thee  thus  prefumptuous  and  proud, 
Can  fct  the  Duke  up  in  defpight  of  me. 

Clifi  King  Henry,  be  thy  Title  right  or  wrong, 
Lord  Clifford  vows  to  fight  in  thy  defence; 
May  that  ground  gape,  and  fwallow  me  alive, 
Where  I  fhall  kneel  to  him  that  flew  my  Father. 

K.  Henry.  Oh  Clifford,  how  thy  words  revive  my  Heart. 
York.  Henry  of  Lancafter,  refign  thy  Crown  : 

What  mutter  you,  or  what  confpire  you,  Lords? 
War.  Do  right  unto  this  Princely  Duke  of  Yorkj 

Or  I  will  fill  the  Houfe  with  armed  Men, 

And  o'er  the  Chair  of  State,  where  now  he  fits, 
Write  up  his  Title  with  ufurping  Blood. 

[_He  ft  amps  with  his  foot ,  and  the  Soldiers  jhew  themj elves. 

B  4  K*H9nr]t 
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K.  Henry.  My  Lord  of  Warwick^  hear  me  but  one  word ; 

Lermj  for  th's  time  reign  as  King, 
York*  Confirm  the  Crown  to  me,  and  to  mine  Heirs, 

And  thou  (halt  Reign  in  quiet  v  hile  thou  livit. 
K.  Henry,  I  am  content :  Richard  Plantagenet, 

Enjoy  the  Kingdom  after  my  deceafe. 
Clif.  What  wrong  is  this  unto  the  Prince,  your  Son? 
Way.  What  good  is  this  to  England,  and  himfelH 
Wejh  Bafe,  fearful,  and  defpainr.g  Henry  ! 

Clif.  How  haft  thou  mjur'd  both  thy  ielf  and  us! 
Weft.  I  cannot  flay  to  hear  thefe  Articles. 
Nor;h.  Nor  I. 

Clif.  Come  Coufin,  let  us  tell  the  Queen  thefe  News. 
Weft,  Farewel,  faint-hearted  and  degenerate  King, 

In  whofe  cold  Blood  no  fpark  of  Honour  bides. 
North.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  Houfe  of  York* 

And  die  in  Bands,  for  this  unmanly  deed. 

Clif.  in  dreadful  War,  may'ft  thou  be  overcome, 
Or  live  in  Peace  abandon Jd  and  defpis'd. 

[Extant  Nor.  Cliff.  Weftm. 
War.  Turn  this  way,  Henry,  and  regard  rhem  not. 
Exe.  They  feek  revenge,  and  therefore  will  not  yield. 
K.Henry.  Ah  Exeter I   
Wur.  Why  fhould  you  flgb,  my  Lord? 
IC  Henry.  Not  for  my  fclf,  Lord  Warwick^  but  my  Son, 

Whom  I  unnaturally  (hall  disinherit. 
But  be  it  as  it  may;  I  here  entail 
The  Crown  to  thee,  and  to  thine  Heirs  for  ever  3 
Conditionally,  that  here  you  take  an  Oath, 
To  ceafe  rhi<  Civil  War;  and  whilft  I  live, 
To  honour  me  as  thy  King  and  Soveraign: 
Neither  by  Treafon  nor  Hoftility, 
To  fetk  to  put  me  down,  and  Reign  thy  felf. 

Tork.  This  Oath  I  willingly  take,  and  will  perform.' 
War.  Lor  g  live  K  n£  Henry :  Plantagenet,  embrace  him, 
K.  He  ry.  Ar  d  long  live  thou,  and  thefe  thy  forward  Sons* 
York^  Now  YorJ^and  Lancajter  are  reconcile!. 
Exe.  Accurfl  be  he  that  fetks  to  make  them  Foes. 

Sonet.     Here  they  come  down. 

York.  Far<  wd,  my  gracious  Lord,  1*11  to  my  Caflle. 
War.  And  I'll  keep  Londan  with  my  Soldiers, 

Norf. 
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Norf.  And  I  to  Norfolk,  with  my  Followers^ 
Mount.  And  I  unto  the  Sea  from  whence  I  came.    [Exe* 

K.Henry.  And  I  with  grief  and  forrow  to  the  Court. 
Enter  the  Queen,  and  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

Exe.  H-re  c<  mes  the  Queen, 
Wh  fe  looks  Dew/ay  her  anger: 
1 11  ltcal  away. 

K  Henry.  Exeter  fo  will  I :  [Going. 

Queen.  Nay,  go  not  from  me  I  will  follow  thee — 

A'.  Henry.  Be  parent,  gentle  Queen,  and  I  will  ftay. 
Qu>en.   Who  ca.-  be  patient  in  fuch  extreauiS* 

Ah  nrc  ched  M^n !   would  I  had  cy'd  a  Maid* 
And  never  fcen  thee,  never  born  thee  ̂ on, 

Seen*  t:  ou  ru'f  prov'd  fo  unnatural  a  Father. 
Hath  be  defe  v'd  c>  lofe  his  Birih-right  thus? 
Hadft  thou  i  ur  lov'd  h  m  half  fo  much  as  I, 
Or  felt  thar  pain  which  I  did  for  him  once, 
Or  nourimt  bim,  as  I  did  with  my  Blood ; 
Trnu  wouHft  ha  e  left  thy  deareft  Heart-blood  there, 
Rarher  than  made  that  Savage  Duke  thine  Heir, 
And  disherited  thine  only  Son. 

Prince.  Father,  you  cannot  difinherit  me: 
If  you  be  Kinrz,  v  hy  mould  not  I  fucceed? 

K.  Henry.  Pardon  me,  Alargaret;  pardon  me,  fweetSon* 

The  Bad  of  Warwick^and  the  Duke  enfore'd  me. 

Queen.  Enforced  th;e§  artthouKinp,  and  wilt  before'd? 
I  fhame  to  hear  thee  fpeak;  ah  timorous  Wretch! 
Thou  haft  undore  thy  k\f9  thy  Son,  and  me, 
And  given  unto  the  Houfe  of  TorJ^  fuch  head,  1 
As  thou  fhalt  Reign  but  by  thwir  fufFerance. 
To  entail  him  and  his  Hdrs  unto  the  Crown, 
Wnat  is  it,  but  to  make  thy  Sepulchre, 
And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time? 
Wkrwickjs  Chancellor,  and  the  Lord  of  Calais^ 
Stern  Fuulconbridge  commands  the  narrow  Seas, 
The  Duke  is  made  Protector  of  the  Realm, 
And  yet  fhalt  thou  be  fafe  ?  fuch  fa^ty  finds 
The  trembling  Lamb,  invironed  wrh  Wolves. 
Had  I  bten  there,  which  am  a  filly  Woman, 

The  Soldiers  fhould  have  tofs'd  me  on  their  Pikes* 
Ikfore  I  would  have  granted  to  that  A<5. 

But 
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But  thou  preferr'fi:  thy  Life  before  thine  honour. 
And  feeing  thou  doft,  I  here  divorce  my  felf, 
Both  from  thy  Table,  Henry,  and  thy  Bed, 
Until  that  Ad  of  Parliament  be  repealed, 
Whereby  my  Son  is  difinherited. 
The  Northern  Lords,  that  have  forfworn  thy  Colours, 
Will  follow  mine,  if  once  they  fee  them  fpread : 
And  fpread  they  mall  be,  to  thy  foul  difgrace, 
And  utter  ruin  of  the  Houfe  of  York^ 

Thus  do  I  leave  thee;  come  Son,  let's  away, 
Our  Army  is  ready,  come,  we'll  after  them. 

K.  Henry.  Stay,  gentle  Margaret,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 
Queen*  Thou  haft  fpoke  too  much  already;    get  thee 

gone. 
K.Henry.  Gentle  Son  Edward,  thou  wilt  flay  with  me? 

Queen.  Ay,  to  be  murther'd  by  his  Enemies. 
Prince.  When  I  return  with  Victory  from  the  Field, 

1*11  fee  your  Grace ;  'till  then  I'll  follow  her. 
Queen.  Come,  Son,  away*  we  may  not  linger  thus. 

[Exeunt  Queen  and  Prince, 
K.Henry.  Poor  Queen, 

How  love  to  me,  and  to  her  Son, 
Hath  made  her  break  out  into  terms  of  Rage, 

Reveng*d  may  fhe  be  on  that  hateful  Duke, 
Whofe  haughty  Spirit,  winged  with  defire, 
Will  ooft  my  Crown,  and  like  an  empty  Eagle, 
Tire  on  the  Flefh  of  me,  and  of  my  Son. 
The  lofs  of  thofe  three  Lords  torments  my  Heart; 
1*11  write  unto  them,  and  entreat  them  fair; 
Come,  Cousin,  you  (hall  be  the  Meffenger. 

Exe.  And  I  hope  mail  reconcile  them  all.  [Exit. 
Enter  Richard,  Edward,  and  Mountague. 

Rich.  Brother,  though  I  be  youngeft,  give  me  leave. 
Edw.  No,  I  can  better  play  the  Orator. 
Mount.  Bu£  I  have  reafons  ftrong  and  forcible. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  York. 
York*  Why,  how  now  Sons  and  Brother,  at  a  ftrife? 

What  is  your  Quarrel  \  how  began  it  firft  ? 
Edw.  No  Quarrel,  but  a  flight  Contention. 
York.   About  what? 

Rich*  About  {hat  which  concerns  your  Grace  and  us, 
The  Crown  of  England,  Father,  which  is  yours.        Yorl^ 
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Tork.  Mine,  Boy  ?  not  'till  King  Henry  be  dead. 
Rich.  Your  Right  depends  not  on  his  Life,  or  Death. 
Edw.  Now,  you  are  Heir,  therefore  enjoy  it  now: 

By  giving  the  Houfc  of  Lancafter  leave  to  breathe, 
It  will  out-run  you,  Father,  in  the  end. 

Tork.  I  took  an  Oath,  that  he  mould  quietly  Reign, 
Edw.  But  for  a  Kingdom  any  Oath  may  be  broken : 

I  would  break  a  thoufand  Oaths  to  Reign  one  Year. 
Rich.  No;  God  forbid  your  Grace  mould  be  forfworn, 
Tork*  I  iliall  be,  if  I  claim  by  open  War. 

Rich.  I'll  prove  the  contrary,  if  you'll  hear  me  fpeak. 
Tork.  Thou  can'ft  not,  Son,  it  is  impoflible. 

Rich.  An  Oath  is  of  no' moment,  being  not  took 
Before  a  true  and  lawful  Magiftratc, 
That  hath  Authority  over  him  that  Swears. 
Henry  had  none,  but  did  ufurp  the  Place. 

Then  feeing  'twas  he  that  made  you  to  depofe, 
Your  Oath,  my  Lord,  is  vain  and  frivolous. 
Therefore  to  Arms  :  and,  Father,  do  but  think, 
How  fwcet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  Crown, 

Within  whofe  Circuit  is  Ely/inm^ 
And  all  that  Poets  feign  of  Blifs  and  Joy. 
Why  do  we  linger  thus?  I  cannot  reft, 

Until  the  white  Rofe  that  I  wear,  be  dy'd 
Even  is  the  lukewarm  Blood  of  Henrys  Heart, 

Tork.  Richard,  enough:  I  will  be  King,  or  die. 

»   Brother,  thou  fhalt  to  London  prefently, 
And  whet  on  Warwick^ to  this  Enterprizc. 
Thou,  Richard,  fhalt  go  to  the  Duke  of  Norfolk 
And  tell  him  privily  of  our  intent. 

You,  Edward,  iliall  unto  my  Lord  Cobh'am, 
With  whom  the  Kent iflimen  will  willingly  rife. 
In  them  I  truft;  for  they  are  Soldiers, 
Witty,  courteous  liberal,  full  of  Spirit. 

While  you  are  thus  employ'd,  what  refteth  more, 
But  that  I  fctk  occailon  how  to  rife? 

And  yet  the  King  not  privy  to  mv  drift,, 
Nor  any  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter. 

Enter  Gabriel. 

But  flay,  what  News?  why  com'fhhouinfuchpofi  ? Gal:  The  Queen., 
With 
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With  all  the  Northern  Earls  and  Lords, 
Intend  here  to  befiege  you  in  your  CaftleJ 
She  is  hard  by,  with  twenty  thoufand  Men; 
And  therefore  fortifie  your  Hold,  my  Lord, 

York*  Ay,  with  my  Sword. 
What,  think'ft  thou  that  we  fear  them? 
Edward  and  Richard,  you  (hall  ftay  with  me^ 
My  Brother  Montague  fhall  poft  to  London* 
Let  noble  Warwick,  Cobham,  and  the  reft, 
Whom  we  have  left  Protestors  of  the  King^ 
With  powerful  Policy  ftrengthen  themfelves, 
And  truft  not  fimple  Henry,  nor  his  Oaths. 

Mont.  Brother,  I  go :  I'll  win  them,  fear  it  not. 
And  thus  rnoft  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave. 

[Exit  Montague. 
Enter  Sir  John  Mortimer,  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer. 

York.  Sir  John,  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer,  mine  Uncles, 
You  are  come  to  Sandal  in  a  happy  hour. 
The  Army  of  the  Queen  means  to  befiege  us. 

Sir  John.  She  (hall  not  need,  we'll  meet  her  in  the  Field* 
York.  What,  with  five  thoufand  Men? 
Rich.  Ay,  with  fivt  hundred,  Father,  for  a  need. 

A  Woman's  General;  what  fhould  we  fear? 

\A  march  afar  off. Edw.  I  hear  their  Drums: 

Let's  fet  our  Men,  in  order, 
And  ifTue  forth,  and  bid  them  Battel  ftreighr* 

York*  Five  Men  to  twenty,  though  thcodds  be  great, 
I  doubt  not,  Uncle,  of  our  Victory, 
Many  a  Battel  have  I  won  in  France, 
When  as  the  Enemy  hath  been  ten  to  one  : 
Why  (hould  I  not  now  have  the  like;  Succefs  ? 

[Alarum*         Exit* 
Enter  Rutland,  and  his  Tutor.    - 

Rut.  Ah,  whether  fhall  I  flie,  to  fcape  their  Hands? 
Ah,  Tutor,  look  where  bloody  Clifford  comes. 

Enter  Clifford. 

Clif.  Chaplain,  away,  thy  Priefthood  faves  thy  Life; 
As  for  the  B  at  of  this  accurfed  Duke, 

Whofe  Father  flew  my  Father,  he  (hall  die. 
Tutor.  And  I,  my  Lord,  will  bear  him  Company. 

Clif. 
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Clif.  Soldier?,  sway  with  him. 
Tutor.  Ah  Clifford,  murther  not  this  innocent  Child, 

Left  thou  be  hated  both  of  God  and  Man.  [Exit* 
Clif.  How  now  ?  is  he  dead  already  ? 

Or  is  it  fear  that  makes  him  clofe  his- Eyes  ? 
I'll  open  them. 

Rut.  So  locks  the  pent-up  Lyon, o'er  the  wretch, 
That  trembles  under  his  devouring  Paws: 

And  fo  he  walks,  infulting  o'er  his  Prey, And  fo  he  comes  to  rend  his  Limbs  afunder. 

Ah,  gentle  Clifford^  kill  me  with  thy  Sword, 
And  not  with  fuch  a  cruel  thrtatning  Look. 
Sweet  Clifford^  hear  me  fpeak  before  I  die: 
I  am  too  mean  a  fubjed  of  thy  wrath, 

Be  thou  reveng'd  on  Men,  and  let  me  live. 
Clif.  In  vain  thou  fpeak'ft,  poor  Boy: 

My  Father's  Blood  hath  ftopt  the  paffage 
Where  thy  Words  fhould  enter. 

Rut.  Then  let  my  ̂Father's  Blood  open  it  again, 
He  is  a  Man,  and,  Clifford,  cope  with  him. 

Clif.  Had  I  thy  Brerhren  here,  their  lives  and  thine 
Were  not  revenge  fufficient  for  me: 

No,  if  I  digg'd  up  thy  Fore-fathers  Graves, 
And  hung  their  rotten  Coffins  up  in  Chains, 
It  could  not  flake  mine  Ire,  nor  eafe  my  Heart. 
The  fight  of  any  of  the  Houfe  of  Yorkj 
Is  as  a  fury  to  torment  my  Soul: 

And  'till  I  root  out  their  accurfed  Line, 
And  leave  not  one  alive,  I  live  in  Hell. 
Therefore   

Rut.  O  let  me  pray  before  I  take  my  Death: 
To  thee,  I  pray   fweet  Cliff  or  d>  pity  me. 

Clif.  Suchkpity  as  my  Rapier's  point  affords. 
Rut.  I  never  did  thee  harm;  why  wilt  thou  flay  me* 
Clif.  Thy  Father  hath. 

Rut.  But  'twas  e'er  I  was  born. 
Thou  haft  one  Son,  for  his  fake  pity  me, 
Left  in  revenge  thereof,  fith  God  is  juft, 
He  be  as  miferably  (lain  as  I. 
Ah,  let  me  live  in  Prifon  all  my  Day?, 
And  when  I  give  occafion  of  Offence, 

Then 
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Then  let  me  die,  for  now  thou  haft  no  caufe. 

Clif.  No  caufe  ?  thy  Father  flew  my  Father*  therefore  die, 

'Rut.  Diifaciant,  laudis  fumma  fit  iflatua*  [Stabs  him'. 
Clif.  Plant agenety  I  come,  Plantagenet. 

And  this  thy  Son's  Blood  cleaving  to  my  Blade, 
Shall  rufl:  upon  my  Weapon,  'till  thy  Blood 
Congeal'd  with  this,  do  make  me  wipe  off  both.         [Exit* 

Alarum.     Enter  Richard  Duke  oft  York. 
York.  The  Army  of  the  Queen  hath  got  the  Field : 

My  Uncles  both  are  flain  in  refcuing  me, 
And  all  my  Followers,  to  the  eager  Foe 
Turn  back3  and  fly,  like  Ships  before  the  Wind, 

Or  Lambs  purfu'd  by  hunger-ftarved  Wolves. 
My  Sons,  God  knows  what  hath  bechanced  them : 

But  this  I  know,  they  have  demean'd  themfelves 
Like  Men  born  to  Renown,  by  Life  or  Death. 
Three  times  did  Rfchard  make  a  Lane  to  me, 

And  thrice  cry'd,  Courage,  Father,  fight  it  out: 
And  full  as  oft  come  Edward  to  my  fide, 

'  With  Purple  Falchion,  painted  to  the  Hilt In  Blood  of  thofe  that  had  encountred  him ; 
And  when  the  hardicft  Warriors  did  retire, 

Richard  cry'd,  Charge,  and  give  no  foot  of  Ground^ 
And  cry'd,  a  Crown,  or  elfe  a  glorious  Tomb, 
A  Scepter,  or  an  Earthly  Sepulcher. 

With  this  we  charg'd  again ;  but  out  alas. 
We  bodg'd  again  ;  as  I  have,  feen  a  Swan 

.  With  bootlefs  labour  fwim  againft  the  Tide, 

And  fpend  her  ftrength  with  over-matching  Waves. 
[A  port  Alarum  wtthhu 

Ah  hark,  the  fatal  Followers  do  purfue, 
And  I  am  faint,  and  cannot  fly  their  fury. 
And  were  I  ftrong,  I  would  not  fhun  their  fury. 
7  he  Sands  are  numbred  that  make  up  ray  Life, 
Here  muft  I  flay,  and  here  my  Life  mull:  end. 
Enter  the  Quecn^  Clifford,  Northumberland,  the  Prince  of 

Wales,  and  Soldiers. 
Come,  bloody  Clifford j  rough  Northumberland, 
I  dare  your  quenchlefs  fury  to  more  rage  : 
I  am  your  Butt,  and  I  abide  your  fhor. 

North.  Yield  to  our  mercy,  proud  Plantagmet* 

Ct/K 
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CUf.  Ay,  to  fuch  mercy  as  his  ruthlefs  Arm 

With  downright  payment  fhew'd  unto  my  Father. Now  Phaeton  hath  tumbled  from  his  Car, 

And  made  an  Evening  at  the  Noon-tide  Prick. 
York.  My  Allies,  as  the  Phoenix,  may  bring  forth 

A  Bird,  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all : 

And  in  that  hope  I  throw  mine  Eyes  to  Heav'n, 
Scorning  whate'er  you  can  afflict  me  with. 
Why  come  you  not  ?  what  I  Multitudes  and  fear  ? 

CUf.  So  Cowards  fight  when  they  can  fly  no  farther, 
So  Doves  do  peck  the  Falcons  piercing  Talons, 
So  defperate  Thieves,  allhopeJefs  of  their  Lives, 

Breath  out  Invectives  'gainft  the  Officers. 
York.  Oh,  Clifford^  but  bethink  thee  once  again, 

And  in  thy  thought  o'er-run  my  former  time : 
And  if  thou  canft,  for  blufhing,  view  this  Face, 
And  bite  thy  Tongue  that  flanders  him  with  Cowardice* 

Whofe  frown  hath  made  thee  faint  and  fly  e'er  this. 
CUf  I  will  not  bandy  with  thee  Word  for  Word, 

But  buckler  with  thee  Blows  twice  two  for  one. 

Queent  Hold,  valiant  Clifford,  for  a  thoufand  caufes 

I  would  prolong  a  while  the  Traitor's  Life : 
Wrath  makes  him  deaf;  fpeak  thou,  Northumberland. 

North.  Hold  Clifford,  do  not  honour  him  fo  much, 
To  prick  thy  Finger,  though  to  wound  his  Heart. 
What  Valour  were  it,  when  a  Cur  doth  grin, 
For  one  to  thruft  his  Hand  between  his  Teeth, 
When  he  might  fpurn  him  with  his  foot  away  i 
It  is  Wars  prize  to  take  all  vantages, 
And  ten  to  one  is  no  impeach  of  Valour. 

CUf.  Ay,  ay,  fo  ftrives  the  Woodcock  with  the  Gin . 
North,  So  doth  the  Cony  ftruggle  in  the  Net. 

York.  So  triumph  Thieves  upon  their  conquered  Booty, 
So  true  Men  yield,  with  Robbers  fo  o'er-matcht. 

North.  What  would  your  Grace  have  done  unto  him  now  ? 
Queen.  Brave  Warrior?,  Clifford  and  Northumberland, 

Come  make  him  ftand  upon  this  Molehill  here, 
That  caught  at  Mountains  with  out-frretched  Arms 
Yet  parted  but  the  fhadow  with  his  Hand. 

What,  was  it  you  that  would  be  England**  Kingi, 
Was't  you  that  revelfd  in  our  Parliament, Aid 
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And  made  a  Preachment  of  your  high  Difcenti* 
Where  are  your  mcfs  of  Sons  to  back  you  now, 
The  wanton  Edward,  and  the  lufty  George* 

And  where's  that  valiant  Crook-tack  P.odigy, 
Dicky*  your  B  >y,  that  wi»;h  hn  gpjm  >Img  vo-Ce Was  wont  to  cheer  his  Dad  in   M        ies? 

Or  with  the  reft,  wh*re  is  your  Doling  I 
Look  TorJ^  IftWd  this  N*nk  n  wich  the  BI 

That  vahant  Clifford^      \r    h     R  a >it>  *s point, 
Made  iffue  from  the  boiom  of  the  Boy; 
And  if  thine  Eyes  can  water  for  his  Death, 
I  give  thee  this  to  dry  thy  Cheeks  withal. 
Alas,  poor  York^  but  that  I  hate  thee  deadly, 
I  ftiould  lament  thy  inferable  State. 
I  prithee  grieve,  to  make  me  merry,  York. 
What,  hath  thy  fiery  Heart  fo  parchc  thine  Intrails, 
That  not  a  Tear  can  fall  for  Rutland's  Death, 

Why  art  thou  patient,  Maq?  thou  fhould'ft  bemad  : 
And  I,  to  make  thee  mad,  do  mock  thee  thus; 
.Stamp,  ra^e  and  fret,  that  I  may  fing  and  dance. 

Thou  woukTft  be  fee'd,  I  fee,  to  make  me  fport: 
Yor\  cannot  fpeak,  unlefs  he  wear  a  Crown. 
A  Crown  for  York  ■     -and,  Lords,  bow  low  to  him  •• 
Hold  you  his  Hands,  whilft  I  do  fet  it  on. 

[Putting  a  Paper  Crown  on  his  Head. 
Ay  marry,  Sir,  now  looks  he  like  a  King: 
Ay,  this  is  he  that  took  King  Henrys  Chair, 
And  this  is  he  was  his  adopted  Heir. 
But  how  is  it,  that  great  Plantaganet 

Is  crown'd  fo  foon,  and  broke  his  folemn  Oath? 
As  I  bethink  me,  you  (hould  not  be  King, 

'Till  our  King  Henry  had  ftiook  Hands  with  Death* 
And  will  you  pale  your  Head  in  Henry's  Glory, 
And  rob  his  Temples  of  the  Diadem, 
Now  in  this  Life  againft  the  holy  Oath? 

Oh,  'tis  a  fault  too  too  unpardonable. 
Off  with  the  Crown,  and  with  the  Crown  his  Head, 
And  whilft  we  breath  take  him  to  do  him  dead. 

Clif.  That  is  my  Office,  for  my  Father's  fake. 

Queen.  Nay  ftay,  let's  here  the  Orizons  he  makes.' 
York.  She- Wolf  of  France ', 

But  worfe  than  Wolves  of  Frawt9  Wh?fe 
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Whofe  Tongue  more  poifons  than  the  Adder's  Tooth : 
How  ill-befeeming  is  it  in  thy  Sex, 
To  triumph  like  an  Amazonian  Trull, 
Upon  their  Woes,  whom  Fortune  captivates? 
But  that  thy  Face  is  Vizard-like,  unchanging, 
Made  impudent  with  ufe  of  evil  Deeds, 
I  would  aflay,  proud  Queen,  to  make  theeblufh. 

To  tell  thee  whence  thou  cam'ft,  of  whom  deriv'd, 
Were  flume  enough  to  fliame  thee 
Wert  thou  not  iTiamelefs : 

Thy  Father  bears  the  Type  of  King  of  Naples, 
Of  both  the  Skill  and  Jerufalem, 
Yet  not  fo  wealthy  as  an  Engltfi  Yeoman. 
Hath  that  poor  Monarch  taught  thee  to  infult? 
It  needs  not,  nor  it  boots  thee  not,  proud  Queen, 

Unlefs  the  Adage  mud:  be  verify "d, 
That  Beggars  mounted  run  their  Horfe  to  Death. 
Tm  Beauty  that  doth  oft  make  Women  proud, 
But  God  he  knows,  thy  fhare  thereof  is  fmall. 

'Tis  Virtue  that  doth  make  them  moil:  admir'd, 
The  contrary  doth  make  thee  wondred  at. 

'Tis  Government  that  makes  them  feem  Divine, The  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable. 

Thou  art  as  oppofite  to  every  good,  < 
As  the  Antipodes  are  unto  us, 
Or  as  the  South  to  the  Septentrion. 

Oh  Tyger's  Heart,  wrapt  in  a  Woman's  Hide, 
How  could'ft  thou  drain  the  Life-blood  of  the  Child, 
To  bid  the  Father  wipe  his  Eyes  withal, 

And  yet  be  feen  to  wear  a  Woman's  Face  ? 
Women  are  foft,  mild,  pitiful  and  flexible; 
Thou  ftern,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorfelefs. 
Bidft  thou  me  rage?  why  now  thou  haft  thy  wifli. 

Would'ft  have  me  weep  ?  why  now  thou  haft  thy  will. 
For  raging  Wind  blows  up  inceflant  Show'rs, 
And  when  the  rage  allays,  the  Rain  begins. 

Thefe  Tears  are  my  fweet  Rutland's  Obfequies, 
And  every  drop  cries  vengeance  to  his  Death, 

'Gainft  thee,  fell  Clifford,  and  thee,  falfe  French  Woman  1 North.  Befhrew  me,  but  his  Paffions  move  me  fo, 
That  hardly  can  I  check  mine  Eyes  from  Tears. 
Vol.  IV.  C  Tork, 



1554  Ike  Third  Part  of 
York.  That  Face  of  his, 

The  hungry  Cannibals  would  not  have  toucht, 

Would  not  have  ftain'd  the  Rofes  jufl  with  Blood  : 
But  you  are  more  inhuman,  more  inexorable, 
Oh  ten  times  more,  than  Tygers  oiHyrcania. 

See,  ruthlefs  Queen,  a  haplefs  Father's  Tears : 
This  Cloth  thou  dip'dft  in  Blood  of  my  fweet  Boy, 
And  I  with  Tears  do  warn,  the  Blood  away. 
Keep  thou  the  Napkin,  and  go  bead  of  this, 

And  if  thou  teli'ft  the  heavy  Story  right, 
Upon  my  Soul,  the  Hearers  will  fried  Tears: 
Yea,  even  my  Foes  will  (Tied  faft-falling  Tears, 
And  fay,  alas,  it  was  a  piteous  Deed. 
There  take  the  Crown,  and,  with  the  Crown,  my  Curft . 
And  in  thy  need,  fuch  comfort  come  to  thee, 
As  now  I  reap  at  thy  too  cruel  Hand. 
Hard-hearted  Clifford,  take  me  from  the  World, 

My  SduI  to  Heav'n,  my  Blood  upon  your  Heads. 
North.  Had  he  been  Slaughter-man  to  all  my  Kin, 

I  fhou!d  not  for  my  Life  but  weep  with  him, 
To  fee  how  iniy  Sorrow  gripes  his  Soul. 

Queen.  What,  weeping  ripe,  my  Lord  Northumberland* 
Think  but  upon  the  wrong  he  did  us  all, 
And  that  will  quickly^dry  thy  melting  Tears. 

Clif  Here's  for  my  Oath,  here's  for  my  Father's  Death. 
Quen.  And  here's  to  right  our  gentle-hearted  King. 

[Stabbing  him. 
York.  Qpzn  thy  Gate  of  Mercy,  gracious  God. 

My  Soul  fiies  through  thefe  Wounds,  tofeek  out  thte.[Dies9 
Queen.  Off  with  his  Head,  and  fet  it  on  ftn^Gates, 

So  York  may  overlook  the  Town  of  York*  [Exeunt* 

A c T  II.    scene   r, 
A  March*     Enter  Edward,  Richard,   and  their  Power* 

Ediv.  T  Wonder  how  our  Princely  Father  fcap'd ; 
JL  Or  whether  he  be  fcap'd  away,  or  no, 

From  Clifford's,  and  Northumberland's  pui  fuit  ? 
Had  he  been  ta'en  we  fliould  have  heard  the  News ; Had 
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Had  he  been  flain,  we  ftiould  have  heard  the  News; 

Or  had  he  fcap'd,  methinks  we  fhould  have  heard 
'J  he  hippy  Tidings  of  his  good  efcape. 
How  fares  my  Brother.^  why  is  he  to  fad? 

Rich.  I  cannot  joy,  until  I  be  refolv'd, 
Where  our  right  valiant  Father  is  become. 
I  faw  him  in  the  Battel  range  about, 
And  watcht  him  how  he  Tingled  Clifford  forth, 
Methought  he  bore  him  in  the  thickeft  Troop, 
As  doth  a  Lion  in  a  Herd  of  Neat; 

Or  as  a  Bear  encompafs'd  round  with  Dogs, 
Who  having  pincht  a  few,  and  made  them  cry, 
The  reft  ftand  all  aloof,  and  bark  at  him. 

So  far'd  our  Father  with  his  Enemies, 
So  fled  his  Enemies  my  warlike  Father: 

Methinks  'tis  prize  enough  to  be  his  Son. 
See  how  the  Morning  cpes  her  Golden  Gates, 
And  takes  her  farewel  of  the  glorious  Sun, 
How  well  refembles  it  the  prime  of  Youth, 

Trim'd  like  a  Yonker,  prancing  to  his  Love? 
Edw.  Dazle  mine  Eyes?  or  do  I  fee  three  Suns? 
Rich.  Three  glorious  Suns,  each  one  a  perfect  Sua* 

Not  feparated  with  the  racking  Clouds. 

But  fever'd  in  a  pale  clear-lhining  Sky. 
See,  fee  they  join,  embrace,  and  feem  to  kifs, 

As  if  they  vow'd  fome  League  inviolable: 
Now  are  they  but  one  Lamp,  one  Light,  one  Sun, 
In  this  the  Heaven  figures  fome  Event* 

Edw.  'Tis  wondrous  ftrange, 
The  like  yet  never  heard  of. 
I  think  it  cites  us,  Brother,  to  the  Field, 
That  we,  the  Sons  of  brave  Plantagenet, 
Each  one  already  blazing  by  our  Meeds, 
Should  notwithftanding  join  our  Lights  together, 
And  over-fhine  the  Earth,  as  this  the  World. 
Whate'er  it  bodes,  henceforward  will  I  bear 
Upon  my  Target  three  fair  lhining  Suris. 

Rich.  Nay,  bear  three  Daughters : 
By  your  leave,  I  fpeak  if, 
You  love  the  Breeder  better  than  the  Male. 

C  %  Enter 
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Enter  a  Mcffenger* 

But  what  art  thou,  whofe  heavy  Looks  foretel 
Some  dreadful  Story  hanging  on  thy  Tongue  ? 

Mef  Ah,  one  that  was  a  woful  looker  on, 
When  as  the  Noble  Duke  of  York^  was  flain, 
Your  Princely  Father,  and  my  loving  Lord. 

Ediv.  Oh,  fpeak  no  more !  for  I  have  heard  too  much. 

Rich.  Say  how  he  dy'd,  for  I  will  hear  it  all. 
Mef  Environed  he  was  with  many  Foes, 

And  ftood  againft  them,  as  the  hope  of  Troy 
Againft  the  Greeks,  that  would  have  entred  Troy. 
But  Hercules  himfelf  muft  yield  to  odds; 
And  many  Stroaks,  though  with  a  little  Ax, 
Hews  down  and  fells  the  hardeft-timber'd  Oak. 

By  many  Hands  your  Father  was  fubdu'd, 
But  only  flaughter'd  by  the  ireful  Arm 
Of  unrelenting  Clifford,  and  the  Queen : 

Who  crown'd  the  gracious  Duke  in  high  dcfpight, 
Laugh'd  in  his  Face;  and  when  with  grief  he  wept, 
The  ruthlefs  Queen  gave  him,  to  dry  his  Check, 
A  Napkin,  fteeped  in  the  harmlefs  Blood 
Of  fweet  young  Rutland,  by  rough  Clifford  (lain: 
And  after  many  Scorns,  many  foul  Taunts, 
They  took  his  Head,  and  on  the  Gates  of  York, 
They  fet  the  fame,  and  there  it  doth  remain, 

The  faddeft  fpedacle  that  e'er  I  view'd. 
Edw.  Sweet  Duke  of  York,  our  prop  to  Jean  upon, 

Now  thou  art  gone,  we  have  no  Staff,  no  Stay. 

Oh  Clifford*  boift'rous  Clifford,  thou  haft  (lain 
The  Flower  of  Europe  for  his  Chivalry, 
And  treacheroufly  haft  thou  vanquiiVd  him, 

For  Hand  to  Hand  he  would  have  vanquifh'd  thee. 
Now  my  Soul's  Palace  is  become  a  Prifon  : 
Ah,  would  fhe  break  from  hence,  that  this  my  Body 
Might  in  the  Ground  be  clofed  up  in  reft; 
For  nev€*henceforth  ftiall  I  joy  again, 
Never,  oh  never  (hall  I  fee  more  joy. 

Rich*  I  cannot  weep,  for  all  my  Body's  moifture 
Scarce  ferves  to  quench  my  Furnace-burning  Heart: 

Nor  can  my  Tongue  unload  my  Heart's  great  burthen, 
For  felf-fame  Wind  that  I  ihould  fpeak  withal, 

Is 
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Is  kindling  Coals  that  fire  up  all  my  Breaft, 
And  burn  me  up  with  Flames,  that  Tears  would  quench. 
To  weep,  is  to  make  iefs  the  depth  of  Grief: 
Tears  then  for; Babes ;  Blows  and  Revenge  for  me. 

Richard,  I  bear  thy  Name,  I'll  venge  thy  Death, 
Or  die  renowned  by  attempting  it. 

Edw.  His  Name  that  valiant  Duke  hath  left  with  thee  : 
His  Dukedom,  and  his  Chair  with  me  is  left. 

Rich.  Nay,  if  thou  be  ihat  Princely  Eagle's  Bird, 
Shew  thy  defcent,  by  guwg  'gainft  the  Sun: 
For  Chair  and  Duke doroy  Throne  and  Kingdom  fay, 
Either  that  is  thine,  or  elfe  thou  wert  not  his. 

March.    Enter  Warwick,  Mar  que  ft  of  Montague,  and 
their  Army, 

War.  How  now,  fair  Lords?  what  fare?  what  News  abroad  ? 
Rich.  Great  Lord  of  Warwick  if  we  mould  recount 

Our  baleful  News,  and  at  each  Word's  deliverance 
Stab  Poinards  in  our  Flefh,  'till  all  were  told, 
The  Words  would  add  more  anguifh  than  thejWounds. 
O,  valiant  Lord,  the  Duke  of  Tenuis  flain. 

Edw.  O,  WarwichJ  WarwickJ  that  Plant  agenet, 

Which  held  thee  dearly  as  his  Soul's  Redemption, 
Is  by  the  flern  Lord  Clifford  done  to  Death. 

War.  Ten  days  ago  I  drown'd  thefe  News  in  tears, 
And  now  to  add  more  meafure  to  your  Woes, 
J  come  to  tell  you  things  fith  then  befaln. 

After  the  bloody  Fray  at  Wakefield  fought, 
Where  your  brave  Father  fought  his  lateft  Gafp, 
Tidings,  as  fwiftly  as  the  Poll:  could  run, 
Were  brought  me  of  yourLqfs,  and  his  depart. 
I  then  in  London,  Keeper  of  the  King, 

Mufter'd  my  Soldiers,  gather'd  flocks  of  Friends, 
March'd  towards  St.  Albans  to  intercept  the  Queen^ 
Bearing  the  King  in  my  behalf  along: 
For  by  my  Scouts  I  was  advertifed 
That  fhe  was  coming,  with  a  full  intent 
To  dafh  our  late  Decree  in  Parliament, 

Touching  KmgUenry's  Oath,  and  your  Succeflion: Short  Tale  to  make,  we  at  St.  Albans  met, 

Our  Battels  join'd,  and  both  fides  fiercely  fought ; 
But  whether  'twas  the  coldnefs  of  the  King, c  $  Who 
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Wholook'd  full  gently  on  his  Warlike  Queen, 
That  robb'd  my  Soldiers  of  their  heated  Spleen ; 
Or  whether  'twas  report  of  her  Succefs, 
Or  more  than  common  fear  of  Clifford's  Rigour, 
Who  thunders  to  his  Captives  Blood  and  Death, 
I  cannot  judge;  but  to  conclude  with  Truth, 
Their  Weapons  like  to  Lightning,  came  and  went: 

Our  Soldiers  like  the  Night-Owl's  lazy  flight, 
Or  like  a  lazy  Threilier  with  a  Flail, 
Fell  gently  down,  as  if  they  ftruck  their  Friends. 

I  cheer'd  them  up  with  Juftice  of  our  Caufe, 
With  .prom ife  of  high  Pay,  and  great  Reward: 
But  all  in  vain,  they  had  no  heart  to  fighr, 
And  we,  in  them,  no  hope  to  win  the  Day, 
So  that  we  fled;  the  King  unto  the  Queen, 
Lord  George  your  Brother,  Norfolk,  and  my  (df9 
In  hafte,  poft-hafte,  are  come  to  join  with  you: 
For  in  the  Marches  here  we  heard  you  were, 
Making  another  Head,  to  fight  again. 

Edw.  Where  is  the  Duke  of  Norfolk*  gentle  Warwickj 
And  when  came  George  from  Burgundy  to  England? 

War.  Some  fix  miles  off  the  Duke  is  with  the  Soldiers  1 
And  for  your  Brother,  he  was  lately  fent 
From  your  kind  Aunt,  Dutchefs  of  Burgundy, 
With  aid  of  Soldiers  to  this  needful  War. 

Rich.  'Twas  odds  belike  when  valiant  Warwick^  fled ; 
Oft  have  I  heard  his  Praifes  in  purfuit, 

But  ne'er,  'till  now,  his  fcandal  of  Retire. 
War.  Nor  now  my  fcandal,  Richard,  doft  thou  hear : 

For  thou  flialt  know  thisflrong  right  Hand  of  mine 
Can  pluck  the  Diadem  from  faint  Henrfs  Head, 
And  wring  the  awful  Scepter  from  his  Fift, 
Were  he  as  famous,  and  as  bold  in  War, 

And  he  is  fam'd  for  Mildnefs,  Peace  and  Prayer. 
Rich.  I  knew  it  well,  LordWarwick,  bkmemenor, 

'Tis  love  I  bear  thy  Glories  makes  me  fpeak. 
But  in  this  troublous  time  what's  to  be  done? 
Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  Coats  of  Steel, 
And  wrap  our  Bodies  in  black  mourning  Gowns, 
Numbering  our  Ave  Maries  with  our  Beads, 
Or  ihall  we  on  the  Helmets  of  our  Foes, Tell 



King  Henry  VI,  1 5 59 

Tell  our  Devotion  with  revengeful  Arms? 

If  for  the  lad,  fay  Ay,  and  to  it  Lords. 

War.  Why  therefore  Wlinuick^  carne  to  feelc  you  out, 

And  therefore  comes  my  \)\  other  Montague*, 
Attend  me  Lord<,  the  proud  infultingQjeen, 
With  Clifford,  and  the  hatfgnt  Northumberland, 
And  of  their  Feather  many  more  proud  Birds, 

Have  wrought  the  eaiie-mclting  King,  like  Wax; 
He  fwore  confent  to  your  SuccefEon, 
His  Oath  enrolled  in  the  Parliament, 

And  now  to  London  all  the  Crew  are  gone, 
To  fruftrate  both  his  Qatb,  and  what  befide 

May  make  againfr.  the  Houfe  of  Lancafler. 
Their  Power,  I  think,  is  f iiircy  thoufand  ftrong: 
Now  if  the  help  of  Norfolk  and  my  fe)f, 
With  all  the  Friends  that  thou  brave  Earl  of  March, 

Amongft  the  loving  Welchmen,  canft  procure, 
Will  but  amount  to  five  and  twenty  thoufand, 
Why  V\a\  to  London  will  we  march, 
And  once  again  beftride  our  foaming  Steeds, 
And  once  again  cry,  Charge  upon  our  Foes, 
But  never  once  again  rum  back  and  fly. 

Rich.  Ay,  now  methinks  I  hear  great  Warwick,  fpeak,* 

Ne'er  may  he  live  to  fee  a  Sun-mine  Day, 
That  crys  Retire,  if  Warwicl^hid  him  flay. 
Edw.  Lord  Warwick^,  on  thy  Shoulder  will  I  lean, 

And  when  thou  fail'/l  (as  God  forbid  the  hour^ 
Mull:  Edward  fall,  which  peril  Heaven  forfend. 

War.  No  longer  Earl  of  March,  but  Duke  of  Torkj 

The  next  degree  is  England's  Royal  Throne; 
For  King  of  England  fhalt  thou  be  proclaimed 
In  every  Borough  as  we  pafs  along, 
And  he  that  throws  not  up  his  Cap  for  Joy, 
Shall  for  the  fault  make  forfeit  of  his  Head. 

King  Edward,  valiant  Richard,  Montague, 
Sray  we  no  longer,  dreaming  of  Renown, 
But  found  the  Trumpets,  and  about  our  Task. 

Rich.  Then  Clifford,  were  thy  Heart  as  hard  as  Steel, 
As  thou  haft  fhewn  it  flinty  by  thy  Deeds, 
I  come  to  pierce  it,  or  to  give  thee  mine. 

Edw.  Thenftrike  up  Drumr,  God  and  St.  George  for  us. 
C  4.  Enter 
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Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

War.  How  now?  What  News?  * 
Mef.  The  Duke  of  Norfolk^kn&s  you  word  by  me, 

The  Queen  is  coming  with  a  puifTant  Hoft, 
And  craves  your  Company  for  fpeedy  Counfe!. 

War.  Why  then  it  forts,  brave  Warriors  let's  away. 

[Exeunt  onsnes. Enter  King  Henry,  the  Oueen^  Clifford,  Northumberland, 

and  the  Prince  of  Wales,  with  Drums  and  Trumpets. 

Queen.  Welcome,  my  Lord,  to  this  brave  Town  of  Tork^ 

Yonder's  the  Head  of  that  Arch-enemy, 
That  fought  to  be  encompaft  with  your  Crown. 
Doth  not  the  Object  cheer  your  Heart,  my  Lord? 

K.Henry.  Ay,  as  the  Rocks  cheer  them  that  fear  their  Wrack; 
To  fee  this  fight  it  irks  my  very  Soul : 

With-hold  Revenge,  dear  God,  'tis  not  my  fault, 
Nor  wittingly  have  I  infringed  my  Vow. 

Clif.  My  gracious  Liege,  this  too  much  Lenity 
And  harmlefs  Pity  muft  be  laid  afide : 
To  whom  do  Lions  caft  their  gentle  Looks? 
Not  to  the  Beaft  that  would  ufurp  tffeir  Den. 
WhofeHand  is  that  the  Forefl:  Bear  doth  lick? 

Not  his  that  fpoils  her  young  before  her  Face. 

Who  fcapes  the  lurking  Serpent's  mortal  fting  ? 
Not  he  that  fets  his  Foot  upon  her  Back. 
The  fmalleft  Worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  on. 
And  Doves  will  peck  in  fafeguard  of  their  Brood. 
Ambitious  Tork^  did  level  at  thy  Crown, 
Thou  fmiiing,  while  he  knit  his  angry  Brows. 
He  but  a  Duke,  would  have  his  Son  a  King, 
And  raife  his  Iffue  like  a  loving  Sire; 
Thou  being  a  King,  bleft  with  a  goodly  Son, 
Didft  yield  confent  to  disinherit  him; 
Which  argued  thee  a  mod:  unloving  Father. 
Unreafonable  Creatures  feed  their  Young, 

And  though  Man's  Face  be  fearful  to  their  Eyes, 
Yet  in  protection  of  their  tender  ones, 
Who  hath  not  feen  them  even  with  thofe  Wings, 

Which  fometimes  they  have  us'd  with  fearful  flight, 
Make  War  with  him  that  climb'd  unto  their  Neft, 

Offering  their  own  Lives  in  their  Young's  Defence? 

For 
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For  Shame,  my  Liege,  make  them  your  Prefident: 
Were  it  not  pity,  that  this  goodly  Boy 

Should  lofe  his  Birth-right  by  his  Father's  Fault, 
And  long  hereafter  fay  unto  his  Child, 
What  my  great  Grandfather  and  Grandfire  got, 
My  carelefs  Father  fondly  gave  away. 
Ah,  what  a  Shame  was  this?  look  on  the  Boy, 
And  \tt  his  manly  Face,  which  promifeth 
Succefsful  Fortune,  fteel  thy  melting  Heart, 
To  hold  thine  own,  and  leave  thine  own  with  him. 

King*  Full  well  hath  Clifford  plaid  the  Orator, 
Inferring  Arguments  of  mighty  Force : 
But,  Clifford,  tell  me,  didft  thou  never  hear, 
That  things  ill  got,  had  ever  bad  Succefs. 
And  happy  always  was  it  for  that  Son, 
Whofe  Father  for  his  hoording  went  to  Hell: 

I'll  leave  my  Son  my  virtuous  Deeds  behind^ 
And  would  my  Father  had  left  me  no  more: 
For  all  the  reft  is  held  at  fuch  a  Rate, 
As  brings  a  thoufand  Fold  more  Care  to  keep, 
Than  in  Poffeffion  any  jot  of  Pleafure. 
Ah  Coufin  Tork>  would  thy  beft  Friends  did  know, 
How  it  doth  grieve  me  that  thy  Head  is  here. 

Queen.  My  Lord,  cheer  up  your  Spirits,  our  Foes  are  nigh, 
And  this  foft  Courage  makes  your  Followers  faint : 

You  promised  Knighthood  to  our  forward  Son, 
Unfheath  your  Sword,  and  dub  him  prefently. 
Edward^  kneel  down. 

King.  Edward  Plantagenet>  arife  a  Knight, 
And  learn  this  LeiTon,  draw  thy  Sword  in  right. 

Prince.  JVly  gracious  Father,  by  your  Kingly  Leave, 
I'll  draw  it  as  apparent  to  the  Crown, 
And  in  that  Quarrel  ufe  it  to  the  Death. 

Clif.  Why  that  is  fpoken  like  a  toward  Prince. 
Enter  a  Meffenger* 

Mcf.  Royal  Commanders,  be  in  readinefs, 
For  with  a  Band  of  thirty  thoufand  Men 
Comes  Warwick*  backing  of  the  Duke  of  Tork* 
And  in  the  Towns,  as  they  do  march  along, 
Proclaims  him  King,  and  many  fly  to  him. 
Darraign  your  Battel,  they  are  near  at  hand. 

Clif. 
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Clif.  I  would  your  Highnefs  would  depart  the  Field, 
The  Queen  hath  bell:  Succefs  when  you  are  abfent 

Queen.  Ay,  good  my  Lord,  and  leave  us  to  our  Fortune. 

K.  Henry.  Why  that's  my  Fortune  too,  therefore  TiJ  ftav. 
North.  Be  it  with  Resolution  then  to  fight. 
Prince.  My  Royal  Father,  cheer  thefe  Noble  Lords, 

And  hearten  thofe  that  fight  in  your  Defence : 

Unfheath  your  Sword,  good  Father;  cry  St.  George. 
March.     Enter  Edward,   Warwick,  Richard,   Clarence, 

Norfolk,  Montague,  and  Soldiers. 

Ediv.  Now  perjur'd  Henry,  wilt  thou  kneei  for  Grace, 
And  fet  thy  Diadem  upon  my  Head; 
Or  bide  the  Mortal  Fortune  of  the  Field? 

Queen.  Go  rate  thy  Minions,  proud  infulting  Boy, 
Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  in  Terms, 

Before  thy  Soveraign,  and  thy  lawful  King  ? 
Ediv.  I  am  his  King,  and  he  fhould  bow  his  Knee; 

I  was  adopted  Heir  by  his  Confent; 
Since  when,  his  Oath  is  broke :  for  as  I  hear, 
You  that  are  King,  though  he  do  wear  the  Crown, 

Have  caused  him,  by  new  Act'  of  Parliament, 
To  blot  out  me,  and  put  his  own  Son  in. 

Clif.  And  reafon  too : 
Who  fhould  fucceed  the  Father,  but  the  Son  ? 

Rich.  Are  you  there,  Butcher?  .O,  I  cannot  fpeak. 
Clif.  Ay,  Crook-back,  here  I  Hand  to  anfwer  thee, 

Or  any  he,  the  proudefl  of  thy  fort. 

Rich.  'Twas  you  that  kill'd  young  Rutland,  was  it  not? 
Clif.  Ay,  and  o]d  York*  and  yet  not  fatisfy'd. 
Rich.  For  God's  fake,  Lords,  give  Signal  to  the  Fight, 
War.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Henry, 

Wilt  thou  yield  the  Crown? 

Queen.  Why  how  now,  Jong-tongu'd  Warwick^  dare  you 
When  you  and  I  met  at  Sf.  Albans  laft,  [fpeak  \ 
Your  Legs  did  better  Service  than  your  Hands. 

War.  Then 'twas  my  turn  to  fly,  and  now  'tis  thine. 
Clif.  You  faid  fo  much  before,  and  yet  you  fled. 

War.  *Twas  not  your  Valour,  Clifford,  drove  me  thence. 
North.  No,  nor  your  Manhood  that  durft  make  you  flay. 
Rich.  Northumberland,  I  hold  thee  reverently, 

Break  off  the  Parley,  for  fcarce  I  can  refrain The 



King  Henry  VI.  1 5  6  3 

The  Execution  of  ray  big-fwoln  Heart 

Upon  that  Clifford,  that  cruel  Child-killer. 
Qif.  I  flew  thy  Father,  calfft  thou  him  a  Child? 
Rich,  Ay,  like  a  Daftard,  and  a  treacherous  Coward, 

As  thou  didft  kill  our  tender  Brother  Ruland: 

But  e'er  Sun  fet,  I'll  make  thee  curfe  the  Deed. 
K.  Henry.  Have  done  with  Words,    my  Lords,    and  hear 

me  fpeak. 
Queen.  Defie  them  then,  or  elfe  hold  clofe  thy  Lips. 
K.  Henry.  I  prithee  give  no  Limits  to  my  Tongue, 

I  am  a  King,  and  privjleq'd  to  fpeak. 
Clif.  My  Liege,  the  Wound  that  bred  this  Meeting  here 

Cannot  be  cur'd  by  Words,  therefore  be  ftill. 
Rich.  Then,  Execution,  re-unlheath  thy  Sword: 

Bv  him  that  made  vs  all,  I  am  refolv'd 
That  Clifford's  Manhood  lyes  upon  his  Tongue. 

Edw.  Say,  Henry  y  Hi  all  I  have  my  right,  or  no: 
A  thoufand  Men  have  broke  their  Falls  to  Day, 

That  ne'er  (hall  dine,  unlefs  thou  yield  the  Crown. 
War.  If  thou  deny,  their  Blood  upon  thy  Head, 

For  Tork^'w  juft  ice  puts  his  Armour  on. 
Prince.  If  that  be  right,  which  Warwick  fays  is  right, 

There  is  no  Wrong,  but  every  thing  is  right. 
War.  Who  ever  got  thee,  there  thy  Mother  ftands, 

For  well  I  wot,  thou  haft  thy  Mother's  Tongue. 
Queen.  But  thou  art  neither  like  thy  Sire  nor  Dam, 

But  like  a  foul  mifhapen  Stigmatick, 

Mark'd  by  the  Deftinies  to  be  avoided, 
As  venomous  Toads,  or  Lizards  dreadful  Stings. 

Rich.  Iron  of  Naples,  hid  with  Englijh  Gilt, 
Whofe  Father  bears  the  Title  of  a  King, 

(As  if  a  Kennel  mould  be  call'd  the  Sea) 
Sham'ft  thou  not,  knowing  whence  thou  art  extraught, 
To  let  thy  Tongue  detect  thy  bafe-born  Heart. 

Edw.  A  Wifp  of  Straw  were  worth  a  thoufand  Crowns, 
To  make  this  fhamelefs  Callet  know  her  feif. 

Helen  of  Greece  was  fairer  far  than  thou, 
Although  thy  Husband  may  be  Menelaus, 

And  ne'er  was  Agamemnon }s  Brother  wrong'd 
By  that  falfe  Woman,  as  this  King  by  thee. 
His  Father  revelTd  ia  the  Heart  of  France, 

And 
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And  tanVd  the  King,  and  made  the  Dauphin  ftoop : 

And  had  he  matched  according  to  his  State, 
He  might  have  kept  that  Glory  to  this  Day. 
But  when  he  took  a  Beggar  to  his  Bed, 

And  grac'd  thy  poor  Sire  with  his  Bridal  Day, 
Even  then  that  Sun-fhine  brew'd  a  Shower  for  him, 
That  wafh'd  his  Father's  Fortunes  forth  of  France, 
And  heap'd  Sedition  on  his  Crown  at  home: 
For  what  hath  broacrTd  this  tumult  but  thy  Pride  ? 
Hadft  thou  been  meek,  our  Title  (till  had  flepr, 
And  we  in  Pity  of  the  gentle  King, 
Had  flipt  our  Claim  until  another  Age. 

Cla.  But  when  we  faw.our  Sunmine  made  thy  Spring, 
And  that  thy  Summer  bred  us  no  encreafe, 
We  fet  the  Ax  to  thy  ufurping  Root: 
And  though  the  Edge  hath  fomething  hit  our  felve?, 
Yet  know  thou,  fince  we  have  begun  to  (hike, 

We'll  never  leave,  'till  we  have  hewn  thee  down, 
Or  bath'd  thee  growing  with  our  heated  Bloods. 

Edw.  And  in  this  RefoJution  I  defie  thee, 
Not  willing  any  longer  Conference, 

Since  thou  deny'dft  the  gentle  King  to  fpeak. 
Sound  Trumpets,  let  our  bloody  Colours  wave, 
And  either  Victory,  or  elfe  a  Grave. 

Queen.  Stay,  Edward   

Edw.  No,  wrangling  Woman,  we'll  no  longer  flay. 
Thefe  Words  will  coft  ten  thoufand  Lives  this  Day. 

\Exeunt  omnes. 
Alarum.  Excurfions.     Enter  Warwick. 

War.  Fore-fpent  with  Toil,  as  Runners  with  a  Race, 
I  lay  me  down  a  little  while  to  breathe: 

For  Strokes  receiv'd,  and  many  Blows  repaid, 
Have  robb'd  my  ftrong-knit  Sinews  of  their  Strength, 
And  fpight  of  fpight,  needs  mud  I  reft  a  while. 

Enter  Edward  running. 

Edw.  Smile,  gentle  Heav'n;  or  ftrike,  ungentle  Death; 
For  this  World  frowns,  and  Edward*s  Sun  is  clouded. 

War.  How  now,  my  Lord,  what  hap?  What  hope  of  good? 
Enter  Clarence. 

Cla.  Our  Hap  is  Lofs,  our  Hope  but  fad  Defpair, 
Our  Ranks  are  broke,  and  Ruin  follows  us. What 
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What  Counfel  give  you?  whether  fhall  we  fly  ? 
Edw*  Bootlefs  is  flight,  they  follow  us  with  Wings, 

And  weak  we  are,  and  cannot  fhun  purfuit. 
Enter  Richard* 

Rich.  AhWarwickj  why  haft  thou  withdrawn  thy  felf  ? 

Thy  Brother's  Blood  the  thirfty  Earth  hath  drunk, 
Broach'd  with  the  fteely  point  of  Clifford's  Lance : 
And  in  the  very  pangs  of  Death  he  cry'd, Like  to  a  difmal  Clangor  heard  from  far, 
Warwick,  revenge ;  Brother,  revenge  my  Death. 
So  underneath  the  Belly  of  hisSteeds, 

That  ftain'd  their  Fetlocks  in  his  fmoaking  Blood, 
The  Noble  Gentleman  gave  up  the  Ghoft. 

War.  Then  let  the  Earth  be  drunken  with  our  Blood; 

I'll  kill  my  Horfe  becaufe  I  will  not  fly: 
Why  ftand  we  like  foft-hearted  Women  here, 
Wailing  our  Lofles,  whiles  the  Foe  doth  rage, 
And  look  upon,  as  if  the  Tragedy 
Were  plaid  in  jeft  by  counterfeiting  Actors. 
Here  on  my  Knee  I  vow  to  God  above, 

I'll  never  paufe  again,  never  ftand  ftill, 
'Till  either  Death  hath  clos'd  thefe  Eyes  of  mine, 
Or  Fortune  given  me  meafure  of  revenge. 

Edw.  O  Warwick^  I  do  bend  my  Knee  with  thine, 
And  in  this  Vow  do  chain  my  Soul  to  thine. 

And  e'er  my  Knee  rife  from  the  Earth's  cold  Face, 
I  throw  my  Hands,  mine  Eyes,  my  Heart  to  thee, 
Thou  Setter  up,  and  Plucker  down  of  Kings, 
Befeeching  thee  fif  with  thy  Will  it  ftands) 
That  to  my  Foes  this  Body  muft  be  prey, 
Yet  that  thy  Brazen  Gates  of  Heaven  may  opfi 
And  give  fweet  paiTage  to  my  (infill  Soul. 
Now  Lords,  take  leave  until  we  meet  again, 

Where-e'er  it  be,  in  Heaven,  or  in  the  Earth. 
Rich.  Brother, 

Give  me  thy  Hand,  and  gentle  Warwick^ 
Let  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  Arms : 
I  that  did  never  weep,  now  melt  with  woe, 
That  Winter  fhould  cut  off  our  Spring-time  (o* 

War.  Away,  away: 
Once  more,  fweet  J-ords,  farewel*. 

CU 
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Cla.  Yet  let  us  all  together  to  our  Troops; 
And  give  them  leave  to  fly  that  will  not  not  (lay  J 
And  call  them  Pillars  that  will  (land  to  us; 
And  if  we  thrive,  promife  them  fuch  Rewards 
As  Victors  wear  at  the  Olympian  Games, 
This  may  plant  Courage  in  their  quailing  Breafts, 
For  yet  is  hope  of  Life  and  Victory; 
Fjre-flow  no  longer,  make  we  hence  amain,  [Exeunt, 

Excurfions.     Enter  Richard  and  Clifford. 
Rich.  Now,  Clifford,  I  have  fingled  thee  alone, 

Suppofe  this  Arm  is  for  the  Duke  of  Tork> 
And  this  for  Rutland,  both  hound  to  revenge, 
Wert  thou  environ'd  with  a  Brazen  Wall. 

Clif.  Now,  Richard^  I  am  with  thee  here  alone, 

This  is  the  Hand  that  ftabb'd  thy  Father  York* 
And  this  the  Hand  that  flew  thy  Brother  Rutland, 

And  here's  the  Heart  that  triumphs  in  their  Death, 
And  cheers  thefe  Hands  that  flew  thy  Sire  and  Brother, 
To  execute  the  like  upon  thy  felf, 
.And  fo  have  at  thee. 

They  fight,  Warwick  enters,  Clifford  flies. 

Rich.  Nay  'Warwick^  Angle  out  forne  other  Chace, 
For  I  my  felf  will  hunt  this  Wolf  to  death.  [Exeunt. 

Alarum.     Enter  King  Henry  alone. 

K.Henry.  This  Battel  fares  like  to  the  Morning's  War, 
When  dying  Clouds  contend  with  growing  Light, 
What  time  the  Shepherd  blowing  of  his  Nails, 
Can  neither  call  it  perfect  Day  nor  Night. 
Now  fways  it  this  way,  like  a  mighty  Sea, 
Fore  d  by  the  Tide  to  combat  with  the  Wind : 
Now  fways  it  that  way,  like  the  felf- fame  Sea, 

Forc'd  to  retire  by  fury i  of  the  Wind. 
Sometime,  the  Flood  prevails,  and  then  the  Wind* 
Now,  one  the  better,  then  another  beft, 
Both  tugging  to  be  Victors,  Breaft  to  Bread, 
Yet  neither  Conqueror,  nor  conquered; 
So  is  the  equal  poize  of  this  fell  War. 
Here  on  this  Mole-hill  will  I  fit  me  down, 
To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  Victory : 
For  Margaret  my  Queen,  and  Clifford  too 
Have  chid  me  from  the  Battel,  (wearing  both, 
They  profper  beft  of  all  when  I  am  thence, ,  Would 
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Would  I  were  dead,  if  God's  goodwill  were  fo: 
For  what  is  in  this  World,  but  grief  and  woe? 
Oh  God!  methinks  it  were  a  happy  Life, 
To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  Swain, 
To  fit  upon  a  Hill,  as  I  do  now, 
To  carve  out  Dials  queintly,  point  by  point, 
Thereby  to  fee  the  Minutes  how  they  run  : 
How  many  makes  the  Hour  full  complear, 
How  many  Hours  bring  about  the  Day, 
How  many  Days  will  finifh  up  the  Year, 
How  many  Years  a  mortal  Man  may  live. 
When  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  times: 
So  many  hours  muft  I  tend  my  Flock, 
Si  many  hours  muft  I  take  my  reft, 
So  many  hours  muft  I  contemplate, 
So  many  hours  muft  I  fport  my  felf, 
So  many  days  my  Ewes  have  been  with  young, 

So  many  Weeks  e'er  the  poor  Fools  will  Ean, 
So  many  Months  e'er  I  (hall  fheer  the  Fleece: 
SoMinutes, Hours,  Days,  Weeks, Months, and  Years, 
Paft  over,  to  the  end  they  were  created, 
Would  bring  white  Hairs  unto  a  quiet  Grave. 
Ah  I  what  a  Life  were  this?  how  fweet,  how  lovely  ? 
Gives  not  the  Haw-thorn  Bum  a  fweeterfhade 
To  Shepherds,  looking  on  their  filly  Sheep, 

Than  doth  a  rich  embroider'd  Canopy 
To  Kings,  that  fear  their  Subje&s  treachery? 
Oh  yes,  it  doth,  a  thoufand-fold  it  doth. 
And  to  conclude,  the  Shepherds  homely  Curds, 
His  cold  thin  drink  out  of  his  Leather  Bottle, 

His  wonted  fleep,  under  a  frefh  Tree's  made, 
All  which  fecure,  and  fweetly  he  enjoys, 

Is  far  beyond  a  Prince's  Delicates, 
His  Viands  fparkling  in  a  Golden  Cup, 
His  Body  couched  in  a  curious  Bed, 
When  Care,  Miftruft,  and  Treafons  waits  on  him. 

Alarum.     Enter  a  Son  that  had  kill'd  his  Father  at  one  Doorf 
and  a  Father  that  had  kill'd  his  Son  at  another  Door* 

Son.  Ill  blows  the  wind  that  profits  no  body, 
This  Man  whom  hand  to  hand  I  flew  in  fighr, 
May  be  poffefled  with  fome  ftore  of  Crowns, 

And 



1 5  £  8  The  Third  Part  of 
And  I  that,  haply,  take  them  from  him  now, 

May  yet,  e'er  Night,  yield  both  my  Life  and  them To  fome  Man  elfe,  as  this  dead  Man  doth  me. 

Who's  this  ?  Oh  God  I  it  is  my  Father's  Face, 
Whom  in  this  Conflict,  I,  unawares,  have  kill'd : 
Oh  heavy  times !  begetting  fuch  events. 
From  London,  by  the  King  was  I  preft  forth, 
My  Father  being  the  Earl  of  Warwick^  Man 
Came  on  the  part  ofTork,   preft  by  his  Matter: 

And  I,  who  at  his  hands  receiv'd  my  Life, 
Have  by  my  hands  of  life  bereaved  him. 
Pardon  me,  God,  I  knew  not  what  I  did ; 
And  pardon,  Father,  for  I  knew  not  thee, 
My  Tears  fhall  wipe  away  thefe  bloody  marks: 

And  no  more  words,  'till  they  have  flow'd  their  fill. 
K.  Henry.  O  piteous  fpe<5hcle  !  O  bloody  times  I 

Whiles  Lions  War,  and  Battel  for  their  Dens, 
Poor  harmlefs  Lambs  abide  their  Enmity, 

Weep,  wretched  Man,  I'll  aid  thee  Tear  for  Tear, 
And  let  our  Hearts  and  Eyes,  like  civil  War, 

Be  blind  with  Tears,  and  break  o'er-charg'd  with  Grief. 
Enter  a  Father,  bearing  of  his  Son, 

Fath.  Thou  that  fo  ftoutly  haft  refitted  me, 
Give  me  thy  Gold,  if  thou  haft  any  Gold: 
For  I  have  bought  it  with  an  hundred  blows. 

But  let  me  fee:  Is  this  our  Foe-man's  Face  ? 
Ah,  no,  no,  no,  it  is  my  only  Son. 
Ah  Boy,  if  any  Life  be  left  in  thee, 
Throw  up  thine  Eye;  fee,  fee,  what  fliowers  arife, 
Blown  with  the  windy  Tempeft  of  my  Heart, 
Upon  thy  wounds,  that  kills  mine  Eye  and  Heart. 
O  pity,  God,  this  miferable  Age! 
What  ftratagems?  how  fell?  how  butcherly? 
Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnatural, 
This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget? 
O  Boy!  thy  Father  gave  thee  Life  too  foon$ 
And  hath  bereft  thee  of  thy  Life  too  late,  [grief; 

K.Henry.  Woe  above  woe;    grief,  more  than  common 
O  that  my  Death  would  ftay  thefe  rueful  deeds : 
O  pity,  pity,  gentle  Heaven,  pity. 
The  red  Rofe  and  the  white  are  on  his  Face, 

The 
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The  fatal  Colours  of  our  ftriving  Houfes. 
The  one  his  purple  Blood  right  well  refemble?, 
The  other  his  pale  Cheeks,  methinks,  prefenteth: 
Wither  one  Rofe,  and  let  the  other  flourifh ; 

If  you  contend,  a  thoufand  Lives  muft  wither. 

Son.  How  will  my  Mother,  for  a  Father's  Death, 
Take  on  with  me,  and  ne'er  be  fatisfy'd  ? 

Fath.  How  will  my  Wife,  for  flaughter  of  my  Son, 

Shed  Seas  of  Tears,  and  ne'er  be  fatisfy'd  ? 
K.  Henry.  How  will  the  Country,  for  the  woful  chances, 

Mifs-think  the  King,  and  not  be  fatisfy'd? 
Son.  Was  ever  Son  fo  rew'd  a  Father's  Death  ? 
Fath.  Was  ever  Father  fo  bemoan'd  his  Son  ? 

K.Henry.  Was  ever  King  fo  griev'd  for  Subjects  woe? 
Much  is  your  Sorrow;  mine,  ten  times  fo  much. 

Son.  I'll  bear  thee  hence,  where  I  may  weep  my  fill. 
Fath.  Thefe  Arms  of  mine  fhall  be  thy  w inding-m.ee t, 

My  heart,  fweet  Boy,  fhall  be  thy  Sepulcher, 

For  from  my  Heart  thine  Image  ne'er  mall  go. 
My  fighing  Breaft  fhall  be  thy  Funeral  Bell; 
And  fo  obfequious  will  thy  Father  be* 
Sad  for  the  lofs  of  thee,  having  no  more, 
As  Priam  was  for  all  his  valiant  Sons. 

I'll  bear  thee  hence,  and  let  them  fight  that  will 
For  I  have  murther'd  where  I  fhould  not  kill.  \Exin 

K.Henry.  Sad-hearted  Men,  much  overgone  with  Care; 

Here  fits  a  King,  more  woful  tlran'you  are. 
Alarums.     Excur/ions.    Enter  the  Queen,   Prince  of 

Wales,  and  Exeter. 
Prince.  Fly,  Father,  fly;  for  all  your  Friends  are  fled; 

And  Warwick^  rages  like  a  chafed  Bull: 
Away,  for  Death  doth  ho!d  us  in  purftjt. 

Queen.  Mount  you  my  Lord,  towards  BerivickjpoQ.  amain: 
Edward  and  Richard  like  a  brace  of  Grey-hounds, 
Having  the  fearful  flying  Hare  in  fight, 
With-fiery  Eyes,  fparkling  for  very  wrath, 
And  bloody  Steel  grafpt  in  their  ireful  Hands, 
Are  at  our  backs,  and  therefore  hence  amain. 

Exe.  Away;  for  vengeance  comes  along  v. ich  them. 
Nay,  flay  not  to  expoftulate,  make  fyeec!, 

Or  elfe  come  after,  I'll  away  before, VbL>IV*  D  K.Hcnn. 
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K.  Henry.  Nay,  take  me  with  thee,  good  fweet  Exeter  «* 

'Not  that  I  fear  to  ftay,  but  love  to  go Whither  the  Queen  intends.   Forward,  away,  [Exeunt. 
A  loud  Alarum.     Enter  Clifford  wounded. 

Clif  Here  burns  my  Candle  out;  ay,  here  it  dies, 

'Which  whiles  it  lafted,  gave  King  Henry  light. O  Lancafterl  I  fear  thy  overthrow, 

More  than  my  Body's  parting  with  my  Soul: 
My  Love  and  Fear  glew'd  many  Friends  to  thee,     [Falling. And  now  I  fall,  thy  tough  Commixtures  melt* 

Impairing  Henry,  ftrengthning  mifs-proud  Torkj 
And  whither  fly  the  Gnats,  but  to  the  Sun? 

And  who  fhines  now,  but  Henry's  Enemies? 
O  Phcebusl  hadft  thou  never  giv'n  confenr, 
That  Phaeton  fhould  check  thy  fiery  Steeds, 

Thy  burning  Car  never  had  fcorch'd  the  Earth. 
And  Henry i  hadft  thou  fway'd  as  Kings  fhoiild  do3 
Or  as  thy  Father,  and  his  Father  did, 
Giving  no  ground  Unto  the  Houfe  of  Torh^ 
They  never  then  had  fprung  like  Summer  Flies  : 
I,  and  ten  thoufand  in  this  lucklefs  Realm, 
Had  hit  no  mourning  Widows  for  our  Death, 
And  thou  this  day,  hadft  kept  thy  Chair  in  peace* 
For  what  doth  cherifh  Weeds,  but  gentle  Air? 
And  what  makes  Robbers  bold,  but  too  much  lenity  ? 
Bootk-fs  are  Plaints,  and  curelefs  are  my  Wounds, 

No  way  to  fly,  nor  ft'rength  to  hold  out  flight; 
The  Foe  is  rnercilefs,  and  will  not  pity : 

Ynr  at  their  Hands  I  have  deferv'd  no  pity. 
The  Air  hath  got  into  my  deadly  Wounds, 
And  much  effufe  of  Blood  doth  make  me  faints 
Come  Tork,  and  Richard,  Warwick^  and  the  reft, 

I  ftabb'd  your  Father's  Bofoms,*  fplit  my  Breaft.  [He  faints. 
Alarum  and  Retreat.     Enter  Edward,  Warwick,  Richard, 

Mountague,  Clarence,   and  Soldiers. 
Edw.  Now  breathe  we  Lords,  good  Fortune  bids  us  pawfe^ 

And  fmooth  the  frowns  of  War  with  peaceful  looks: 

Some  Troops  purfue  the  bloody-minded  Queen, 
That  led  calm  Henry,  though  he  were  a  King, 

As  doih  a  Sail  fili'd  with  a  fretting  Guft, 



.   King  Henry  VJL  1 5  7  i 

Command  an  Argofie  to  ftem  the  Waves: 
But  think  you  Lords,  that  Clifford  fled  with  them? 

War.  No,  'tis  impoffible  he  ihould  efcape : 
For  though  before  his  Face  I  fpeak  the  word,> 
Your  Brother  Richard  mark'd  him  for  the  Grave  ; 

And  wherefoe'er  he  is,  he's  fure'y  dead.      [Clifford  ̂ r^/^ 
Rich.  Whofe  Soul  is  that,  which  takes  her  heavy  leave? 

A  deadly  groan,  like  Life  and  Death's  departing* See,  who  it  is. 

Edw.  And  now  the  Battel's  ended, 
If  Friend  or  Foe,  let  him  be  gently  ufed. 

Rick  Revoke  that  doom  of  Mercy,  for 'tis  Clifford^         j 
Who  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  the  Branch 
In  hewing  Rutland,  when  his  leaves  put  forth, 

But  fet  his  murth'ring  Knife  unto  the  Root, 
From  whence  that  tender  fpray  did  fwect!y  fpring, 
I  mean  our  Princely  Father,  Duke  of  Torkj 

War.  From  off  the  Gates  of  Torl^  fetch  down  the  heads 

Your  Father's  Head,  which  Clifford  placed  there : 
Inftead  whereof,  let  his  fupply.the  room. 
Meafure  for  meafure  muft  be  anfwered. 

Edw.  Bring  forth  that  fatal  Screech-owl  to  our  Houfe> 
That  nothing  fung  but  Death  to  us  and  ours : 
Now  death  fhall  flop  his  difmal  threatning  found, 
And  his  ill-boading  Tongue  no  more  (hall  fpeak. 

War.  I  think  his  underftanding  is  bereft: 
Speak  Cliffordy  doffc  thou  know  who  fpeaks  to  thee? 

Dark  cloudy  Death  o'er-fhades  his  Beams  of  Life,  < 
And  he  nor  kes,  not  hears  us,  what  we  fay.  \ 

Rich.  O  would  he  did ;  and  fo,  perhaps  he  dotb^  * 

'Tis  but  his  policy  to  counterfeit, 
Becaufe  he  would  avoid  fuch  bitter  taunts 

Which  in  the  time  of  death  he  gave  our  Father* 
Cla.  tf  fo  thou  thinkft, 

Vex  him  with  eager  words. 
Rich.  Clifford,  ask  Mercy,  and  obtain  no  Grace* 
Edw.  Clifford,  repent  in  bootlefs  penitence. 
War.  Clifford,  devife  excufes  for  thy  faults. 
Cla.  While  we  devife  fell  Tortures  for  thy  faulty 
Rich.  Thou  didft  love  Tor\,  and  I  amSon«to  Tor^ 

Edw,  Tiou  pitied'ft  Rutland,  I  will  pity  thee. 
D  %  '3a* 
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C/*.  Where's  Captain  Margaret;  to  fence  you  now  ? 
J#*r.  They  mock  thee,  Clifford^ 

Swear,  as  thou  waft  wont. 

Rich.  Wha%  not  an  Oath!  Nay,  then  the  World  goes  hard, 
When  Clifford  cannot  fpare  his  Friends  an  Oath: 

I  know  by  that  he's  dead,  and  by  my  Sou], 
It  this  right  hand  would  buy  but  two  hours  life, 

That  I",  in  all  defpight,  might  rail  at  him, 
This  hand  mould  chop  it  off;  and  with  the  iffuing  Blood 
Stifle  the  Villain,  whofe  unftanched  thirft 
Torl^  and  young  Rutland,  could  not  fatisfie. 

War,  Ay,  but  he's  dead.     Off  with  the  Traitor's  Head, 
And  rear  it  in  the  place  your  Father's  ftands, 
And  now  to  London  with  triumphant  march, 

There  to  be  crowned  England's  Royal  King :  . 
From  whence  (hall  Warwick^  cut  the  Sea  to  France, 
And  ask  the  Lady  Bona  for  thy  Queen. 
So  malt  thou  finew  both  thefe  Lands  together, 
And  having  France  thy  Friend,  thou  lhalt  not  dread 

The  fcatter'd  Foe,  that  hopes  to  rife  again : 
For  though  they  cannot  greatly  fling  to  hurt, 
Yet  look  to  have  them  buz  to  offend  thine  Ears. 
Firft  will  I  fee  the  Coronation, 

And  then  to  Britany  I'll  crofs  the  Sea, 
To  effecl:  this  Marriage,  fo  it  pleafe  my  Lord. 

Edw.  Even  as  thou  wilt,  fweet  IVarwick^  let  it  be; 
For  on  thy  Shoulder  do  I  build  my  Seat : 
And  never  will  I  undertake  fne  thing 
Wherein  thy  Counfvl  and  Confentis  wanting. 

Richard^  I  will  create  thee  Duke  of  Glo*ftery 
And  George  of  Clarence ;  Warwick^  as  our  feif 
Shall  do,  and  undo,  as  him  pleafech  beft. 

Rich.  Let  me  be  Duke  of  Clarence,  George  of  Glo'fter, 
For  Gtifterh  Dukedom  is  too  ominous, 

War.  Tut,  that's  a  foolifh  obfervation : 
Richard,  be  Duke  of  Glofficr  :  Now  to  London^ 
To  fee  thefe  honours  in  pofTeffion.  [Exeunt. 

.     ACT 
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ACT   III.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Sinklo,   and  Humphry,  with  Crofs-bows  in  their 
Hands, 

Sink.  1    TNderthis  thick  grown  brake  we'll  fhrowdour  felves; 
\J    For  through  this  Laund  anon  the  Deer  will  come, 

And  in  this  Covert  will  we  make  our  Stand, 

Culling  the  principal  of  all  the  Deer. 

Hump:  I'll  ftay  above  the  Hill,  To  both  may  /hoot. 
Sink.  That  cannot  be,  the  noife  of  thy  Crofs-bow  , 

Will  fcare  the  Herd,  and  fo  my  moot  is  loft: 
Here  ftand  we  both,  and  aim  we  at  the  beft. 
And,  for  the  time  (hall  not  feem  tedious, 

I'll  tell  thee  what*befel  me  on  a  Day, 
In  this  felf-place,  where  now  we  mean  to  ftand. 

Sin^  Here  comes  a  Man,  let's  ftay  'rill  he  be  paft. 
Enter  King  Henry  with  a  Prayer-Book* 

K.  Henry.  From  Scotland  am  I  ftoPn  even  of  pure  love, 
To  greet  mine  own  Land  with  my  wifhful  fight: 

No  Harry,  Harry,  'tis  no  Land  of  thine, 
Thy  place  is  fill'd,  thy  Scepter  wrung  from  thee, 
Thy  Balm  wafht  off  wherewith  thou  waft  anointed, 
No  bending  Knee  will  call  thee  C<cfar  now, 
No  humble  Sutors  prefs  to  fpeak  for  right: 
No,  not  a  Man  comes  for  redrefs  to  thee;  \ 
For  how  can  I  help  them,  and  not  my  felf  ? 

Sink.  Ay,  here's  a  Deer,  whofe  Skin's  a  Keeper's  Fee: 
This  is  the  quondam  King ;  let's  feize  upon  him. 

K.Henry.  Let  me  embrace  the  four  Adverfaries, 
For  wife  Men  fay,  it  is  the  wifeft  courfe. 
Hump.  Why  linger  we?  let  us  lay  hands  upon  lirrm 

Sinkj  Forbear  a  while,  we'll  hear  a  little  more. 
K.  Henry.  My  Queen  and  Son  are  gone  to  France  for  ad : 

And,  as  I  hear,  the  great  commanding  Warwick. 

Is  thither  gone,  to  crave  the  French  King's  Sifter 
To  Wife  for  Edward.  If  this  news  be  true, 
Poor  Queen,  and  Son,  your  labour  is  but  loft : 
For  Warwick  is  a  fubtle  Orator; 

D  $  And 



1574  The  Third  Part  of 

And  Lewis  a  Prince  foon  won  with  moving  Words:; 
By  this  account  then  Margaret  may  win  him; 

For  flie's  a  Woman  to  be  pitied  much : 
Her  fighs  will  make  a  battry  in  his  Breaft, 
Her  Tears  will  pierce  into  a  Marble  Heart: 
/The  Tyger  will  be  mild,  whiles  fhe  doth  mourn; 

And  Nero'  will  be  tainted  with  remorfe, 
To  hear  and  fee  her  plaints,  her  brinifh  Tears. 

Ay,  but  file's  come  to  beg,  Warwick  to  give: 
She  on  his  left  fide  craving  Aid  for  Henry ; 
He  on  his  right,  a'king  a  Wife  for  Edward, 
She  weeps,  and  fays,  her  Henry  is  depos'd; 
He  fmiles,  and  fays,  his  Edward  is  inftall'd; 
That  fhe  poor  wretch  for  grief  can  fpeak  no  mores 

Whiles  WarwicktzMs  his  Title,  fmooths  the  wrong,' 
Infcrreth  Arguments  of  mighty  ftrength,  ■ 
And  in  conclufion  wins  the  King  from  her, 
With  promife  of  his  Sifter,  and  what  elfe, 

To  ftrengthcn  and  fupport  King  Edward's  placed 
Qi  Margaret^  thus  'twill  be,  and  thou  (poor  Soul) 
Art  then  forfaken,  as  thou  went'ft  forlorn. 

Hum.  Say,  what  art  thou  that  talk'ft  of  Kings,  and  Queens  ? 
K.  Henry.  -  More  than  I  feem,  and  lefe  than  I  was  born  to  5 

A  Man  at  leafr,  for  Ms  I  mould  not  be; 
And  Men  may  talk  of  Kings,  and  why  not  I? 

Hum,  Ay,  but  thou  talk'ft  as  if  thou  wert  a  King. 
K.Henry.  Why  fo  I  am3  in  Mind,  and  that's  enough. 
Hum.  But  if  thou  be  a  King,  where  is  thy  Crown  ? 
K.  Henry.  My  Crown  is  in  my  Heart,  not  on  my  Head  s 

Not  deck'a  with  Dbmonds,  and  Indian  Stones ; 
Not  to  be.feen:  My  Crown  iscall'd  Content^ 
A  Crown  it  is  that  feldom  Kings  enjoy. 

Ham*  Well,  if  you  be  a  King  crown'd  with  Content^ 
Your  Crown  Content,  and  you  mufl  be  contented 
To  go  along  with  us.     For,  as  we  think, 

You  are  the  King,  King  Edward  hath  depos'd: 
And  we  his  Slibje&s,  fworn  in  all  Allegiance, 
Will  apprehend  you  as  his  Enemy. 

K.Henry,  But  did  you  never  fwean,  and  break  an  Oath* 
Hum.  No,  never  fuch  an  Oath,  nor  will  not  now. 

K.Menry.  Where  did  you  dwell  when  I  was  King  of  Eng- 
Und\  ;;  ..  ,.  ,  ■.. ...  .  Hxxjo 
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Hum.  Here  in  this  Country,  where  we  now  remain. 
K.  Henry.  I  was  anointed  King  at  nine  Months  old, 

My  Father,  and  my  Grandfather  were  Kings; 
And  you  were  fworn  true  Subjefb  unto  me: 
And  tell  me  then,  have  you  not  broke  your  Oaths  ?        ̂  

Sink.  No,  for  we  were  Subjects  but  while  you  were  a  King; 
K.Henry.  Why,  am  I  dead?  do  I  not  breathe  a  Man  $ 

Ah  (imple  Men,  you  know  not  what  you  fwear: 
Look,  as  I  blow  this  Feather  from  my  Face, 
And  as  the  Air  blows  it  to  me  again, 
Obeying  with  my  Wind  when  I  do  blow, 
And  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows, 
Commanded  always  by  the  greater  guft ; 
Such  is  the  lightnefs  of  you  common  Men. 
But  do  not  break  your  Oath,  for  of  that  Sin 
My  mild  intreaty  (hall  not  make  you  guilty. 
Go  where  you  will,  the  King  fhall  be  commanded. 
And  be  you  Kingf,  command,  and  Til  obey. 

Sink.  We  are  true  Subjects  to  the  King, 
King  Edward. 

K.  Henry.  So  would  you  be  again  to  Het.rj, 
If  he  were  feated  as  King  Edward  is. 

Sink.  We  charge  you  in  God's  Name  and  in  the  KingV, To  go  with  us  unto  the  Officers. 

K.  Henry.  In  God's  Name  lead,  your  King's  Name  be  o- 
And  what  God  will,  that  let  your  King  perform,  [bey'd, 
And,  what  he  will,  I  humbly  yield  unto.  [Exemt  . 
Enter  King  Edward,  Gloucefter,  Clarence,  and  Lady  Gray 

K.  Edw.  Brother  of  Glofler,  at  Sr.  Albans  Field 

This  Lady's  Husband,  Sir  Richard  Gray,  was  {lain. 
His  Land  then  feiz'd  on  by  the  Conqueror  : 
Her  fuit  is  now,  torepolfefs  thofe  Lands, 
Which  we  in  Juftice  cannot  we!!  deny, 
Becaufe  in  quarrel  of  the  Houfe  of  TorJ^, 
The  worthy  Gentleman  did  lofe  his  Life. 

GIo.  Your  Highnefs  ill  all  do  well  to  grant  her  Suit:         :~ 
It  were  diflionour  to  deny  it  her. 

K.  Edw.  It  were  no  lefs;  but  yet  I'll  make  a  p.a'.ife. Glo.  Yea  /  is  it  fo  ? 

I  fee  the  Lady  hath  a  thing  to  grant, 

Before  the  King  will  giant  her -humble  Suit. 
,    D  4  Clar* 
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Gar.  He  knows  the  Game,  how  true  he  keeps  the  Wind  ? 
Glo.  Silence. 
K.  Edw.  Widow,  we  will  confider  of  yourfuit, 

And  come,  feme  other  time,  to  know  our  Mind, 
Gray.  Right  gracious  Lord,  I  cannot  brook  delay, 

May  it  pleale  your  Highnefs  to  refolve  me  now. 
And  what  your  pleafure  is,  fhall  fatisfie  me. 

Glo.  Ay,  Widow  !  then  111  warrant  you  all  your  Lands* 
And  if  what  pleafes  him,  fhall  pleafe  you  : 

Fight  clofer,  or  good  faith  you'll  catch  a  blow. CUr.  I  fear  her  nor,  unlefs  ilie  chance  to  fall. 

Glo.  God  forbid  that,  for  he'll  take  vantages. 
K.  Edw.  How  many  Children  haft  thou,  Widow?  tell  me. 
Clar.  1  think  he  means  to  beg  a  Child  of  her. 

Glo.  Nay  then  y/hip  me;  he'll  rather  give  her  two. 
Gray.  Three,  my  moft  gracious  Lord. 

Glo.  You  mail  have  four,  if  you'll  be  rul'd  by  him. 
K.  Edw.-'Twcve  pity  they  fliould  lofe  their  Father's  Lands, 
Gray.  Be  pitiful,  dread  Lord,  and  grant  it  then. 

K.  Edw.  Lords,  give  us  leave,  I'll  try  this  Widow's  wit. 
•    Glo.  Ay,  good  leave  have  you,  for  you  will  have  leave, 
'Till  Youth  take  have,  and  leave  you  to  the  Crutch. 

K.  Edw.  Now  tell  me,  Madam,  do  you  love  your  Children. 
Gray.  Ay,  full  as  dearly  as  I  love  my  felf. 
K.Edw.  And  would  you  not  do  much  to  do  them  good. 
Gray.  To  do  them  good,  I  would  fuftain  fome  harm. 

K.  Edw.  Then  get  your  Husband's  Lands,  to  do  them  good. 
Gray.  Therefore  I  came  unto  your  Majelly. 

K.  Edw.  I'il  tell  you  how  thefe  Lands  are  to  be  got. 
Gray.  So  fhall  you  bind  me  to  your  Highnefs  Service. 
K.Edw.  What  Service  wilt  thou  do  me,  if  I  give  them? 
Gray.  What  you  command  that  refls  in  me  to  do. 
K.Edw.  B  it  you  will  take  exceptions  to  my  Boon. 
Gray.  No,  gracious  Lord,  except  I  cannot  do  it. 
K.  Edw.  Ay,  but  thou  canfr,  do  whit  I  mean  to  ask.  , 
Gray.  Why  then  I  will  do  what  your  Giace  commands. 
Glo.  He  plies  her  hard,  and  much  Rain  wears  the  Marble. 
Clar.  As  red  as  fire!  nay,  then  her  Wax  will  melt. 
Gray.  Why  flops  my  Lord?  (hall  I  not  hear  my  Task? 

K.  Edw.  An  e afie  Task,  'tis  but  to  love  a  King. 

Gray.  That's  foon  perfoim'd,  becaufe  I  am  a  Subject. K.  Edw. 
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K,  Edw.  Why  then,  thy  Husband's  Lands  I  freely  give  thee. 
Gray.  I  take  my  leave  with  many  thoufand  Thanks. 
Glo.  The  match  is  made,  fhe  feals  it  with  a  Curtfie.  1 

K.  Edw.  But  ftay  thee,  'tis  the  fruits  of  Love  I  mean. 
Gray.  The  fruits  of  Love,  I  mean,  my  loving  Liege. 
K.  Edw.  Ay,  but  I  fear  me  in  another  fcnfe. 

What  Love,  think*  ft  thou,  I  fue  fo  much  to  get? 

Gray.  My  Love  'till  Death,  my  humbleThanks,  my  Prayers* 
That  Love  which  Virtue  begs,  and  Virtue  grants. 

K.Edw.  No,  by  my  troth,  J  did  not  mean  fuch  Love. 
Gray.  Why  then  you  mean  not  as  I  thought  you  did. 
K.Edw.  But  now  you  partly  may  perceive  my  Mind. 
Gray.  My  Mind  will  never  grant  what  I  perceive 

Your  Highnefs  aims  at,  if  I  aim  aright. 
K.  Edw.  To  tell  thee  plain,  I  aim  to  lye  with  thee. 
Gray.  To  tell  you  plain,  I  had  rather  lye  in  Prifon. 

K.  Edw.  Why  then  thou  flialt  not  have  thy  Husband's Lands. 

Gray.  Why  then  mine  Honefty  fliall  be  my  Dower, 
For  by  that  Lofs  I  will  not  purchafe  them. 

K.  Edw.  Therein  thou  wrong' ft  thy  Children  mightily. 
Gray.  Herein  your  Highnefs  wrongs  both  them  and  me : 

But,  mighty  Lord,  this  merry  inclination 
Accords  not  with  the  fadnefs  of  my  Suit; 
PJeafe  you  difmifs  me,  either  with  Ay,  or  No. 

K.  Edw.  Ay  ;  if  thou  wilt  fay  Ay  to  my  requeft  ; 
No  ;  if  thou  doftfay  No  to  my  demand. 

Gray.  Then  No,  my  Lord  ;  my  Suit  is  at  an  end. 
Glo.  The  Widow  likes  him  not,  fhe  knits  her  Brows. 
Clar.  He  is  the  blunted  Wooer  in  Chriflendom. 

K.  Edw.  Her  Looks  do  argue  her  repleat  with  Modefty, 
Her  Words  do  fhew  her  Wit  incomparable, 
All  her  Perfections  challenge  Sovereignty, 
One  way  or  other  fhe  is  for  a  King, 
And  fhe  fhall  be  my  Love,  or  elfe  my  Queen. 
Say,  that  King  Edward  take  thee  for  his  Queen  ? 

Gray.  'Ti$  better  faid  than  done,  my  gracious  Lord  ; I  am  a  Subject  fit  to  jeft  withal, 
But  far  unfit  to  be  a  Sovereign, 

K.  Edw.  Sweet  Widow,  by  my  State  I  fwear  to  thee, 
I 
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1  fpeak  no  more  than  what  my  Soul  intends, 
And  that  is,  to  enjoy  thee  for  my  Love. 

Gray.  And  that  is  more  than  I  will  yield  UHto  s 
I  know  I  am  too  mean  to  be  your  Queen, 
And  yet  too  good  to  be  your  Concubine. 

K.  Edw.  You  cavil,  Widow,  I  did  mean  my  Queen^ 

Gray.  'Twill  grieve  your  Grace,   my  Sons  ihall  call  you 
K.Edw.  No  more  than  when  my  Daughters         [Father^ 

•    Call  thee  Mother. 
Thou  art  a  Widow,  and  thou  haft  fome  Children, 

And  by  God's  Mother,  I  being  but  a  Batchelor, 
Have  other  fome.     Why,  'tis  a  happy  thing, 
To  be  the  Father  unto  many  Sons: 
Anfwer  no  more,  for  thou  {halt  be  my  Queen. 

Glo*  The  Ghoftly  Father  now  hath  done  his  Shrift. 
Gar.  When  he  was  made  a  Shriver,  it  was  for  a  fhift. 
K.  Edw.  Brother,  you  mufe  what  Chat  we  two  have  had. 
Glo.  The  Widow  likes  it  not,  for  ihe  looks  fad. 

-  K.  Edw.  You'ld  think  it  ftrange,  if  I  ftiould  marry  her. 
Gar.  To  whom,  my  Lord  ? 
K.  Edw.  Why  Clarence,  to  my  felf. 
Glo.  That  would  be  ten  days  wonder  at  the  leaft* 

Gar.  That's  a  day  longer  than  a  Wonder  lafts. 
Glo.  By  to  much  is  the  Wonder  in  extreams. 
K.  Edw.  Well,  jeft  on,  Brothers,  I  can  tell  you  bothj 

Her  fuit  is  granted  for  her  Husband's  Lands. Enter  a  Nobleman. 

Nob.  My  gracious  Lord,  Henry  your  Foe  is  taken* 
And  brought  your  Prifoner  to  your  Palace  Gate. 

K.  Edw.  See  that  he  be  convey'd  unto  the  Tower : 
And  go  we,  Brothers,  to  the  Man  that  took  him, 
To  queftion  of  his  Apprehenfion. 
Widow,  go  you  along:  Lords,  ufe  her  honourably. 

\Exennt* Manet  Gloucefter. 

Glo.  Ay,  Edward  will  ufe  Women  honourably. 
Would  he  were  wafted,  Marrow,  Bones,  and  all, 

That  from  his  Loins  no  hopeful  Branch  may  fpring. 
To  crofs  me  from  the  golden  time  I  look  for: 

And  yet,  between  my  Soul's  defire  and  me» 
I'-he  luftful  Edward's  Title  buried, 

I* 
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Is  Clarence,  Henry,  and  his  Sen  young  Edward, 

And  all  the  unlook'd  for  IfTue  of  their  Bodies, 
To  take  their  Rooms  e'er  I  can  place  my  felf: 
A  cold  premeditation  for  my  purpofe. 
Why  then  I  do  but  dream  on  Sovereignty, 
Like  one  that  ftands  upon  a  Promontory, 
And  fpys  a  far-off  fhore,  where  he  would  tread, 
Wifhing  his  Foot  were  equal  with  his  Eye, 
And  chides  the  Sea  that  funders  him  from  thence. 

Saying,  he'll  lave  it  dry  to  have  his  way : 
So  do  I  wifh  the  Crown,  being  fo  far  off, 
And  fo  I  chide  the  means  that  keeps  me  from  it, 
Arid  fo  (I  fay;  HI  cut  the  Caufes  off, 
Flattering  me  withlmpoffibilities: 

My  Eye's  too  quick,  my  Heart  o'er- weens  too  much, 
Unlefsmy  Hand  and  Strength  could  equal  them. 
Wei),  fay  there  is  no  Kingdom  then  for  Richard; 
What  other  pleafure  can  the  World  afford  £ 

I'll  make  my  Heaven  in  a  Lady's  lap, 
And  deck  my  Body  in  gay  Ornaments, 

And  'witch  fweet  Ladies  with  my  Words  and  Looks. 
Oh  miferable  thought  1  and  more  unlikely, 
Than  to  accomplifh  twenty  Golden  Crowns, 

Why,  Love  forfwore  me  in  my  Mother's  Womb: 
And,  for  I  mould  not  deal  in  her  foft  Laws, 
She  did  corrupt  frail  Nature  with  fome  Bribe, 

To  fhrink  mine  Arm  like  to  a  withei'd  fhrub, 
To  make  an  envious  Mountain  on  my  Back, 
V  here  fits  Deformity  to  mock  my  BodyV 
To  fli ape  my  Legs  of  an  unequal  fize, 
To  difproportion  me  in  every  part: 

Like  to  a  Chaos,  or  unlick'd  Bear  whelp 
That  carries  no  impreffion  like  the  Dam. 

And  am  I  then  a  Man  tobebelov'd?  - 
Oh  monftrous  Fault,  to  harbour  fuch  a  Thought 
,Then'fince  this  Earth  affords  no  Joy  to  mc, 
But  to  command,  to  check,  to  o'er-bear  ftch 
As  are  of  better  Perfon  than  my  klf; 

I'll  make  my  Heaven  to  dream  upon  the  Crown, 
And  whiles  I  live  t'account  this  World  but  Hell, 
Until  ;hismik-fhapad  Trunk  that  bears  this  Head, 

Be 
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Be  round  impaled  with  a  glorious  Crown. 
And  yet  I  know  not  how  to  get  the  CroVn, 

For  many  Lives  ftand  between  me  and  home  .• 
And  I,  like  one  loft  in  a  thorny  Wood, 
That  rents  the  Thorns,  and  is  rent  with  the  Thorn?, 
Seeking  a  way,  and  ftraying  from  the  way, 
Not  knowing  how  to  find  the  open  Air, 
But  toiling  defperately  to  find  it  out, 
Torment  my  felf  to  cacch  the  Englijb Crown; 
And  from  that  torment  I  will  free  my  fel£ 
Or  hew  my  way  out  with  a  bloody  Ax. 
Why  I  can  fmile,  and  murther  whiles  I  fmile, 
And  cry,  Content,  to  that  which  grieves  my  Heart, 
And  wet  my  Cheeks  with  artificial  Tears, 
And  frame  my  Face  to  all  Occasions. 

I'll  drown  more  Sailors  than  the  Mermaid  ihall, 
I'll  flay  more  Gazers  than  the  Bafilisk, 
I'll  play  the  Orator  as  well  as  Nefior, 
Deceive  more  dily  than  Vlyjfes  could, 
And  like  a  Sinon,  take  another  Troy. 
I  can  add  Colours  to  the  Camelion, 
Change  fhapes  with  Proteus  for  Advantages, 
And  fet  the  murtherous  Matchevil  to  School. 

Can  I  do  this,  and  cannot  get  a  Crown? 

Tut,  were  it  farther  off,  I'll  pluck  it  down.  [Exit. 

SCENE    II. 

Flourifo.     Enter  King  Lewis,   Bona,    Bourbon,    Prince   of 
Wales,  Queen  Margaret,   and  the  Earl  of  Oxford.    Lewis 
JitSy  and  rtfeth  up  again% 

K.Lew.  Fair  Queen  of  England,  worthy  Margaret, 
Sit  down  with  us;  it  ill  befits  thy  State, 
And  Birth,  that  thou  mould'ft  ftand,  whiles  Lewis  fits. 

Queen.  No,  mighty  King  of  France ;  now  Margaret 
Muft  ftrike  her  Sail,  and  learn  a  while  to  ferve, 
Where  Kings  command.     I  was,  I  muft  confefs, 

Great  Nikon's  Queen,  in  former  golden  Days : 
But  now  mifchance  hath  trod  my  Title  down, 
And  with  difhonour  laid  me  on  the  Ground, 

Where 
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Where  I  muft  take  like  feat  unto  my  Fortune, 
And  to  my  humble  feat  confirm  my  felf. 

K.  Lew.  Why  fay,  fair  Queen,  whence  fprings  this  deep 
defpair? 

Queen.  From  fuch  a  caufe  as  fills  mine  Eyes  with  Tears, 

And  flops  my  Tongue,  while  Heart  is  drown'd  in  Cares. 
K.Lew.  Whate'er  it  be,  be  thou  ftill  like  thy  felf, 

And  fit  thee  by  our  fide.  [Seats  her  by  him* 

Yield  not  thy  Neck  to  Fortune's  yoak, 
But  let  thy  dauntlefs  Mind  ftill  ride  ia  triumph- 
Over  all  mifchance. 

Be  plain,  Queen  Margaret,  and  tell  thy  Grief, 

It  Ihall  be  eas'd,  if  France  can  yield  relief. 
Queen.  Thofe  gracious  Words  revive  my  drooping  Thoughts, 

And  give  my  Tongue-ty'd  Sorrows  leave  to  fpeak. Now  therefore  be  it  known  to  Noble  Lewis, 
That  Henry ,  fo]e  poiTf  {Tor  of  my  Love, 

Is,  of  a  King,  become  a  banifh'd  Man. 
And  fore'd  to  live  in  Scotland  a  Forlorn; 
While  proud  ambitious  Edward,  Duke  of  Fork* 
Ufurps  the  Regal  Title,  and  the  Seat 

Of  England's  true  anointed  lawful  King. 
This  is  the  caufe  that  I,  poor  Margaret, 

With  this  my  Son  Prince  Edward,  Henry's  Heir, 
Am  come  to  crave  thy  juft  and  lawful  Aid: 
And  if  thou  fail  us,  all  our  hope  is  done. 
Scotland  hath  Will  to  help,   but  cannot  help: 
Our  People,  and  our  Peers,  are  both  mifs-led, 

Our  Treafure  feiz'd,  our  Soldiers  put  to  flight, 
And,  as  thou  feefr,  our  felves  in  heavy  plight. 

K.Lew.  Renowned  Queen,  with  patience  calm  the  Storm, 
While  we  bethirk  a  means  to  break  it  off. 

Queen.  The  more  we  flay,  the  ftronger  grows  our  Foe. 

K.  Lew.  The  more  I  ftay,  the  more  1*11  fuccour  thee. 
Queen.  O,  but  impatience  waiteth  on  true  Sorrow. 

And  fee  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  Sorrow. 
Enter  Warwick. 

K.  Lew.  What's  he  approacheth  boldly  to  our  prefence  ? 
Queen.  Our  Earl  of  Warwick  Edward's  greateft  Friend. 
K.  Lew.  Welcome,  brave  Warwick^  what  brings  thee  to 

France  \  ,  \He  defcends.     Shearifetk. 

Queen* 
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Queen.  Ay,  now  begins  a  fecond  Storm  to  rife* 
For  this  is  he  that  moves  both  Wind  and  Tide. 

[    War.  From  worthy  Edward,  King  of  Albion, 
My  Lord  and  Sovereign,  and  thy  vowed  Friend; 
I  come  fin  Kindnefs  and  unfeigned  Love,) 
Firft  to  do  greetings  to  thyUloyal  Perfon9 
And  then  to  crave  a  League  of  Amity; 
Andlaftly,  to  confirm  that  Amity 
With  Nuptial  Knot,  if  thou  vouchfafe  to  grant 
That  vertuous  Lady  Bona,  thy  fair  Sifter, 

To  England's  King  in  lawful  Marriage. 
Queen.  If  that  go  forward,  Henry's  hope  is  done. 
War,  And  gracious  Madam,  [$P**k*ng  t9  Bona! 

In  our  King's  behalf> 
I  am  commanded,  with  your  leave  and  favour, 
Humbly  to  kifs  your  Hand;  and  with  my  Tongue 

To  tell  the  pa  (Eon  of  my  Sovereign's  Heart; 
Where  Fame,  late  entring  at  his  heedful  Lars, 

Hath  plac'd  thy  Beauty's  Image,  and  thy  Virtue. 
Queen,   King,  Lewis,  and  Lady  Bona,  hear  me  fpeak, 

Before  you  anfwer  Warwick*    His  demand 

Springs  not  from  Edward's  well-meant  honeft  Love, 
But  from  Deceit,  bred  by  Neceflitv : 
For  how  can  Tyrants  fafely  govern  homej 
Unlefs  Abroad  they  purchace  great  Alliance  ? 
To  prove  him  Tyrant,    this  reafon  may  fufficei 
That  Henry  liveth  ftill;  but  were  he  dead, 

Yet  here  Prince  Edward  ftands1,  King  Henry's  Son."  . 
Look  therefore  Lewis,  that  by  this  League  and  Marriagfc 
Thou  draw  not  on  thy  Danger  and  Dishonour: 
JFor  though  Ufurpers  fway  the  Rule  a  while, 
jYet  Heavens  arejuft,  and  Time  fupprefTeth  Wrongs* 

War.  Injurious  Margaret. 
Evince.  And  why  not  Queen? 
War.  Becaufe  thy  Father  Henry  did  ufurp,     * 

And  thou  no  more  art  Prince  than  me  is  Queeno   % , 
Oxf.  Then  Warwick  difannuls  great  John  of  Gaunt*, 

Which  did  fuhdue  the  greateft  part  of  Spaing 
And  after  John  of  Gaunt,  Henry  the  Fourth, 
Whofe  Wifdom.  was  a  Mirror,  to  thewifeft^ 
And  after  that  wife  Prince,  Henry  the  Fifths  \»;  ... 

ho 
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Who  by  bis  Prowefs  conquered  all  France  i 
From  thcfe  our  Henry  lineally  defcends. 

War.  Oxford,  how  haps  it  in  this  fmooth  Difcourfe, 
You  told  not,  how  Henry  the  Sixth  hath  loft 
All  that,  which  Henry  the  Fifth  had  gotten ; 
Methinks  thefe  Peers  of  France  mould  fmile  at  that. 

But  for  the  reft;  you  tell  a  Pedigree 
Of  threefcore  and  two  Years,  a  filly  time 

To  make  prefcription  for  a  Kingdom's  worth. 
Oxf.  Why  Warwick*  ca°ft  thou  fpeak  againft  my  Liege 

Whom  thoubbey'dft  thirty  and  fix  Years, 
And  not  bewray  thy  Treafon  with  a  blufh  ? 

War.  Can  Oxford,  that  did  ever  fence  the  right, 
Now  buckler  falfhood  with  a  Pedigree? 
For  fhame  leave  Henry*  and  call  Edward  King. 

Oxf.  Call  him  my  King,  by  whofe  injurious  doom 
My  elder  Brother,  the  Lord  jinbrey  Fere 
Was  done  to  Death?  and  more  than  fo,  my  Father, 

Even  in  the  downfall  of  his  mellow'd  Years, 
When  Nature  brought  him  to  the  door  of  Death  ? 
No  Warwick*  no  ;  while  Life  upholds  this  Arm, 
This  Arm  upholds  the  Houfe  of  Lancafler. 

War.  And  I  the  Houfe  of  Fork. 

K.  Lew.  Queen  Margaret,  Prince  Edward,  and  Oxford 
Vouchfafe  at  our  requeft,  to  ftand  afide, 
While  I  ufe  farther  Conference  with  Warwick. 

[Fhey  ftand  aloof. 
Queen.  Heavens  grant  that  Warwick^  Words  bewitch  him 

not. 

K.  Lew.  Now  Warwick*  tell  me  even  upon  thy  Confcience, 
Is  Edward  your  true  King  t  for  I  were  loath 
To  link  with  him  that  were  not  lawful  chofen. 

War.  Thereon  I  pawn  my  Credit,  and  mine  Honour* 
K.Lew.  But  is  he  gracious  in  the  Peoples  Eyes? 
War.  The  more,  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 

'    K.Lew.  Then  further;  all  disenabling  fet  aGde^ 
Tell  me  for  truth,  the  raeafure  of  his  love 
Unto  our  Sifter  Bona.  * 

War.  Such  it  feems, 
As  may  befeem  a  Monarch  like  himfelf : 

My  felf  have  qften  heard  him  fay  and  fwear,' That 
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That  this  his  Love  was  an  external  Plant, 

Whereof  the  Root  was  fix'd  in  Virtue's  ground, 

The  Leaves  and  Fruit  maintain'd  with  Beauty's  Sun,' Exempt  from  Envy,  but  not  from  Difdain, 
Unlcfs  the  Lady  Bona  quit  his  pain. 

K.  Lew.  Now  Sifter,  let  us  hear  your  firm  refolve. 
Bona.  Your  grant,  or  your  denial,  (hall  be  mine. 

Yet  I  confefs,  that  often  e'er  this  Day,     [Speaks  to  Warwick. 
When  I  have  heard  your  King's  defert  recounted, 
Mine  Ear  hath  tempted  Judgment  to  defire. 

K.  Lew.  Then  Warwick^  this : 
Our  Sifter  fhall  be  Edward's. 
And  now  forthwith  fhall  Articles  be  drawn, 

Touching  the  Jointure  that  your  King  muft  make, 
Which  with  her  Dowry  fhall  be  counterpoised : 
Draw  near,  Queen  Margaret,  and  be  a  witnefs, 

That  Bona  fhall  be  Wife  to  th'  Englifi  King. 
Prince.  To  Edward,  but  not  to  the  Englifo  King. 
Queen.  Deceitful  Warwick^  it  was  thy  device, 

By  this  Alliance  to  make  void  my  Suit ; 

Before  thy  coming,  Lewis  was  Henry's  Friend. 
Kt  Lew.  And  ftill  is  Friend  to  him  and  Margaret  > 

But  if  your  Title  to  the  Crown  be  weak, 

As  may  appear  by  Edward's  good  Succefs; 
Then  'tis  but  reafon  that  I  be  releas'd 
From  giving  Aid,  which  late  I  promifed. 
Yet  fhall  you  have  all  kindnefs  at  my  Hand, 
That  your  Eftate  requires,  and  mine  can  yield. 

War.  Henry  now  lives  in  Scotland  at'  his  eafe, 
Where  having  nothing,  nothing  can  he  lofe. 
And  as  for  you  your  felf,  our  quondam  Queen, 
You  have  a  Father  able  to  maintain  you, 
And  better  it  were  you  troubled  him,  than  Erance. 

Queen.  Peace,  impudent  and  lhamelefs  Warwick^  peace, 
Proud  fetter  up,  and  puller  down  of  Kings, 

I  will  not  hence,  'till  with  my  Talk  and  Tears 
('Both  full  of  Truth)  I  make  King  Lewis  behold 
Thy  fly  Conveyance,  and  thy  Lord's  falfe  Love. 

[Poft  blowing  a  Horn  within* 
For  both  of  you  are  Birds  of  felf  fame  Feather. 

1 

K»  Lew* 
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K.  Lew.  Warwick^  this  is  fome  Port  to  us,  or  thee. 
Enter  a  Poft, 

Pofl.  My  Lord  AmbafTador, 
Thefe  Letters  are  for  you ;  [To Warwick. 
Sent  from  your  Brother,  Marquefs  Montague. 
Thefe  from  our  King  unto  your  Majeity.  [To  K.  Lew. 
And  Madam,  thefe  for  you,  [To  the  Queen* 
From  whom  I  know  not.  [They  all  read  their  Letters* 

Oxf.  I  like  it  well,  that  our  fair  Queen  and  Miftrefs 
Smiles  at  her  News,  while  WarwickJ rowns  at  his. 

Prince.  Nay,  mark  how  Lewis  ftamps  as  he  were  nettled* 

I  hope  all's  for  the  beftf 
A".  Lew.  Warwick*  what  are  thy  News  ? 

And  yours,  fair  Queen  ? 

Queen. .  Mine  fuch  as  fills  my  Heart  with  unhop'd  Joys. 
War.  Mine  full  of  Sorrow,  and  Heart's  Difcoment. 
K.Lew.  What !  has  your  King  Married  the  Lady  Grayl 

And  now,  to  footh  your  Forgery  and  his, 
Sends  me  a  Paper  to  perfwade  me  Patience  ? 
Is  this  Alliance  that  he  feeks  with  France  ? 

Dare  he  prefume  to  fcorn  us  in  this  manner? 
Queen.  I  told  your  Majetty  as  muchbeforet 

This  proveth  Edward's  Love,  and  Warwick  Honefly* 
War.  King  Lewis,  I  here  proteft  in  fight  of  Heaver?, 

And  by  the  hope  I  have  of  Heav'nly  Bills, 
That  I  am  clear  from  this  Mifdeed  of  Edward's; 
No  more  my  King;  for  he  difhonours  mc, 
But  moft  himfelf,  if  he  could  fee  his  Shame. 
Did  I  forget,  that  by  the  Houfe  of  Yoi\ 
My  Father  came  untimely  to  his  Death  ? 

Did  I  Ictpafs  th'  abufe  done  to  my  Niece? 
Did  I  impale  him  with  the  Regal  Crown? 
Did  I  put  Henry  from  his  Native  Right? 

And  ami  guerdon' d  at  the  laft  with  Shame? 
Shame  on  himfelf,  for  my  Defert  is  Honour. 
And  to  repair  my  Honour  loft  for  hire, 
I  here  renounce  him,  and  return  to  Henry* 
My  Noble  Qjecn,  let  former  grudges  paf^ 
And  henceforth  I  am  thy  true  Servitor: 
I  will  revenge  his  wro.-n?  to  Lady  Bonat 
And  replant  Henry  in  his  former  ftate. 
Vot.  IV,  B  Quern, 
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Qaeen.  Warwick,} 

Thele  Words  have  turrfd  my  Hate  to  Love, 
A. id  I  forgive,  and  quite  forget  old  Faults, 

And  joy  that  thou  becom'ff.  King  Henry's  Friend. 
War.  So  much  his  Friend,  ay,  his  unfeigned  Friend, 

That  if  King  Lewis  vcuchfate  to  furnifh  us 
With  f ̂.me  few  Bands  of  chofen  Soldiers, 

I'll  undertake  to  Land  them  on  our  Coaft, 
And  force  the  Tyrant  from  his  Seat  by  War. 
*  Lis  not  his  new-made  Bride  fhall  fuccour  him  : 
And  as  for  Clarence,  as  my  Letters  teii  me, 

He's  very  likely  now  to  fall  from  him, 
For  matching  more  for  wanton  Luft  than  Honour, 
Or  than  for  flrength  and  fafety  of  our  Country. 

Bona.  D.ar  Brother,  how  ill  all  Bona  be  reveng'd, 
But  by  thy  help  to  this  diftreffed  Queen  ? 

Queen.  Renowned  Prince,  how  fhall  poor  Henry  live, 
Unfefs  thou  refcue  him  from  fo^l  defpair? 

Bona.  My  quarrel,  and  this  Englifli  Queen's  are  one. 
War.  And  mine,  fair  Lady  Bona,  joins  with  yours. 
K.Lew.  And  mine,  with  hers,  and  thine,  and  Margarets. 

Therefore  at  lair,  I  firmly  am  refolv'd You  fhall  have  Aid. 

Queen.  Let  me  give  h  mhle  thanks  for  all  at  once. 

K.  Lew.  Then  England's  MefTenger,  return  in  Port, 
And  t-11  faife  Edward,  thy  fuppofed  King, 
That  Lewis  of  France,  is  fending  over  Maskers 
To  revel  it  with  him,  and  his  new  Bride. 

Thou  feeft  what's  part,  go  fear  thy  King  withal. 
Bona.  Tell  him,  in  hopes  he'll  prove  a  Widower  fhortly, I  wear  the  Willow  Garland  for  his  fake. 

Queen.  Tell  him,  my  mourning  weeds  are  laid  afide, 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  Armor  on. 

War.  Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong, 

And  therefore  I'll  Uncrown  him  e'er't  be  lone. 
There's  thy  Reward,  begone.  [ExitPofl. K.Lew.    But  Warwick^ 
Thou  and  Oxford,  with  five  thoufand  Men 

Sha'l  crofs  the  Seas,  and  bid  falfe  Edward  Battel  : 
And  as  occasion  ferves,  this  Noble  Queen 
A  id  Prince  fhall  follow  with  a  frefh  Supply, 

Yet 
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Yet  e'er  thou  go,  but  anfwer  me  one  doubt : 
What  Pledge  have  we  of  thy  firm  Loyalty  ? 

War.  This  (hall  allure  my  conftant  Loyalty, 
That  if  our  Queen  and  this  young  Prince  agree, 

,  I'll  join  my  eldeft  Daughter,  and  my  Joy, 
To  him  forthwith,  in  holy  Wedlock  Bands. 
Queen.  Yes,  I  agree,  and  thank  you  for  your  Motion, 

Son  Edward,  (he  is  Fair  and  Virtuous, 

Therefore  delay  not,  give  thy  Hand  to  Warwick^ 
And  with  thy  Hand,  thy  Faith  irrevocable, 

That  only  Warwick's  Daughter  fhall  be  thine. 
Prince.  Yes,  I  accept  her,  for  ihe  well  deferves  it, 

And  here  to  pledge  my  Vow,  I  give  my  Hand. 

[He gives  bis  HandtoWtirwick* 

K.  Low.  Why  ftay  we  now  ?  thefe  Soldiers  ihall  be  levy'd, 
And  thou  Lord  Bourbon,  our  High  Admiral, 
Shalt  waft  them  over  with  our  Royal  Fleet. 

I  long  'till  Edward  fall  by  War's  Mifchancc, 
For  mocking  Marriage  with  a  Dame  of  France. 

[jExeunt.     Manet  Warwick* War.  I  came  fram  Edward  as  AmbaiTador, 
But  I  return  his  fworn  and  mortal  Foe: 

Matters  of  Marriage  was  the  charge  he  gave  m?, 
But  dreadful  War  ihall  anfwer  his  demand. 
Had  he  none  elfe  to  make  a  ftale  but  me? 

Then  none  but  I,  (hall  turn  his  Jeft  to  Sorrow. 
I  was  the  Chief  that  rais'd  him  to  the  Crown, 

And  I'll  be  chief  to  bring  him  down  again  : 
Not  that  I  pity  Henry's  Mifery, 
But  feck  Revenge  on  Edward's  Mockery.  [Exit. 

A  C  T    IV.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Gloucefter,  Chrence,  Somerfet  and  Montague. 

Glo.  VTOVV  tell  me,  Brother  Clarence,  what  think  you 
-L/N    CM  .this  new  Marrbge  w.ththe  Lady  Gray  ? 

Hath  not  our  Brother  made  a  v/onhy  choice? 

Gar.  Alas,  you  k  ow,  'tis  far  from  hence  to  France, 
How  could  he  ftay  'till  Vforxw^made  return? 

E  z  Som, 
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Som.  My  Lords,  forbear  this  talk  :  Here  comes  the  King 
Hour i ft.     Enter  King  Edward,  Lady  Gray  as  Queen,  Pem- 

brook,  Stafford,  <*WHaftings:  Four  ft  and  on  one  fide •    and 
four  on  the  other, 
Gio.  And  his  well-chofen  Bride. 

Clar.  I  mind  to  tell  him  plainly  what  I  think, 
K.  Edw.  Now,  Brother  of  Clarence, 

How  lik i  you  our  Choice, 
That  you  ftand  penfive  as  half  Malecontent  ? 

Clar.  As  well  as  Lewis  of  France, 

Or  the  Earl  of  Warwick^ 
Which  are  fo  weak  of  Courage,  and  in  Judgment, 

That  they'll  take  no  offence  at  our  Abufe. 
K.  Ediv.  Suppofe  they  take  offence  without  a  caufe: 

They  are  but  Lewis  and  Warwick,  I  am  Edward, 
Your  King  and  Warwic^s,  and  muft  have  my  will. 

Gio.  And  you  mall  have  your  will,  becaufe  our  King? 
Yet  ha  fly  Marriage  fcldom  proveth  well. 

A,  Edw.  Yes,  Brother  Richard,  are  you  offended  too  ? 
-  Gio.  Not  I;  no: 

God  forbid  that  I  ihould  wiili  them  fever'd 

Whom  God  hath  join'd  together. 
Ay,  and  'twere  pity  to  funder  them, 
That  yoak  fo  well  together. 

K.Edw.  Setting *you(r  (corns,  and  your  miflike  afide, 
Tell  me  forne  Reifon,  why  the  Lady  Gray 

Should  not  become  my  Wife,  and  England's  Queen? 
And  you  too,  Somerjet  and  Montague, 
Speak  freely  what  you  think. 

Clar.  Then  this  is  my  Opinion; 
That  King  Lewis  becomes  your  Enemy, 
For  mocking  him  about  the  Marriage 
OF  the  Lady  Bona. 

Glo.  A'd  Warwick*  doing  whit  you  gave  in  charge, 
Is  now  dishonoured  by  this  new  Marriage. 

K.  Edw.  What,  if  both  Lewis  and  Warwick  be  appeased, By  Inch  invention  as  I  can  devife? 

Aiont.  Yet  to  have  jofn'd  with  France  in  fuch  Alliance, 
Would  more  have  flrength'ned  this  our  Commonwealth, 
Gainft  foreign  Storms,  than- any  home-bred  Marriage. Haft. 
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Haft.  Why,  knows  not  A/ontague  that  of  it  felf 

England  is  fafe,  if  true  within  it  fetf  ? 

yfc/iwf.  Yes,  but  the  fafer,  when  'tis  back'd  with  Francs* 
Haft.  'Tis  better  ufing  France,  than  tru fling  France. 

Let  us  be  back'd  with  God,  and  with  the  Seas, 
Which  he  hath  given  for  fence  impregnable, 

And  with  their  helps  only  defend  our  felves: 
In  them,  and  in  our  felves,  our  fafetylyes. 

Clar.  For  this  one  Speech,  Lord  Hi/rings  well  deferves 
To  have  the  Heir  of  the  Lord  Hunger  ford. 

K.Edw.  Ay,   what  of  that?  it  wjs  my  will  and  gran% 
And  for  this  once  my  Will  /hall  /land  for  Law. 

Glo.  And  yet  met  h  inks  your  Grace  hath  not  done  well, 
To  give  the  Heir  ar.d  Daughter  of  Lord  Scales 
Unto  trie  Brother  of  your  loving  Bride; 
She  better  would  have  fitted  me  or  Clarence, 

But  in  your  Bride  you  bury  Brotherhood. 

Clar.  Or  elfc  you  'vould  not  have  beftow'd  the  Heir 

Of  the  Lord  Bonvlll  on  your  new  Wife's  Son, 
And  leave  your  Brothers  to  go  fpeed  eHewhere. 

K.Edw.   Alas,  po-x  Clarence;  is  it  for  a  Wife 
That  thou  art  Malecontent  ?  I  will  provide  thee. 

Clar.  In  chafing  for  your  klf^ 

You  fhew'd  your  Judgment; 
Which  being  /hallow,  you  fhall  give  me  leave 
To  play  the  Brother  in  mine  own  behalf; 
And  to  that  end,  I  fhonly  mird  to  leave  you. 

K.  Edw.  Leave  me*  or  tarry,  Edward  will  be  King ; 

And  not  be  ty'd  unto  his  Brother's  will. 
La.  Gray.  My  Lords,  before  it  pleas'd  his  Ma jefly 

To  raife  my  State  to  Title  of  a  (>ieen, 
Do  me  but  righr,  and  you  muft  all  confefs, 
That  I  was  not  ignoble  of  Defcenr, 
And  meaner  than  my  fdf  have  had  like  fortune. 
But  as  this  Title  honours  me  and  mine, 

So  your  diflikes,  to  whom  I  would  be  pleafing, 
Do  cloud  my  Jovs  with  Danger,  and  with  Sorrow. 

K.Edw.  My  Love,  forbear  to  fawn  upon  their  Frowns; 
VVhat  Danger,  or  what  Sorrow  can  befall  thee, 

S  ■>  long  as  Edward  is  thy  conftant  Friend, 
And  their  true  Sovereign,  whom  they  mufl  obeyi* 

E  3  Nay, 
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Nay,  whom  they  fhall  obey,  and  love  thee  too, 
U'ikfs  they  feek  for  hatred  at  my  Hands : 
Which  if  they  do,  yet  will  I  keep  thee  fafe, 
And  they  ill  ail  feel  the  Vengeance  of  my  Wrath. 

Go.  1  hear,  yet  fay  not  much,  but  think  the  more. 
Enter  a  Poft. 

K.  Edw.  Now  Meffenger,  what  Letters,  or  what  News 
from  France  ? 

Poft.  My  Sovereign  Liege,  no  Letters,  and  few  Words, 
Rut  fuch  as  I  (without  your  fpecial  pardon) 
Dare  not  relate. 

K.  Edw.  Go  too,  we  pardon  thee  : 
Therefore,  in  brief,  tell  their  Words, 
As  near  as  thou  canfr.  guefs  them. 

Whr.t  anfwer  makes  King  Lewis  unto  our  Letters'? 
Poft.  At  my  depart  thefe  were  his  very  Words;    - 

Go  tell  faife  Edward^  thy  fuppofed  King, 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  lending  over  Maskers, 
To  revel  it  with  him,  and  his  new  Bride. 

K.Edw.  Is  Lewis  to  brave  $  belike  he  thinks  me  Henry* 
But  what  faid  Lady  Bona  to  my  Marriage? 

Poft.  Thefe  were  her  Words,  utter'd  with  mild  Difdaifl : 
Teilhim,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  Widower  fhortly, 
I'll  wear  the  Willow  Garland  for  his  fake. 

K.Edw.  I  blaroe  not  her,  (he  could  fay  little lefs; 

She  had  the  wrong.  But  what  faid  Henry 's  Queen? 
For  fo  I  heard*  that  fhe  was  there  in  place. 

Poft.  Tell  him  (quoth  fhe; 
My  mourning  Weeds  are  done, 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  Armour  on. 

K.Edw.  Belike  me  means  to  play  xS\z  Amazon* 
But  what  faid  Warwick^  to  thefe  Injuries? 

Poft.  He,  more  incens'd  againfl  your  Majefty 
Than  all  the  reft,  difcharg'dme  with  the£  Words; 
Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong, 

And  therefore  111  uncrown  him  e'er't  be  long. 
K.  Edw.  Ha  ?    durfr.  the   Traitor  breathe  out  fo  proud 

Wrel],  I  will  arm  me,  bung  thus  fore-warn'd :  [Words  ? 
They  ihsli  have  Wars,  and  pay  for  their  Preemption. 
But  fav,  is  Warwick^  Friends  with  Ivlargaretl 

Poft 
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Toft.  Ay>  gracious  Sovereign, 

They  are  fo  linked  in  Friendship, 
That  young  Prince  Edward  marries  Warwick  Daughter. 

Gar.  B dike  th?  elder ; 

Clarence  will  have  the  younger. 
Now  Brother  King  farewel,  and  fit  you  faff, 
For  I  will  hence  to  Warwick^*  othsr  Daughter, 
That  though  I  want  a  Kingdom,  yet  in  Marriage 
I  may  not  prove  inferior  to  your  felf. 
You  that  love  me,  and  Warwick^  follow  me. 

[Exit  Clarence,  and  Scmerfet  follows, Glo.  Not  I  : 

My  Thoughts  aim  at  a  further  Matter: 
I  flay  not  lor  the  love  of  Edward^  but  the  Crown.  [Afide, 

K.Edw.  Clarence  and  Somcrfet  both  gone  to  Warwick^ 

Yet  I  am  arm'd  againft  the  word  can  happen; 
And  hade  is  needful  in  this  defpVate  Cafe. 
Pembrook^  and  Stafford,  you  in  our  behalf 
Go  levy  Men,  and  make  prepare  for  War; 
They  are  already,  or  quickly  will  be  landed  : 
My  felf  in  Perfon  will  flreight  follow  you. 

[Exit  Pembrook  and  Stafford. 

But  e'er  I  go,  Haftings  and  Montague 
Refolve  my  doubt,  you  twain  of  all  the  refl: 

Are  near  to  Warwick^,  by  Blood  and  by  Alliance ;■ 
Tell  mc,  if  you  love  Warwick  more  than  me; 
If  it  be  fo,  then  both  depart  to  him: 
I  rather  willi  you  Foes  than  hollow  Friends. 
But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  true  Obedience, 
Give  me  AfTurance  with  fome  friendly  Vo.v, 
That  I  may  never  have  you  in  fufpect. 

Mon.  So  God  help  Montague,  as  he  proves  true. 

Haft.  And  Haftings,  as  he  fa vo  u  rs  Edward's  Caufe. 
K.Edw.  Now,  Brother  Richard,  will  you  ftand  by  us? 
Glo.  Ay,  in  defpight  of  all  that  mail  withfland  you. 
K.  Edw.  Why  fo  ;  then  am  I  fure  of  Victory. 

Now  therefore  let  us  hence,  and  lofe  no  hour, 

'Till  we  meet  Warwick^   with  his  Foreign  Power. 

[Exeunt* 
E  4  Enter 
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Enter  Warwick  and  Oxford  in  Enqland,  with  French 

Soldiers. 

War.  Truft,  me,  my  Lord,  all  hitherto  goes  well, 
The  Common  People  by  numbers  fwarm  to  us. 

Enter  Clarence  and  Somerfet. 

But  fee  where  Somerfet  and  Clarence  come; 
Speak  fuddenly,  my  Lords,  are  we  all  Friends? 

Clar.  Fear  not  that,  my  Lord. 
War.  Then  gentle  Clarence,  welcome  unto  Warwick^ 

And  welcome  Somerfet :  I  hold  it  Cowardize, 
To  reft  midrultfui,  where  a  Noble  Heart 

Hath  pawn'danopen  Hand,  in  fign  of  Love: 
VJfc  might  I  th;nk,  that  Clarence,  Edward's  Brother, 
Were  but  a  feigned  Friend  to  our  Proceedings:  • 

'But  welcome  fwect  Clarence,  my  Daughter  mall  be  thine. 
And  now,  whatrefis?  but  in  Night's  Coverture, 
Thy  Brother  being  carelefly  encamp'd, His  Soldiers  lurking  in  the  Town  about, 

And  bur  attended  by  a  fimple  Guard, 
We  may  furprize  and  take  him  at  our  pleafure, 

'Our  Scouts  have  found  the  Adventure  very  eafie: 
That  as  VljJJes,  and  flout  Dicmede 

With  flight  and  manhood  ftole  to  Rhefus*  Tents, 
And  brought  from  thence  the  Thracian  fatal  Steeds ; 

So  we,  well  covered  with  the  Night's  black  Mantle, 
At  unawares  may  beat  down  Edward's  Guard, 
And  kizQ  himfelf:  I  fay  not,  Daughter  him, 
For  I  intend  but  only  to  furprize  him.t 
You  that  will  Follow  me  to  this  Attempr, 
Applaud  ihe  Name  of  Hcnrj,  with  your  Leader. 

[They  all  cry  Henry'* 
Why  then,  let's  on  our  way  in  filent  forr, 
For  Warwick  and  his  Friends,  God  and  Saint  George. 

^Exeunt. Enter  the  Watchmen  to  guard  the  King's  Tent* 
i  Watch.  Come  on,  my  Matters,  each  Man  take  his  Stand, 

The  King  by  this  is  fet  him  down  to  fleep, 
i  Watch.  What,  will  he  not  to  Bed? 
i  Watch,  Why  no ;  for  he  hath  made  a  fokrnn  Vow, 

Never  r<>  lye  and  take  his  natural  Reft, 

*riil  Warwick^  or  himftjfi  be  quite  fuppreft, z  Watch. 
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2  Watch.  To  morrow  then  belike  fliall  be  the  Day, 

If  Warwick^  be  fo  near  as  Men  report. 
3  Watch.  But  fay,  I  pray,  what  Nobleman  is  that, 

That  with  the  King  here  refteth  in  his  Tent? 

1  Watch.  'Tis  the  Lord  Hdftings,  the  King's  chiefeft  Friend. 
3  Watch.  O,  is  it  fo?  but  why  commands  the  King, 

That  his  chief  Followers  lodge  in  Towns  about  him, 
While  he  himfelf  keeps  in  the  cold  Field  ? 

2  Watch.  'Tis  the  more  Honour,  becaufe  the  more  dangerous. 
3  Watch.  Ay,  but  give  me  worfhip  and  quietnefs, 

I  like  it  better  than  a'dangerous  Honour. If  Warwick  knew  in  what  Eftate  he  (lands, 

'Tis  to  be  doubted  he  would  waken  him. 
1  Watch.  Unlcfs  our  Halberds  did  fhut  up  his  Paflage. 
2 Watch.  Ay;  wherefore elfe guard  we  this  Royal  Tent, 

But  to  defend  his  Perfon  from  Night-foes  ? 
Enter  Warwick,  Clarence,  Oxford,  Somerfet,  and  French 

Soldiers,  Jilent  all. 
War.  This  is  his  Tent,  and  fee  where  ftands  his  Guard : 

Courage,  my  Matters :  Honour  now  or  never: 
But  follow  me,  and  Edward  fhall  be  ours. 

\  Watch.  Who  goes  there? 
2  Watch.  Stay,  or  thou  dieft. 

[Warwick  and  the  refi  cry  ally  Warwick,  Warwick,  and  fet 
upon  the  Guard,  who  fly,  crying.   Arms,  Arms,  Warwick 
and  the  reft  following  them. 

The  Drum  beating,  and  Trumpets  founding. 
Enter  Warwick,  Somerfet,  and  the  reft,   bringing  the  King  out 

in  a  Gown,  fitting  in  a  Chair \  Glo'fter  and  Haftings  flying over  the  Stage. 
Som.  What  are  they  that  fly  there? 
War.  Richard  and  Haftings,  let  them  go,  here  is  the  Duke. 
K.Edw.  The  Duke! 

Why  Warwick*  when  we  parted 

Thou  call'dft  me  King? 
War.  Ay,  but  the  cafe  is  alter'd. 

When  you  difgrae'd  me  in  my  EmbaiTade, 
Then  I  degraded  you  from  being  King, 
And  come  now  to  create  you  Duke  of  York,. 
Alas,  how  fliouldyou  govern  any  Kingdom, 
That  know  not  h;$w  to  ufe  Ambafladors, 

N®r 
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Nor  how  to  be  contented  with  one  Wife, 

Nor  how  to  ufe  your  Brothers  brotherly, 

Nor  how  to  ftudy  for  the  People's  Welfare, 
Nor  how  to  fhrowd  your  felf  from  Enemies, 

K.  Edw.  Yea,  Brother  of  Clarence, 
Art  thou  here  too  ? 

Nay  then  I  fee,  that  Edward  muft  needs  down. 
Yet  Warwick*  in  defpight  of  all  Mifchance, 
Of  thee  thy  felf,  and  all  thy  Complices, 
Edward  will  always  bear  himfelf  as  King: 

Though  Fortune's  malice  overthrow  my  State, 
My  Mind  exceeds  the  Compafs  of  her  Wheel. 

War.  Then  for  his  Mind  be  Edward  England's  King. 
[Takes  off  his  Crown* 

But  Henry  now  fhall  wear  the  Englipo  Crown, 
And  be  true  King  indeed ;  thou  but  a  Shadow. 
My  Lord  of  Somerfet>  at  my  requeil, 

See  that  forthwith  Duke  Edward  be  convey'd 
Unto  my  Brother  Archbifliop  of  Torkj 

-  When  I  have  fought  with  Pembrookj  and  his  Fellows, 

I'll  follow  you,  and  tell  what  anfwer 
Lewis  and  the  Lady  Bona  fend  to  him. 
Now  for  a  while  farewel  good  Duke  of  York* 

[They  lead  him  out  forcibly. 
N       K.Edw.  What  Fates  impofe,  that  Men  muft  netds  abide  ; 
\  boots  not  to  refill:  both  Wind  and  Tide.  \Exeunt. 

Oxf.  What  now  remains,  my  Lords,  for  us  to  do, 
But  march  to  London  with  our  Soldiers  ? 

War.  Ay,  that's  the  firft  thing  that  we  have  to  do, 
To  free  King  Henry  from  Imprifonment, 
And  fee  him  feated  in  the  Regal  Throne.  [Exemt. 

Enter  Rivers,  and  the  Lady  Gray. 
Riv.  Madam,  what  makes  you  in  this  fudden  change? 
La.  Gray.  Why  Brother  Rivers,  are  you  yet  to  learn 

What  late  Misfortune  has  befaln  King  Edward* 
Riv.  What !  lofs  of  fome  pitcht  Battel 

Again  ft  Warwick}. 

••     La.  Gray.  No,  but  the  lofs  of  his  own  Royal  Peifon. 
Riv.  Then  is  my  Sovereign  flain? 
La.  Gray.  Ay,  almoft  {lain,  for  he  is  taken  Prifoner, 

Either  betray'd  by  faliho©d  of  his  Guard, Or 
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Or  by  his  Foe  furpriz'd  at  unawares : And  as  I  further  have  to  underftand, 
Is  now  committed  to  the  Biihopof  Tork* 
Fell  Warwick?*  Brother,  and  by  that  our  Foe. 

Riv.  TheieNews  I  muft  confefs  are  full  of  Grief ; 

Yet,  gracious  Madam,  bear  it  as  you  may, 
Warwick  may  lofe,  that  now  hath  won  the  Day, 

La.  Gray.  'Till  then  fair  hope  muft  hinder  Life's  decay. 
And  I  the  rather  wean  me  from  Defpair 

For  love  of  Edward's  OfF-fpring  in  my  Womb: 
This  is  it  that  makes  me  bridle  in  my  Paffion, 
And  bear  with  mildnefs  my  Misfortune  crofs: 
Ay,  ay,  for  this  I  draw  io  many  a  Tear, 

And  itop  the  riling  of  Blood-fucking  Sighs, 
Left  with  my  Signs  or  Tears,  I  blaft  or  drown 

King  Edward's  Fruir,  true  Heir  to  th'  Engltfi  Crown, Riv.  But  Madam, 
Where  is  Warwick  then  become? 

La.  Gray.  I  am  inform'd  that  he  comes  towards  London^ 
To  fet  the  Crown  once  more  on  Henry 's  Head  : 
Gucfs  thou  the  reft,  King  Edward's  Friends  muft  down, 
But  to  prevent  the  Ty rani's  Violence, 
For  truft  not  him  that  hath  once  broken  Faith, 

I'll  hence  forthwith  unto  the  Sanctuary, 
To  fave,  at  leaft,  the  Heir  of  Edward's  Right; There  (hall  I  reft  fecure  from  force  and  fraud: 

Come  therefore  let  us  fly,  while  wemay  fly, 
If  Warwick^  take  .us,  we  are  fure  to  die.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Gloucefter,  Lord  Haftings,  and  Sir  Willi  am  Stanley. 
Glo.  Now  ray  Lord  Haflings,  and  Sir  William  Stanley^ 

Leave  off  to  wonder  why  I  drew  you  hither, 
Into  this  chiefeft  Thicket  of  the  Park. 

Thus  ftands  the  Cafe;  you  know  your  King,  my  Brother, 
Is  Prifoner  to  the  Bifliop  here,  at  whofe  Hands 
He  hath  good  Ufage,  and  great  Liberty, 
And  often  but  attended  with  weak  Guard, 
Comes  hunting  this  way  to  difport  himfelf. 

I  have  advertis'd  him  by  fecret  Means, 
That  if  about  this  hour  he  make  this  way, 
Under  the  colour  of  his  ufual  Game, 

He 
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He  (hall  here  find  his  Friends  with  Horfe  and  Men,     - 
To  fet  him  free  from  his  Captivity. 

Enter  King  Edward,  and  a  Hunt/man  with  him. 
Hunt.  This  way,  my  Lord, 

For  this  way  lyes  the  Game. 
K.Edw.  Nay  this  way,  Man, 

See  where  the  Huntfmen  (land. 

Now  Brother  of  Glofier,  Lord  Haftings  and  the  reft, 

Stand  you  thus  clofe  to  Ileal  the  Bifhop's  Deer  ? 
Glo.  Brother  the  time  and  cafe  requircth  hafte, 

Your  Horfe  ftands  ready  at  the  Park-corner. 
K.  Edw.  But  whither  fhall  we  then? 

Haft.  To  Lyny  my  Lord, 
And  (hip  from  thence  to  Flanders. 

Glo.  Well  gueft,  believe  me,  for  that*  was  my  meaning. 
K.  Edw.  Stanley ,  I  will  requite  thy  forwardneft. 

Glo.  But  wherefore  ftay  we?  'tis  no  time  to  talk. 
K.Edw.  Huntfman,  what  fay'ft  thou? 

Wilt  thou  go  along? 

.  Hunt.   Better  do  fo,  than  tarry  and  be  hang'd. 
Glo.  Come  then  away,  let's  ha3  no  more  ado. 
K.Edw.  Bifhop  farewel, 

Shield  thee  from  Warwick^  frown, 
And  pray  that  I  may  repoffefs  the  Crown.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  King  Henry,    Clarence,    Warwick,   Somerfer,  young 
Richmond,fOxford,  Mountague,  and  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 

K.Henry.  Mr. Lieutenant,  now  that  God  and  Friends 
Have  fhaken  Edward  from  the  Regal  Seaf* 

And  turn'd  my  captive  State  to  liberty, 
My  fear  to  hope,  my  forrows  unto  joys, 
At  our  enlargement  what  are  thy  due  Fees? 

Lieu.  Subjects  may  challenge  nothing  of  their  SovYaigns, 
But,  if  an  humble  Prayer  may  prevail, 
I  then  crave  pardon  of  your  Maje/iy. 

K.Henry.  For  what,  Lieutenant?  For  well  ufing  me? 

Nay,  be  thou  fure,  I'll  well*  requite  thy  kindnefs, 
For  that  it  made  my  Imprifonment  a  Pleafure : 
Ay,  fuch  a  Pleafure,  as  incaged  Birds 
Conceive  ;  when  after  many  moody  thoughts, 
At  laft,  by  Notes  of  HoufhoJd  harmony, 
They  quite  forget  their  lofs  of  Liberty. 

But 



King  Henry  VI.  *$97 

But  Warwick*  after  God,  thou  fett'ft  me  free, 
And  chiefly  therefore,  I  thank  God,  and  thee : 
He  was  the  Author,  thou  the  Inftrument. 

Therefore  that  I  may  conquer  Fortunes  fpight, 
By  living  low,  where  Fortune  cannot  hurt  me, 
And  that  the  People  of  this  blefTed  Land 

May  not  be  punim'd  with  my  thwarting  Stars, 
Warwick  although  my  Head  ftill  wear  the  Crown, 
I  here  reiign  my  Government  to  thee,  \ 
For  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  Deeds. 

War.  Your  Grace  hath  ftill  been  fam'd  for  virtuous, 
And  now  may  feem  as  wife  as  virtuous, 

By  fpying  and  avoiding  Fortune's  malice, 
For  few  Men  rightly  temper  with  the  Stars: 
Yet  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  your  Grace, 
For  chufing  me,  when  Clarence  is  in  place. 

CUr.  No,  Warwick*  thou  art  worthy  of  the  fway, 

To  whom  the  Heav'ns  in  thy  Nativity, 
Adjudg'd  an  Olive  Branch,  and  Lawrel  Crowo, 
As  likely  to  be  bleft  in  Peace  and  War: 
And  therefore  1  yield  thee  my  free  confent. 

War.  And  I  chufe  Clarence  only  for  Protector. 
K.  Henry.  Warwic^nd  Clarence,  give  me  both  your  Hands. 

Now  join  your  Hands,  and  with  your  Hands,  your  Hearts, 
That  no  diffention  hinder  Government: 

I  make  you  both  Protectors  of  this  Land, 
While  1  my  felf  will  lead  a  private  Life, 
And  in  Devotion  fpend  my  latter  Days, 

To  fins  rebuke,  and  my  Creator's  praife, 
War.  What  anfwers  Clarence  to  his  Soveraign's  Willi 
Clar.  That  he  confents,  if  Warwick,  yield  confent, 

For  on  thy  fortune  I  repofe  my  fdf, 
War.  Why  then,  though  loath,  yet  muft  I  be  content: 

We'll  yoak  together,  like  a  double  (hadow 
To  Henrys  Body,  andfupply  his  Place; 
I  mean,  jn  bearing  weight  of  Government, 
While  he  enjoys  the  honour,  and  his  eafe. 
And  Clarence,  now  then  it  is  more  than  needful 

Forthwith  that  Edward  be  pronoune'd  a  Traitor, 
And  all  his  Lands  and  Goods  confifcated* 

Cla. 
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Clar.  Whatelfe?  and  that  Succeffion  be  determined. 

War.  Ay,  therein  Clarence  (hall  not  want  his  part. 
K.Henry.  But  with  the  firft,  of  all  our  chief  Affairs* 

Let  me  iritreat,  for  I  command  no  more, 
That  Margaret  your  Queen,  and  my  Son  Edward^ 
Be  fent  for,  to  return  from  France  with  fpeed: 

For  'till  I  fee  them  here,  by  doubtful  fear, 
My  joy  of  liberty  is  half  eclips'd. 

Clar.  It  mall  be  done,  my  Sovereign,  with  all  fpeed. 
K.  Henry.  My  Lord  of  Somerfet,  what  Youth  is  that, 

Of  whom  you  feem  to  have  fo  tender  care? 
Som.  My  Liege,  it  is  young  Henry,  Earl  of  Richmond. 

K.  Henry.  Come  hither,  England's  Hope : 
[Lays  his  Hand  on  his  Head* 

If  fecret  Powers  fuggeft  but  truth 
To  my  divining  Thoughts, 

This  pretty  Lad  will  prove  our  Country's  blifs. 
His  looks  are  full  of  peaceful  Majefty, 

His  Head  by  Nature  fram'd  to  wear  a  Crown, 
His  hand  to  wield  a  Scepter,  and  himfelf 
Likely  in  time  to  blefs  a  Regal  Throne: 
Make  much  of  him,  my  Lords ;  for  this  is  he 
Muft  help  you  more,  than  you  are  hurt  by  me* 

Enter  a  Poft. 

War.  What  news,  my  Friend? 
Foft.  That  Edward  is  efcaped  from  your  Brother, 

And  fled,  as  he  hears  fince,  to  Burgundy. 
War.  Unfavory  news ;  but  how  made  he  efcape  ? 

Pofi.  He  was  convey'd  by  Richard,  Duke  of  Glo'Jfer, 
And  the  Lord  Haflings,  who  attended  him 
In  fecret  ambufh,  o/i  the  Foreft  fide, 

And  from  the  Bifhops  Huntfmen  refcu'd  him: 
For  Hunting  was  his  daily  Exercife. 

War.  My  Brother  was  too  carelefs  of  his  charge. 
But  let  us  hence,  mySoveraign,  to  provide 
A  Salve  for  any  Sore,  that  may  betide.  [EtietMU 

Manet  Somerfet,  Richmond,  and  Oxford. 

Som.  My  Lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of  Edward's. * 
For  doubtlefs  Burgundy  will  yield  him  help, 

And  we  fhaU  have  more  Wars  before't  be  long. 
As  Henry\  late  prefacing  Prophecy 

Did 
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Did  glad  my  Heart,  with  hope  of  this  young  Richmond : 
So  doth  my  Heart,  mif-give  me,  in  thefe  Confli&s 
What  may  bt\A  him,  to  his  harm  and  ours. 
Therefore,  Lord  Oxford,  to  prevent  the  worft, 

Forthwith  we'll  fend  him  hence  to  Britanj, 
'Till  ftorms  be  pad  of  civil  Enmity. 

Oxf.  Ay,  for  if  Edward  re-poffefs  the  Crown, 
•Tis  like  that  Richmond  with  the  reft  fTiall  down. 

Som.  It  fhall  be  fo;  he  fhall  to  Britany* 

Come  therefore,  let's  about  it  fpecdily.  [Exeunt* 
Enter  King  Edward,  Glocefter,  Haftings,  and  Soldiers* 
K.  Edw.  Now  Brother  Richard,  Lord  Haftings,  and  the  reft, 

Yet  thus  far  Fortune  maketh  us  amends, 
And  fays,  that  once  more  I  fhall  entcrchange 
My  warned  State,  for  Henrfs  Regal  Crown. 

Well  have  we  pafs'd,  and  now  repafs'd  the  Seas, 
And  brought  defired  help  from  Burgundy. 

What  then  remains,  we  being  thus  arriv'd 
From  Ravenfpurgh  Haven,  before  the  Gates  of  Torl^ 
But  that  we  enter,  as  into  our  Dukedom? 

Glo.  The  Gates  made  fift  ? 
Brother,  I  like  not  this.  « 
For  many  Men  that  ftumble  at  the  Threfhold, 
Are  well  fore-told,  that  danger  lurks  within. 

K.Edw.Tufti  Man,  aboadments  muft  not  now  affright  us; 
By  fair  or  foul  means  we  muft  enter  in, 
For  hither  will  our  Friends  repair  to  us. 

Haft.  My  Liege,  I'll  knock  once  more  to  fummon  them. 
?  Enter  on  the  Walls,  the  Mayor  of  York,  and  his  Brethren. 
Major,  My  Lords, 

We  arc  lore-warned  of  your  coming, 
And  ihur  the  Gates,  for  fafety  of  our  felves; 

F<     no  v  we  owe  Allegiance  unto  Henry. 
K.Edw.  Bur,  M after  Mayor,  if  Henry  be  your  King, 

Yet  Ed-ward^  at  the  leaft,  is  Duke  of  York. 
Aiayor.  True,  my  good  Lord,  I  know  you  for  no  lefs. 
K.Edw. Why,  and  I  challenge  nothing  but  my  Dukedom, 

As  being  well  content  with  that  alone. 
Glo.   But  when  the  Fox  has  once  got  in  his  Nofe, 

He'll  foon  find  means  to  make  the 'Body  follow. 

Haft. 
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Haft.  Why,  Matter  Mayor,  why  ftand  you  in  a  doubt? 
Open  the  Gates,  we  are  King  Henry\  Friends 

Mayor.  Ay,  fay  you  fo  *  the  Gates  fliall  then  be  opened. 
[He  defends. 

Glo.  A  wife  (lout  Captain,  and  fdon  perfwaded. 
Haft.  The  good  old  Man  would  fain  that  all  were  well, 

So  'twere  not  long  of  him;  but  being  entred, 
I  doubt  not  I,  but  we  mall  foon  perfwade 
Both  him,  and  all  his  Brothers,  unto  Reafon. 

Enter  the  Mayor,  and  two  Aldermen* 

K.Edw.  So,  Mafter  Mayor,"  thefe  Gates  muftnotbefhut* 
But  in  the  Night,  or  in  the  time  of  War. 
What,  fear  not  Man,  but  yield  me  up  the  Keys, 

[Takes  his  Keys. 
For  Edward  will  defend  the  Town,  and  thee, 

And  all  thofe  Friends,  that  deign  to  follow  me. 
March.     Enter  Montgomery,  with  Drum  and  Soldiers. 
Glo.  Brother,  this  is  Sir  John  Montgomery, 

Our  trufty  Friend,  unlefs  I  be  deceived. 
.  K.  Edw.  Welcome,  Six  John;  but  why  come  you  in  Arms? 
Mont.  To  help  King  Edward  in  his  time  of  ftorm, 

As>  every  Loyal  Sub j eel;  ought  to  do. 
K.  Edw.  Thanks,  good  Montgomery  : 

But  we  now  forget  our  Title  to  the  Crown, 
And  only  claim  our  Dukedom, 

"Till  God  pleafe  to  fend  the  reft-. 
Mont.  Then  fare  you  well,  for  I  will  hence  again* 

I  came  to  ferve  a  King,  and  not  a  Duke : 
Drummer  ftrike  up,  and  let  us  March  away. 

[The  Dram  begins  a  March* 

K.  Edw.  Nay  flay,  Sir  John,  a  while,  and  we'll  debate 
By  what  fafe  means  the  Crown  may  be  recover'd. 

Mont.  What  talk  you  of  debating?  in  few  words* 

If  you'll  not  here  proclaim  your  felf  our  King, 
I'll  leave  you  to  your  Fortune,  and  be  gone, 
To  keep  them  back,  that  come  to  fuccour  you. 
Why  (hall  weight,  if  you  pretend  no  Title? 

Glo.  Why  Brother,  wherefore  ftand  you  on  nice  points? 
K.  Edw.  When  we  grow  ftronger, 

Then  we'll  make  our  Claim: 

'Till  then,  'tis  Wifdom  to  conceal  our  meaning* 

Haft, 
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Haft.  Away  with  fcrupulous  Wit,   now  Arms  muft  rule. 
Glo.  And  fearlefs  minds  climb  fooneft  unto  Crowns. 

Brother,  wc  will  proclaim  you  out  of  hand, 
The  bruit  thereof  will  bring  you  many  Friends. 

K.  Edw.  Then  be  it  as  you  will ;  for  'tis  my  right, 
And  Henry  but  ufurps  the  Diadem. 

Mont.  Ay,  now  my  Soveraign  fpeaketh  like  himfelf, 

And  now  will  I  be  Edward's  Champion. 
Haft.  Sound  Trumpet,  Edward  fhall  be  here  proclaim'd: 

Come,  fellow  Soldier,  make  thou  Proclamation.       [Flourifi. 
Sold.  Edward  the  Fourth,    by  the  Grace  of  God,  King  of 

England  and  France,  and  Lord  of  Ireland,  &c. 

Mont.  And  whofoe'er  gain-fays  King  Edward*s  right, 
By  this  I  challenge  him  to  fingle  Fight. 

[Throws  down  his  Gauntlet* 
-All.  Long  live  Edward  the  Fourth. 

K.Edw.  Thanks,  brave  Montgomery,  > 
And  thanks  unto  you  all. 

If  Fortune  ferve  me,  I'll  requite  this  Kindnefs. 
Now  for  this  Night,  let's  harbour  here  at  Torkj 
And  when  the  Morning  Sun  fhall  raife  his -Car 
Above  the  Border  of  this  Horizon, 

We'll  forward  towards  Warwick^  and  his  Mates; 
For  well  I  wot,  that  Henry  is  no  Soldier. 
Ah  froward  Clarence,  how  evil  it  befeems  thee, 
To  flatter  Henry,  and  forfake  thy  Brother? 

Yet  as  we  may,  we'll  meet  both  thee  and  Warwick^ 
Come  on  brave  Soldiers;  doubt  not  of  the  Day, 
And  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  large  pay.        {Exeunt* 

Enter  King  Henry,  Warwick,   Montague,   Clarence^   Ox- 
ford, and  Somerfet. 

War.  What  CounfeJ,  Lords  ?  Edward  from  Belgia, 
With  hafty  Germans,  and  blunt  Hollanders, 

Hath  pafs'd  in  fafety  through  the  narrow  Seas, 
And  with  his  Troops  doth  march  amain  to  London, 
And  many  giddy  People  flock  to  him. 

K.  Henry.  Let's  levy  Men,  and  beat  him  back  again. 
Clar.  A  little  Fire  is  quickly  trodden  out, 

Which  being  fuffer'd,  Rivers  cannot  quench. Vol.  IV.  F  W*r> 
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War.  In  Warwick/Jure  I  have  true-hearted  Friends, 
Not  mutinous  in  Peace,  yet  bold  in  War, 
Thofe  will  I  mufter  up;  and  thou,  Son  Clarence, 
Shiit  ftir  up  in  Suffolk^  Norfolk^  and  in  Kent, 
The  Knights  and  Gentlemen,  to  come  with  thee. 
Thou  Brother  Montague,  in  Buckingham, 
Northampton,  and  in  Lcicefterjlrire  malt  find 
Men  well  inclin'd  to  hear  what  thou  command'ft. 

And  thou,  brave  Oxford,  wondrous  well  belov'd, 
In  OxfordJJjire  ill  alt  mufter  up  thy  Friends. 
IVly  Soveraign,  with  the  loving  Citizens, 

Like  to  his  Ifland,  girt  with  th7  Ocean,    , 
Or  modeft  Dian,  circled  with  her  Nymphs, 

Shall  reft  in  London,  'till  we  come  to  him: 
Fair  Lords  take  leave,  and  ftand  not  to  reply. 
Farewel  my  Soveraign. 

K.  Henry.  Farewel  my  Het~ior,  and  my  Troy's  true  hope, Gar.  In  fign  of  truth,  I  kifs  your  Highneis  Hand. 
K.Henry.  Well-minded  Clarence,  be  thou  foitunate. 
Mont.  Comfort,  my  Lord,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 
Oxf.  And  thus  I  feal  my  Truth,  and  bid  adieu. 
K.  Henry.  Sweet  Oxford,  and  my  loving  Montague, 

And  all  at  once,  once  more  a  happy  farewel. 

War.  Farewel,  fweet  Lords,  let's  meet  at  Coventry. 

\_Exeunt* K.  Henry.  Here  at  the  Palace  will  I  reft  a  while. 
Coufin  of  Exeter,  what  thinks  your  Lordfhip? 
Methinks,  the  Power  that  Edward  hath  in  Field, 
Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 

Exe.  The  doubt  is,  that  he  will  feduce  the  reft. 

K.Henry.  That's  not  my  fear,  my  meed  hath  got  me  fame : I  have  not  ftopt  mine  Ears  to  their  demands, 
Nor  ported  off  their  Suits  with  flow  delays, 
My  pity  hath  been  Balm  to  heal  their  Wounds, 

My  mildnefs  hath  alhy'd  their  fwellmg  Griefs, 
My  mercy  dry'd  their  water-flowing  Tears. 
I  have  not  been  defirous  of  their  Wealth, 

Nor  much  oppreft  them  with  great  Subfidies,  *' 
Nor  forward  of  Revenge,  though  they  much  err'd. 
Then  why  fhould  they  love  Edward  more  than  me? 
No>  Exeter^  thefe  ©races  challenge  Grace : 

And 
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And  when  the  Lion  fawns  upon  the  Lamb, 
The  Lamb  will  never  ceafe  to  follow  him, 

[Shout  within,     A  Lancaster  I  a  Lancafier  J 
Exe.  Hark,  hark,  my  Lord,  what  Shouts  arethefet 

Enter  King  Edward  and  his  Soldiers. 

K.Edw.  Seize  on  the  fhame-fae'd  Henry,  bear  him  hence, 
And  once  again  proclaim  us  King  of  England. 
You  are  the  Fount,  that  make  fmall  Brooks  to  flow, 

Now  flops  thy  Spring,  my  Sea  fhall  fuck  them  dry, 

'And  fwell  fo  much  the  higher,  by  their  ebb. 
Hence  with  him  to  the  Tower,  let  him  not  fpeak. 

[Exit  with  King  Henry* 
And  Lords,  towards  Coventry  bend  we  our  Courfc, 
Where  peremptory  Warwick  now  remains: 
The  Sun  mines  hot,  and  if  we  ufe  delay, 

Cold  biting  Winter  mars  our  hop'd-for  Hay. 
Glo.   Away  betimes  before  his  Forces  join, 

And  take  the  great  grown  Traitor  unawares: 
Brave  Warriors,  march  amain  towards  Coventry*      [Exeunt. 

ACT    V.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Warwick,   the  Major  of  Coventry,    two  Mejfengers% 
and  others  upon  the  Walls. 

War.  \T7*Here  is  the  Port  that  came  from  valiant  Oxford? 
V  V     How  far  hence  is  thy  Lord,  mine  honed  Fellow-? 

1  Mejf.  By  this  at  Dunfmore,  marching  hitherward* 
War.  How  far  off  is  our  Brother  Montague? 

Where  is  the  Poft  that  came  from  Montague* 
z  Mejf.  By  this  at  Daintry,  with  a  puiiTant  Troop* 

Enter  Somervile* 

War.  Say  Somervile,  what  fays  my  loving  Son  3 
And  by  thy  guefs,  how  nigh  is  Clarence  now? 

Somerv.  At  Southam  I  did  leave  him  with  his  Forces, 
And  do  expefr.  him  here  fome  two  hours  hence* 

War.  Then  Clarence  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  Drum* 
Somerv.  It  is  not  his,  my  Lord,  here  Southam  lyes : 

The  Drum  your  Honour  hears,  marcheth  from  Warwick* 
F  i  War: 
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War.  Who  fhould  that  be?  Belike,  unlook'd  for  Friends. 
Somerv.  They  are  at  hand,  and  you  fhall  quickly  know. 

March.  Flour ifi.  Enter  7G'/z£  Edward,  Glocefter,  and  Soldiers, 
K.Edw.  Go,  Trumpet,  to  the  Walls,  and  found  a  Parle. 
Glo.  See  how  the  furly  Warwick  mans  the  Wall. 
War.  Oh  unhid  fpighr,  is  fponful  £^Wcome? 

Where  ilept  our  Scouts,  or  how  are  they  feduc'd, 
That  we  could  hear  no  news  of  his  repair? 

A.  Edw.  Now  Warwick^  wilt  thou  ope  the  City  Gates, 
Speak  gentle  words,  and  humbly  bend  thy  Knee, 
Call  Edward  King,  and  at  his  hands  beg  Mercy, 
And  he  fhall  pardon  thee  thefe  Outrages? 

War.  Nay  rather,  wilt  thou  draw  thy  Forces  hence, 

Confefs  who  fet  thee  up,  and  pluck'd  thee  down, 
Call  Warwick^  Patron,  and  be  Penitent, 
And  thou  (halt  ftill  remain  the  Duke  of  York* 

Glo.  I  thought  at  leaft  he  would  have  faid  the  King, 
Or  did  he  make  the  Jeft  againft  his  will? 

•  War.  Is  not  a  Dukedom,  Sir,  a  goodly  Gift? 
Glo.  Ay,  by  my  Faith,  for  a  poor  Earl  to  give : 

V\\  do  thee  fervice  for  fo  good  a  Gift, 

War.  JTwas  I  that  gave  the  Kingdom  to  thy  Brother. 
K.  Edw.  Why  then  'tis  mine,  if  but  by  Warwic l(s  Gift. 
War.  Thou  art  no  Atlas  for  fo  great  a  weight : 

And  Weakling,  Warwict^ukes  his  Gift  again, 
And  Henry  is  my  King,  Warwick^  his  Subject. 

K.Edw.  But  Warwick 's  King  is  Edward\  Prifoner: 
And  gallant  Warwick^  do  but  anfwer  this, 
What  is  the  Body,  when  the  Head  is  off? 

Glo.   Alas,  that  Warwicl^had  no  more  fore-caft, 
But  whiles  he  thought  to  Ileal  the  fingle  Ten, 

The  King  was  flily  finger'd  from  the  Deck : 
You  left  poor  Henry  at  the  Bifhop's  Palace, 
And  ten  to  one  you'll  meet  him  in  the  Tower. 

K.  Edw.  3Tis  even  fo,  yet  you  are  Warwick  ftilL 
Glo.  Come  Warwick* 

Take  the  time,  kneel  down,  kneel  down: 
Nay  when  ;  ftrike  now,  or  elfe  the  Iron  cools. 

War.  I  had  rather  chop  this  Hand  off  at  a  blow, 

And-  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  Face, 
Than  bear  fo  low  a  Sail,  to  ftrike  to  thee. K,  Edw. 
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AT.  Edw.  Sail  how  thou  canft, 

Have  Wind  and  Tide  thy  Friend, 

This  Hand,  faft  wound  about  thy  CoaI-b?ack  Hair, 
Shall,  whiles  thy  Head  is  warm,  and  new  cut  off, 
Write  in  the  Duft  this  Sentence  with  thy  Blood, 
Wind-changing  Warwick  now  can  change  no  more. 

Enter  Oxford,  with  Drum  and  Colours, 

War.  O  chearful  Colours,  fee  where  Oxford  comes. 
Oxf,  Oxford,  Oxford,  for  Lancafler, 
Glo.  The  Gates  are  open,  let  us  enter  too. 
K.Edw,  So  other  Foes  may  fee  upon  our  Backs. 

Stand  we  in  good  Array;  for  they  no  doubt 
Will  ifTueout  again,  and  bid  us  Battel; 
If  not,   the  City  being  but  of  fmall  defence, 

We'll  quickly  rouze  the  Traitors  in  the  fame. 
War,  Oh  welcome  Oxford,  for  we  want  thy  help.1 

Enter  Montague,  with  Drum  and  Colours, 
Mont,  Montague,  Montague,  for  Lancafler, 
Glo,  Thou  and  thy  Brother  both  fhall  buy  this  Ti  eafon 

Even  with  the  deareft  Blood  your  Bodies  bear. 

K,  Edw,  The  harder  match'd,  the  greater  Victory, 
My  Mind  prefageth  happy  Gain,  and  Conquefr. 

Enter  Somerfet,  with  Drum  and  Colours, 

Som,  Somerfet,  Somerfet,  for  Lancafler, 
Glo,  Two  of  thy  Nam?,  bothDukesof  Somerfet^ 

Have  fold  their  Lives  un-othe  Houfe  of  Terkj 
And  thou  fhalt  be  the  third,  if  this  Sword 'hold. 

Enter  Clarence,  with  Drum  and  Colours, 

War,  And  lo,  where  George  of  Clarence  fweeps  along, 
Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  Biother  Battel: 
With  whom  an  upright  Zeal  to  right  prevails 
More  th.n  the  Nature  of  a  Brother's  Love. 
Come  Clarence,  come;  thou  wilt,  if  Warwick^  call. 

Clar,  Father  of  Warwick^  know  you  what  this  means? 
Look  here,  I  throw  my  Infamy  at  thee: 

I  will  not  ruinate  my  Father's  Houfe, 
Who  gave  his  Blood  to  lime  the  Stones  together, 
And  fet  up  Lancafler,     Why,  trowed  thou,  Warwick^ 
That  Clarence  is  fo  harm,  fo  blunt,  unnatural, 
To  bend  the  fatal  Inftruments  of  War 

Againft  his  Brother,  and  his  lawful  King. 

F  3 
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Perhaps  thou  wilt  objed  my  holy  Oath: 
To  keep  that  Oath  were  more  Impiety, 

Than  Jepthab,  when  he  facrific'd  his  Daughter. 
I  am  fo  lorry  for  my  Trefpafs  made, 

That  to  deferve  well  at  my  Brother's  Hands, 
I  here  proclaim  my  felf  thy  mortal  Foe : 
With  Refolution,  wherefoe'er  I  meet  thee, 
(As  I  will  meet  thee,  rf  thou  ftir  Abroad,) 

To  plague  thee  for  thy  foul  mifs-leading  me. 
And  fo,  proud-hearted  Warwick  I  defie  thee, 
And  to  my  Brother  turn  my  blufhing  Cheeks. 
Pardon  me,  Edward,  I  will  make  amends : 
And  Richard,  do  not  frown  upon  my  Faults, 
For  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more   uncoriftanr. 

K.Edw.  Now  welcome  more,  and  ten  times  more  belov  d, 

Than  if  thou  never  had'ft  deferv'd  my  Hate. 
Glo.  Welcome,  good  Clarence,  this  is  Brother-like. 

War.  O  pafling  Traitor,  perjur'd  and  unjuft. 
K.  Edw.   What  Warwick^ 

Wilt  thou  leave  the  Town  and  fight? 
Orihall  we  beat  the  Stones  about  thine  Ears? 

War.  Alas,  I  am  not  coop'd  here  for  defence: 
I  will  away  towards  Barnet  prefently, 

And  bid  thee  Battel,  Edward,  if  thou  dar'ft. 
K.Edw.  Yes  Warwick^  Edward  dares,  and  leads  the  way: 

Lords  to  the  Field ;  St.  George  and  Victory.  [Exeunt. 
Aiarch.     Warwick  and  his  Company  follows. 

Alarum  and  Excurfions.     Enter  Edward  bringing  forth  War- 
wick wounded. 

K.Edw.  So,  lye  thou  there;  die  thou,  and  die  our  fear, 

TotWarwick^wzs  a  Bug  that  fear'd  us  all. 
Now  Montague  fit  faft,  I  feek  for  thee, 
That  Warwick  Bones  may  keep  thine  Company.         [Exit. 

War.  Ah,  who  is  nigh  f  Come  to  me,  Friend,  or  Foe, 
And  tell  me  who  is  Vi&or,  Torkj>  or  Warwick}. 
Why  ask  I  that  ?  my  mangled  Body  mews, 

My  BJood,  my  want  of  Strength,  my  fick  Heart  fliews, 
That  I  muft  yield  my  Body  to  the  Earth, 
And  by  my  fall,  the  conqueft  to  my  Foe. 

Thus  yields  the  Cedar  to  the  Ax's  edge, 
Whofe  Arms  gave  (helter  to  the  Princely  Eagle, 

Under 
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Under  whofe  fhade  the  ramping  Lion  flept, 

Whofe  top- branch  over-pec  rd  ̂ Wtf's  fpreading  Tree, 
And  kept  low  Shrubs  from  Winters  pow'rful  Wind, 

Thefe  Eyes,  that  now  are  dimn'd  with  Death's  black  Veil, 
Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  Mid-day  Sun, 
To  fearch  the  fecret  Tre^fonsof  the  World: 

The  wrinkles  in  my  Brows,  now  filPd  with  Blood, 

Were  Jik'ned  oft  to  Kingly  Sepulchres: 
For  who  liv'd  King,  but  I  could  dig  his  Grave? 
And  whodurft  (mile,  when  Warwick,  bent  his  Brow? 

Lo,  now  my  Glory  fmear'd  in  Dull:  and  Blood, 
My  Parks,  my  Walks  my  Mannors  that  I  had, 
Even  now  for  fake  me;  and  of  all  my  Lands, 

Is  nothing  left  me,  but  my  Body's  length. 
Why,  what  is  Pomp,  Rule,  Reign,  but  Earth  and  Dud  ? 
And  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  mud. 

Enter  Oxford  and  Somerftt. 

Som.  Ah  Warwick  Warwick  wert  thou  as  we  are, 
We  might  recover  all  our  Lofs  again : 

The  Queen  fromFrance  hafh  brought  a  puifTant  Power, 

Even  now  we  heard  the  News:  Ah,  could'ft thou fly. 
War.  Why  then  I  would  not  fly.     Ah  Montague 9 

J f  thou  be  there,  fweet  Brother,  take  my  Hand, 
And  with  thy  Lips  keep  in  my  Soul  a  while. 

Thou  lov'fl:  me  not;  for,  Brother,  if  thou  didft, 
Thy  Tears  would  wafh  this  cold  congealed  Blood, 
That  glews  my  Lips,  and  will  not  let  me  /peak. 
Come  quickly  Montague^  or  I  am  dead. 

Som,  Ah  Warwick  Montague  hath  breath'd  his  laft,1 
And  to  the  lateft  gafp,   cry'd  out  for  Warwick: 
And  fiid,  commend  me  to  my  valiant  Brother.  i 
And  more  he  would  have  faid,  and  more  he  /pokfi 
And  founded  like  a  Cannon  in  a  Vault, 

That  mought  not  be  diftinguifh'd;  but  at  Iafr, 
I  well  might  hear  delivered  with  a  Groan, 
O  fare w el  Warwick 

War.  Sweet  reft  his  Soul; 

Fly  Lords,  and  fave  your  felves, 
For  Warwicl^bids  you  all  farewel,  to  meet  in  Heaven/ [B/Vj. 

Oxf.  Away,  away,  to  meet  the  Queen's  great  Power. 
Here  they  bear  away  his  Body*  [Exeunt. 

F  4  Fhurifh* 



i  <Jo8  The  Third  Part  of 

Flourijb*     Enter  King  Edward  in  triumph,  with  Gloucefter, 
Clarence,  and  the  reft- 

K.Edw.  Thus  far  our  Fortune  keeps  an  upward  courfe, 

And  we  aregrac'd  with  wreaths  of  Victory; 
But  in  the  midft  of  this  bright- mining  Day, 
I  fpy  a  black  fufpicious  threatning  Cloud, 
That  will  encountgr  with  our  glorious  Sun, 

E'er  he  attain  his  eafeful  Weftern  Bed: 
I  mean,  my  Lords,  thofe  Powers  that  the  Queen 

Hath  rais'd  in  Gallia,  have  arriv'd  our  Coaft, 
And,  as  we  hear,  march  on  to  fight  with  us. 

Gar.  A  little  Gale  will  foon  difperfe  that  Cloud* 
And  blow  it  to  the  Source  from  whence  it  came; 

Thy  very  Beams  will  dry  thofe  Vapours  up, 
For  every  Cloud  engenders  not  a  Storm. 

Glo.  The  Queen  is  valued  thirty  thoufand  ftrong. 
And Somerfet,  with  Oxford,  fled  to  her; 

If  fhe  hath  time  to  breathe,  be  well  afTur'd 
Her  Faction  will  be  full  as  ftrong  as  ours. 

K.Edw..  We  are  advertis'd  by  our  loving  Friends, 
That  they  do  hold  their  courfe  toward  Tewkfbtiry. 
We  having  now  the  beft  at  Barnet  Field, 
Will  thither  ftraight,  for  willingnefs  rids  way, 
And  as  we  march,  our  ftrength  will  be  augmented, 

In  every  Country  as  we  go  along  .• 
Strike  up  the  Drum,  cry  Courage,  and  away.  [Exeunt* 

March.     Enter  the  Queen,  Prince  of  Wales,  S omer fet, 
Oxford,  and  Soldiers* 

Queen*    Great  Lords,  wife  Men  ne'er  fit  and  wail  their 
But  chearly  feek  how  to  redrefs  their  Harms.  [Lofs, 
\yhat  though  the  Mart  be  now  blown  over-board, 
The  Cable  broke,  the  holding- Anchor  loft, 
And  half  our  Sailors  fwallow'd  in  the  Flood  ? 
Yet  lives  our  Pilot  {till.     Is't  meet  that  he 
Should  leave  the  Helm,  and  like  a  fearful  Lad, 
With  tearful  Eyes  add  Water  to  the  Sea, 
And  give  more  ftrength  to  that  which  hath  too  much, 
Whiles  in  his  moan,  the  Ship  fplits  on  the  Rock, 

Which  Induftry  and  Courage  might  have  fav'd  ? 
Ah  what  a  fhame,  ah  what  a  fault  were  this. 

Say^  Warwick^  was  our  Anchor;  what  of  that? 

And 
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And  Montague  our  Top-maft  ;  what  of  him  I 

Our  flaughter'd  Friends,  the  Tackles;  what  of  thefe? 
Why  is  not  Oxford  here  another  Anchor  ? 
And  Somerfet,  another  goodly  Maft  ? 
The  Friends  of  France  our  Shrowds  and  Tacklings? 
And  though  unskilful,  why  not  Ned  and  I, 

For  once  allow'd  the  skilful  Pilot's  Charge,  ? 
We  will  not  from  the  Helm  to  fit  and  weep, 
But  keep  our  Courfe,  though  the  rough  Wind  fay  no, 
From  Shelves  and  Rocks,  that  threaten  us  with  Wrack. 
As  good  to  chide  the  Waves,  as  fpeak  them  fair. 
And  what  is  Edward,  but  a  ruthlefs  Sea  ? 

What  Clarence,  but  a  Quick-fand  of  Deceit  ? 
And  Richard,  but  a  ragged  fatal  Rock  ? 
All  thefe,  the  Enemies  to  our  poor  Bark. 

Say  you  can  fwim,   alas,  'tis  but  a  while ; 
Tread  on  the  Sand,  why  there  you  quickly  fink; 
Beftride  the  Rock,  the  Tide  will  waih  you  off, 

Or  elfe  you  famifh,  that's  a  three-fold  Death. 
This  fpeak  I,  Lords,  to  let  you  under/land, 
In  cafe  fome  one  of  you  would  fly  from  us, 

That  there's  no  hop'd-for  Mercy  with  the  Brothers, 
More  than  with  ruthlefs  Waves,  with  Sands  and  Rocks. 
Why  courage  then,  what  cannot  be  avoided, 
'Twere  childifh  wcaknefs  to  lament  or  fear. 

Prince,  Methinks  a  Woman  of  this  valiant  Spirit 
Should,  if  a  Coward  heard  her  fpeak  thefe  words, 
Infufe  his  Breaft  with  Magnanimity, 
And  make  him,  naked,  foil  a  Man  at  Arms. 
I  fpeak  not  this,  as  doubting  any  here  : 
For  did  I  but-fufpeft  a  fearful  Man, 
He  fhould  have  leave  to  go  away  betimes, 
Left  in  our  need  he  might  infecl  another, 
And  make  him  of  like  Spirit  to  himfelf. 
If  any  fuch  be  here,  as  God  forbid, 
I-et  him  depart  before  we  need  his  help. 

Oxf.  Women  and  Children  of  fo  high  a  Courage,1 
And  Warriors  faint !  why  'twere  perpetual  Shame. 
Oh  brave  young  Prince  !  thy  famous  Grandfather 

Doth  live  again  in  thee;  long  may 'ft  thou  live, 
{To  bear  his  Image,  and  renew  his  Glories. 

Som* 
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Som.  And  he  that  will  not  fight  for  fuch  a  Hope, 

Go  home  to  Bed,  and  like  the  Owl  by  Day, 

If  he  arife,  be  mock'd  and  wonder'd  at. 
Queen.  Thanks,  gentle  Somerfet^  fweet  Oxford  thanks. 
Prin.  And  take  his  Thanks,  that  yet  hath  nothing  elfe. 

Enter  a  Aiejfenger. 

Mef.  Prepare  you,  Lords,  for  Edward  is  at  hand, 
Ready  to  fight ;  therefore  be  refolute. 

Oxf  I  thought  no  lefs;  it  his  Policy, 
To  hafte  thus  fafr,  to  find  us  unprovided. 

Som.  But  he's  deceiv'd,  we  are  in  readinefs. 
Queen.  This  chears  my  Heart,  to  fee  your  forwardnefs. 
Oxf.  Here  pitch  our  Battel,  hence  we  will  not  budge. 
March.     Enter  King  Edward,   Glocefter,    Clarence, 

and  Soldiers. 

K.  Edw.  Brave  Followers,  yonder  ftands  the  thorny  Wood, 

Which,  by  the  Heaven's  Affiftance,  and  your  Strength, 
Muft,  by  the  Roots,  be  hewn  up  yet  e'er  Night. 
I  need  not  add  more  Fuel  to  your  Fire, 
For  well  I  wot,  ye  blaze,  to  burn  them  out : 
Give  Signal  to  the  Fight,  and  ro  it,   Lords. 

Queen.  Lords,  Knights,  and  Gentlemen,  what  I  fliould  fay, 

My  Tears  gain-fay;  for  every  word  I  fpeak, 
Yt  fee  I  dunk  the  Water  of  my  Eye : 
Therefore,  no  more  but  this ;  Henry  ̂   your  Sovereign, 

Is  Prifoner  to  the  Foe,  his  State  ulurp'd, 
His  Realm  a  SJaughter-houfe,  his  Subjects  (lain, 

His  Statutes  cancell'd,  and  his  Treafure  fpent: 
And  yonder  is  the  Wolf,  that  makes  this  Spoil. 

You  fight  in  Juftice  :  Then  in  God's  Name,  Lords, 
Be  valiant,  and  give  Signal  to  the  Fight. 

Alarum^  Retreat^  Excurfions. 
Enter  King  Edward,  Glocefter,  Clarence,  &c.    The  Oueen, 

Oxford,  and  Somerfet  Prifoners. 

K.  Edw.  Now  here's  a  Period  of  tumultuous  Broils. 
Away  with  Oxford  to  Hammes  Caftle  ftraight : 
For  Somerfet)  off  with  his  guilty  Head. 
Go  bear  them  hence,  I  wilj  not  hear  them  fpeak. 

Oxf  For  my  part,  I'll  not  trouble  thee  with  words. 
Som.  Nor  I,  but  ftoop  with  Patience  to  my  Fortune. 

[Exeunt. 
Queen, 
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Omen.  So  part  we  fadly  in  this  troublous  World, 

To  meet  with  Joy  in  fweer  Jerufalem. 
K.  Edw.  Is  Proclamation  made,  That  who  finds  Edward 

Shall  have  a  high  Re-ward,  and  he  his  Life? 
Glo.  It  is,  and  lo  where  youthful  Edward  comes. 

Enter  the  Prince  of  Wales. 
K.  Edw,  Bring  forth  the  Gallant,  let  us  hear  him  fpeak. 

What?  can  fo  young  a  Thorn  begin  to  prick? 
Edward,  what  Satisfaction  canft  thou  make, 
For  bearing  Arms,  for  ftirring  up  my  Subjects, 
And  all  the  Trouble  thou  haft  turr/d  me  to? 

Prince.  Speak  like  a  Subject,  proud  ambitious  Tork. 

Sjppofe  that  I  am  now  my  Father's  Mouth, 
Refign  thy  Chair,  and  where  I  ftand,   kneel  thou, 
Whilft  I  propofe  the  f elf- fame  words  to  thee, 

Which,  Traitor,  thou  would'ft  have  me  anfwer  to. 
Queen.  Ah  I  that  thy  Father  had  been  fo  refolv'd. 
Glo.  That  you  might  ftill  have  worn  the  Petticoat* 

And  ne'er  have  ftoln  the  Breech  from  Lancafier. 
Prince.  Let  ts£fop  Fable  in  a  Winter's  Night, 

His  Currifh  Riddles  fort  not  with  this  place. 

Glo.  By  Heaven,  Brar,  I'll  plague  ye  for  that  word. 
Queen,  Ay,  thou  waft  born  to  be  a  Plague  to  Men. 

Glo.  For  God's  fake,  take  away  this  captive  Scold. 
Prince.  Nay,  takeaway  this  fcolding  Crook-back,  rather, 
K.  Edw.  Peace,  wilful  Boy,  or  I  will  charm  your  Tongue. 
Clar.  Untutor'd  Lad,  thou  art  too  malapert. 
Prince.  I  know  my  Duty,  you  are  all  undutiful: 

Lafcivious  Edward,  and  thou  perjur'd  George, 
And  thou  mif-fhapen  Dic^}  I  tell  ye  all, 
I  am  your  better,  Traitors  as  ye  are. 

And  thou  ufurp'ft  my  Father's  Right  and  mine. 
K.  Edw.  Take  that,  thou  likenefs  of  this  Railer  here. 

[Stabs  him, 

Glo,  Sprawl'ft  thou  ?  take  that,  to  end  thy  Agony. [Rich,  ftabs  him. 

Clar.  And  there's  for  twitting  me  with  Perjury. 
[Clar.  fiabs  him* 

Queen.  Oh,  kill  me  too  ! 
Glo.  Marry,  and  mall.  [Offers  to  kill  her. 
K.  Edw.Holdy  Richard}hold>  for  we  have  done  too  much. 

Glo. 
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Glo.  Why  fhould  file  live,  to  fill  the  world  with  words  ? 
K.  Edw.  What?  doth  fhe  fwoon?  ufe  Means  for  her  Re- 

covery. 
Glo.  Clarence,  excufe  me  to  the  King  my  Brother  : 

111  hence  to  London  on  a  ferjous  Matter, 

E'er  ye  come  there,  be  fure  to  hear  fome  News. 
Clar.  What?  what? 
Glo.  Tower,  the  Tower.  \_Exit. 
Queen.  Qh,  Ned,  fweet  Ned,  fpeak  to  thy  Mother,  Boy. 

Canlt  thou  not  fpeak?    O  Traitors,  Murderers  J 

They  that  ftabb'd  Cefar,  (Tied  no  Blood  at  all, 
Did  not  offend,  nor  were  not  worthy  Blame, 
If  this  foul  Deed  were  by,  to  equal  it. 

He  was  a  Man ;  this  (in  refpec'tj  a  Child, 
And  Men  ne'er  fpend  their  Fury  on  a  Child. 
What's  worfe  than  Murtherer,  that  I  may  name  it  ? 
No,  no,  my  Heart  will  burfT,  and  if  I  fpeak   
And  I  will  fpeak,  that  fo  my  Heart  may  burft. 
Butchers  and  Villains,  bloody  Cannibals, 
How  fweet  a  Plant  have  you  untimely  cropt: 
You  have  no  Children,  Butchers;  if  you  had, 

The  thought  of  them  would  have  ftirr'd  up  Remorfe; 
But  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  Child, 
Look  in  his  Youth  to  have  him  fo  cut  off, 
As  deathfmen  you  have  rid  this  fweet  young  Prince. 

K.  Edw.    Away  with  her,  go  bear  her  hence  by  force. 
Queen.  Nay,  never  bear  me  hence,  difpatch  me  here  : 

Here  fheath  thy  Sword,  111  pardon  thee  my  Death: 
What  ?  wilt  thou  not?  then  Clarence  do  it  thou. 

Clar.  By  Heaven,  I  will  not  do  thee  fo  muchEafe. 
Oueen.  Good  Clarence  do,  fweet  Clarence  do  thou  do  it. 

Clar.  Did'ft  thou  not  hear  me  fwear  I  would  not  do  it? 
Queen.  Ay,  but  thou  ufeft  to  forfwear  thy  felf : 

'Twas  Sin  before,  but  now  'tis  Charity. 
What,  wilt  thou  not  ?  where  is  that  Devil's  Butcher,  Richard, 
Hard-favour'd  Richard?  Richard,  where  art  thou  ? 
Thou  art  not  here :  Murther  is  thy  Almfdeed. 

Petitioner  for  Blood  thou  ne'er  pull'ft  back. 
K.  Edw.  Away,  I  fay,  I  charge  ye  bear  her  hence. 
Queen.  So  come  to  you  and  yours,  as  to  this  Prince. 

[Exit  Queen. K*  Edw. 
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K.  Edw.  Where's  Richard  gone  ? 
C/rf,  To  London  all  in  poft,  and  as  I  guefs, 

To  make  a  bloody  Supper  in  the  Tower. 

K.  Edw.  He's  fudden,  if  a  thing  comes  in  his  head. 
Now  march  we  hence,  difcharge  the  common  fort 

With  pay  and  thanks,  and  let's  away  to  London^ 
And  fee  our  gentle  Queen  how  well  fhe  fares. 

By  this,  I  hope,   fhe  hath  a  Son  for  me.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  King  Henry,  and  Gloccfter,  with  the  Lieutenant- on  the  Tower  Walls. 

Glo.  Good  day,  my  Lord;  what  at  your  Book  fo  hard? 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  my  good  Lord ;  my  Lord, I  mould  fay  rather, 

'Tis  (in  to  flatter,  Good  was  little  better  : 
Good  Gtffier,  and  Good  Devil,  were  alike, 
And  both  prepofterous ;  therefore,  not  Good  Lord. 

Glo.  Sirrah,  leave  us  to  our  felves,  we  muft  confer. 

[Exit  Lieutenant. 
K.  Henry.  So  flies  the  wreaklefs  Shepherd  from  the  Wolf, 

So  firft  the  harmlefs  Flock  doth  yield  his  Fleece, 
And  next  his  Throat  unto  the  Butcher's  Knife. 
What  Scene  of  Death  hath  RoJJius  now  to  act  ? 

Glo.  Sufpicion  always  haunts  the  guilty  mind, 
The  Thief  doth  fear  each  Bum  an  Officer. 

K.Henry.  The  Bird  that  hath  been  limed  in  a  bum, 
With  trembling  Wings  mifdoubteth  every  burn  ; 
And  I,  the  helplefs  Male  to  one  fwect  Bird, 
Have  now  the  fatal  Object  in  my  Eye, 

Where  my  poor  young  was  lim'd,  was  caught  and  kill'd. Glo.  Why  what  apeevifh  Fool  was  that  of  Creety 
That  taught  his  Son  the  Office  of  a  Fowl  ? 

And  yet,  for  all  his  Wings,  the  Fool  was  drown'd. 
K.Henry.  I,  Dedalus;  my  poor  Boy,  Icarus; 

Thy  Father,  Minosy  that  deny'd  our  courfe ; 
The  Sun  that  fear'd  the  Wings  of  my  fweet  Boy, 
Thy  Brother  Edward;  and  thy  felf,  the  Sea, 
Whofe  envious  Gulf  did  fwallow  up  his  Life: 
Ah,  kill  me  with  thy  Weapon,  not  with  Words, 

My  Breaft  can  better  brook  thy  Dagger's  point, 
Than  can  my  Ears  that  tragick  Hiftory. 

But  wherefore  doft  thou  come?  Is't  for  my  Life  ? 
Glo.  Think'ft  thou  I  am  an  Executioner  ? 

K.  Henry. 
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K.  Henry.  A  Perfecutor  I  am  fare  thou  art ; 

If  murthering  Innocents  be  Executing, 
Why  then  thou  art  an  Executioner. 

Glo.  Thy  Son  I  kill'd  for  his  Prefumption, 
K.  Henry.  Hadft  thou  been  kill'd  when  firft  thou  didft  pre- 

Thou  hadft  not  liv'd  to  kill  a  Son  of  mine  i  (  fume, 
And  thus  I  prophcfie,  that  many  a  thoufand, 
Which  now  miftruft  no  parcel  of  my  fear, 

And  many  an  old  Man's  figh,  and  many  a  Widow's,         ̂  
And  many  an  Orphan's  water- (landing  Eye, Men  for  their  Son?,  Wives  for  their  Husbands  fate, 
And  Orphans  for  their  Parents  timelefs  Death, 
Shall  rue  the  Hour  that  ever  thou  waft  born. 

The  Owl  fhriek'd  at  thy  Birth,  an  evil  fign, 
The  Night-Crow  cry'd,  aboding  lucklefs  time  ; 
Dogs  howl'd,  and  hideous  Tempeft  (hook  down  Trees  5 
The  Raven  rook'd  her  on  the  Chimney's  top, 
And  chattering  Pyes  in  difmal  Difcords  fung : 

Thy  Mother  felt  more  than  a  Mother's  pain, 
And  yet  brought  forth  lefs  than  a  Mother's  hope, 
To  wit,  an  indigefted  deform'd  Lump, 
Not  like  the  Fruit  of  fuch  a  goodly  Tree. 
Teeth  hadft  thou  in  thy  Head  when  thou  waft  born, 

To  fignifie  thou  cam'ft  to  bite  the  World  : 
And,  if  the  reft  be  true  which  I  have  heard, 

Thou  cam'ft   -« 
Glo.  I'll  hear  no  more : 

Die,  Prophet,  in  thy  Speech;  [Subs  him* 

For  this,  amongft  the  reft,  was  I  ordain'd. 
K.  Henry.  Ay,  and  for  much  more  Slaughter  after  this— — - 

O  God,  forgive  my  Sins,  and  pardon  thee.  [Dies. 

Glo.  What?  will  th'afpiring Blood  of  Lancafter 
Sink  in  the  ground  ?  I  thought  it  would  have  mounted. 

See  how  my  Sword  weeps  for  the  poor  King's  death. 
O  may  fuch  purple  Tears  be  alway  (Tied 
From  thofe  who  wifh  the  downfal  of  our  Houfe. 

If  any  fpark  of  Life  be  yet  remaining, 
Down,  down  to  Hell,  and  fay  I  fent  thee  thither, 

,  '  [Stabs  him  again* 
j,  that  have  neither  pity,  lov'e;  nor  fear. 
Indeed  'tis  true  that  Heriry  told  me  of : For 
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For  I  have  often  heard  my  Mother  fay, 
I  came  into  the  World  with  my  Legs  forward. 
Had  I  not  reafon,  think  ye,  to  make  hafte, 

And  feek  their  Ruin,  that  ufurp'd  our  Right  ? 
The  Midwife  wondcr'd,  and  the  Women  cry'd, 
0  Jefus  blefs  us,  he  is  born  with  Teeth  ! 
And  fo  I  was,  which  plainly  fignified, 
That  I  mould  fnarle,  and  bite,  and  play  the  Dog  : 

Then  fince  the  Heav'ns  have  ftiap'd  my  Body  fo, 
Let  Hell  make  crook'd  my  Mind  to  anfwer  it. 
1  have  no  Brother,  I  am  like  no  Brother  : 
And  this  word  [Love]  which  grey  Beards  call  Divine, 
Be  refident  in  Men  like  one  another, 
And  not  in  me  :  I  am  my  felf  alone. 

CLirence  beware,  thou  kecp'ft  me  from  the  light, 
But  I  will  fort  a  pitchy  Day  for  thee  : 
For  I  will  buz  abroad  fuch  Prophecies, 
That  Edward  (hA\  be  fearful  of  his  Life, 

And  then,  to  purge  his  fear,  Til  be  thy  Death. 
King  Henry ,  and  the  Prince  his  Son,  are  gone, 
Clarence,  thy  turn  is  next,  and  then  the  reft ; 

Counting  my  fdf  but  bad,  'till  I  be  befr. 
I'll  throw  thy  Body  in  another  room, 
And  triumph,  Henry 9  in  thy  day  of  Doom.  [Exit. 
Enter  King  Edward,  Queen,    Clarence,   Glocefter,   Ha- 

ftings,  Ntirfe9  and  Attendants. 

K.  Edw.  Once  more  we  fit  on  England's  Royal  Throne, 
Re-purchas'd  with  the  Blood  of  Enemies  : 
What  valiant  Foe-men,  like  to  Autumn's  Corn, 
Have  we  mow'd  down  in  top  of  all  their  Pride? 
Three  Dukes  of  Somerfet,  threefold  Renown'd, 
For  hardy  and  undoubted  Champions : 
Two  Cliffords,  as  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
And  two  Northumberlands ;  two  braver  Men, 

Ne'er  fpurr'd  their Courfers  at  the  Trumpets  found. 
With  them,  the  two  brave  Bears,  Warwick^xni  Montague^ 
That  in  their  Chains  fetter'd  the  Kingly  Lion, 
And  made  the  Foreft  tremble  when  they  roar'd. 
Thus  have  we  fwept  Sufpicion  From  our  Seat, 
And  made  our  Footftool  of  Security. 

Come  hjther,  Bejs,  and  let  me  kifs  my  Boy* 

Young 



i6i6  The  Third  Part,  &c. 

Young  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  Unkles,  and  my  k\ft 

Have  in  our  Armors  watch'd  the  winter  Night, 
Went  all  a-foot  in  Summers  fcalding  heat, 

That  thou  might'ft  repoiTefs  the  Crown  in  peace, 
And  of  our  Labours  thou  (halt  reap  the  Gain. 

Glo.  I'll,  blaft  his  Harveft,  if  your  Head  were  laid* 

For  yet  I  am  not  look'd  on  in  the  World, 
This  Shoulder  was  ordain'd  fo  thick,  to  heave, 
And  heave  it  mall  fome  weight,  or  break  my  back,' 
Work  thou  the  way,  and  that  mall  execute.  [dfide. 

K.  Edw.  Clarence  and  Glo'ftery  love  my  lovely  Queen, 
And  kifs  your  Princely  Nephew,  Brothers  both. 

Clar.  The  duty  that  I  owe  your  Majefty, 
I  feal  upon  the  Lips  of  this  fweet  Babe. 

K.Ediv.  Thanks,  noble  Clarence,  worthy  Brother,  thanks. 

Glo.  And  that  I  love  the  Tree  from  whence  thou  fprang'ft, 
Witnefs  the  loving  Kifs  I  give  the  Fruit  : 

To  fay  the  truth,  fo  Judas  kifs'd  his  Matter,  [Afide. 
And  cry'd,  all  hail*  when  as  he  meant  all  harm. 

K.  Edw.  Now  am  I  feated  as  my  Soul  delights, 

Having  my  Country's  peace,  and  Brothers  loves. 
Clar.  What  will  your  Grace  have  done  with  Margarei\ 

Reignier  her  Father,  to  the  King  of  France 

Hath  pawn'd  the  Sicils  and  Jerufalem, 
And  hither  have  they  fent  it  for  her  Ranfom. 
K.Edw.  Away  with  her,  and  waft  her  hence  to  Francez 

And  now  what  refts,  but  that  we  fpend  the  time 
With  ftately  Triumphs,  mirthful  Comick  Shows, 
Such  as  befits  the  Pleafure  of  the  Court  ? 
Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets,  farewel  fowr  Annoy, 
For  here,  I  hope,  begins  our  lafting  Joy.         [Exeunt  omnes. 
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LIFE  and  DEATH 
O    F 

RICHARD  III  &c. 

ACT!    SCENE    L 

£»f «■  Richard  /  Glo'f.er,  folus, 

OW  is  th.- Winter  of  our  Difcontesr, 

Made  glorious  Summer  by  this  Sun  of  York^' 
And   all  the  Clouds  that    lowr'd  upon  our H01     , 

In  th?  deep  Gofom  of  the  Ocean  bury'd. Nov  arc  our  Brows  bound  with  Victorious 
Wreaths, 

Ourbruiftd  Arms  hunq  up  for  Monument?;      ' 

Our  ftcrn  Alarums  chang'd  to  men  j      '  s ; 
Our  dreadful  Marchts  to  delightful  Meafuks. 
Grim-vifg'd  War  hath  fmooth/d  his  wrinkled  Front; 
And  now,  in  (lead  of  mounting  Barbed  Stec 
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To  fright  the  Souls  of  fearful  Adverfaries, 

He  capers  nimbly  in  a  Lady's  Chamber, 
To  the  hfcivious  pleating  of  a  Lute. 

But  I,  that  am  not  fhap'd  for  fportive  Tricks, 
Nor  made  to  court  an  amorous  Looking-glafs, 

I,  that  am  rudely  ftampr,  and  want  Love's  Majefty, 
To  flrut  before  a  wanton  ambling  Nymph; 

I,  th.it  am  curtail'd  of  this  fair  Proportion, 
Cheated  of  Feature  by  diffembling  Nature, 

D-form'd,  unfinilli'd,  fent  before  my  time 
Into  this  breathing  World,  fcarce  half  made  up, 
And  that  fo  lamely  and  unfafhionable, 
That  Dogs  bark  at  me,  as  I  halt  by  them : 
Why  I  (in  this  weak  piping  time  of  Peace,/ 
Have  no  delight  to  pafs  away  the  time, 
Unless  to  fee  my  Shadow  in  the  Sun, 
And  defcant  on  mine  own  Deformity. 
Ard  therefore,  fince  I  cannot  prove  a  Lover, 
To  entertain  thefe  fair  well-fpoken  Days, 
I  am  determined  to  prove  a  Villain, 
And  hate  the  idle  Pleafuresof  thefe  Days. 
Plots  have  I  laid,  Inductions  dangerous, 
.By  drunken  Proprieties,  Libels,  and  Dreams, 
To  fet  my  Brother  Clarence  and  the  King 
In  deadly  hate,  the  one  againft  the  other: 
And  if  King  Edivard  be  as  True  and  Juft, 
As  I  am  Subtle,   Falfe  and  Treacherous, 

This  Day  ihouid  Clarence  clofely  be  mew'd  up, 
About  a  Prophefie,  which  fays,  that  G 

Of  Edward's  Heirs  the  Murtherer  fhall  be. 
DiveThoughts  down  to  my  Soul,  here  Clarence  comes. 

Enter  Clarence,  and  Brakenbury,  guarded. 
Brother,  good  Day;  what  means  this  armed  Guard 
That  waits  upon  your  Grace? 

Gar.  His  Majefly,  tendring  my  Perfon's  fafety, 
Hath  appointed  this  Conduct  to  convey  me  to  th?  Tower* 

Glo.  Upon  what  Caufe? 
CUr.   Becaufe  my  Name  is  George. 
Glo.  Alack,  my  Lord,  that  Fault  is  none  of  yours: 

He  mould  for  that  commit  your  Godfathers,  s 
O  belike,  his  Majefly  hath  fame  intent, That 
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That  you  mould  be  new  Chriftned  in  the  Tower. 

But  what's  the  Matter,  Clarence,  may  1  know  ? 
Clar.  Yea  Richard,  when  I  know;  but  I  proteft 

As  yet  I  do  not;  but  as  I  can  learn, 
He  barkens  after  Proprieties  and  Dreams, 

And  from  the  Crofs-row  plucks  the  letter  G  -> 
And  fays  a  Wizard  told  him,  that  by  G, 
His  Iffue  difinhtrited  fhould  be. 

And  for  my  Name  of  George  begins  with  G, 
Ir  follows  in  his  Thought  that  I  am  he. 
Thcfe,.  as  I  learn,  and  iuch  like  toys  as  thefe, 

Have  mov'd  his  Highnefsto  commit  me  now. 
Glo.  Why  thisitis,whenMenarerurdby  Women. 

Tis  not  the  King  that  fends  you  to  the  Tower; 

My  Lad)'  Gray  his  Wife,  Clarence*  'tis  fhe, 
That  tempts  him  to  this  harQi  Extremity. 
Was  it  not  ftie,  and  that  good  Man  of  Worihip, 
Anthony  Woodvil  her  Brother  there, 
That  made  him  fend  Lord  Hafiings  to  the  Tower 
From  whence  this  Day  he  is  delivered. 
We  are  not  dfe,   Clarence,  we  are  not  fdfe. 

Clar.   By  Heaven,  I  think  there  is.  no  Man  fecure 

But  rhe  Queen's  Kindred,  and  Night-walking  Heralds, 
That  trudge  betwixt  the  King  and  Miftrefs  Shore. 

Heard  von  not  what  an  humble  Suppliant 
Lord  Ha  flings  was  for  his  delivery? 

Glo.  Humbly  complaining  to  her  Deity, 
Got  my  Lord  Chamberlain  ins  Liberty. 

I'll  tell  you  v.  hit,  I  think  it  is  our  way, 
If  we  will  keep  in  favour  with  the  King, 
To  be  her  Meo,  and  wear  her  Livery  : 

The  jealous  o'er- worn  Widow,  and  her  k\f, 
Since  that  our  Brother  dub'd  them  Gentlewomen, 
Are  mighty  G  > flips  in  our  Monarchy. 

Brak.  I  befeech  your  Graces  both  to  pardon  me, 
His  Majefty  ha:h  ftraightly  given  in  charge, 
That  no  Man  fhall  have  private  Conference, 

Of  what  degree  foeve",  with  your  Brother. 
Glo.  Even  fo,  and  pieafe  your  worfhip,  Brahcnbttry  \ 

You  may  partake  of  any  thing  we  fay: 
We  fpeak  no  Treafon,  Mm   .We  fay  the  King 

G  J  In 
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Is  wife  and  virtuous,  and  his  noble  Queen 
Well,  ftrook  in  Years,  fair,  and  not  jealous. 

We  fay,  that  Shore* $  \Vife  hath  a  pretty  Foot, 
A  cherry  Lip,  a  bonny  Eye,  a  paiTingpIeafing  Tongue: 
That  the  Queen's  Kindred  are  made  Gentk-folks. 
How  fay  you,  Sir?  can  jou  deny  all  this? 

Brak.  With  this,  my  Lord,  my  felf  have  nought  to  do* 
Glo*  Naught  to  do  with  .Miitrefs  Shore* 

I  tell  thee.  Fellow,  he  that  doth  naught  with  her, 
Excepting  one,  were  beft  to  do  it  fecretly  afonc. 

firak-  What  one,  my  Lord? 
Glo.  Her  Husband,  Knave — — woulcTft  thou  betray  me? 
hrak,  I  do  befeech  your  Gr;ce 

To  pardon  m°,  and  withal  forbear 
Your  Conferencs  with  thenoblt  Duke. 

Clar.  We  know  thy  cbafgf,  Brakc'/ibxry,  and  will  obey, 
Glo,  We  are  the  Queen's  A'-ject •,  and  mull  obey. 

Brother  farewel,  I  will  unto  the  King, 

And  whatfoe'er  you  will  employ  me  ir, 
Were  it  to  call  King  Edwara'i,  Widow,  Sifter, 
I  will  perform  it  to  infranchife  you. 
Mean  time,  this  deep  difgraee  of  Brotherhood, 
Touches  me  deeper  than  you  can  imagine. 

Clar.  I  know  it  pleafcth  neither  of  us  well, 

Glo.  Wdly  your  Imprifonment  (hall  not  be  Ion{*, 
I  will  deliver  you,  or  elk  lye  for  you: 
Mean  time  have  patience. 

Clar.  I  muli  perforce  j  farcwel.  [Ex*  Brak.  Clar. 

Glo*  Go  tread  the  path  that  thcu  (halt,  ne'er  return  : 
Simple  plain  Clarence   1  do  love  thee  fo, 

That  I  will  (hardy'  fend  thy  Soul  to  Heav'p, 
If  Heav'n  will  take  the  Prefent  at  nur  Hands;   - 

But  who  comes  here?  the  new  deliver'd  Haflingsf 
Enter  Lord  Haftings. 

Haft*  Good  time  of  day  unto  my  gracious  Lord. 
Glo.  As  much  unto  my  good  Lord  Chamberlain: 

Well  are  you  welcome  to  this  open  Air5 

Ko  /  hath  your  Lordfhip  brook'd  Imprifonment? 
Hafe.  With  pari* nee,  noble  Lord,  as  Prifoners  muft : 

But  3  ihall  live,  my  Lord,  to  give  them  thanks 
That  were  the  caufe  of  my  Imprif,nmenfa    . 
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Glo.  No  doubr,  no  doubt,  and  fo  fhall  Clarence  too, 

For  they  that  were  your  Enemies  are  his, 
And  have  prevaifd  as  much  on  him,  as  you. 

Haft.  More  pity,  that  the  Eagles  mould  be  mew'd. 
Whiles  Kites  and  Buzzards  play  at  Liberty* 

Glo.  What  News  abroad  ? 
Haft.  No  News  fo  bad  abroad  as  this  at  horn: : 

The  King  is  fickly,  weak,  and  melancholy, 
And  his  Phyficians  fear  him  mightily. 

Glo.  Now  by  Sr.  Johny  that  news  is  bad  indeed. 
0  he  hath  kept  an  evil  Diet  long, 

And  over-much  confum'd  his  Royal  Pcrfon  : 
*Tis  very  grievous  to  be  thought  upon. 
Where  is  he,  in  his  ti'~dz 

Haft.  He  15. 

Glo.  Go  yo  ,  nnd  I  will  follow  you. 

[Exit  Haftines. 
cannot  live,  I  ;  and  mufr,  not  d\ey 

'  Till  George  be  pack'd  with  poit-horfe  up  toHeav'n. 
1  11  in  to  urge  his  hatred  more  to  Clarence, 
Which  lyes  well  ftccTd  with  weighty  argument?, 
And  if  I  fail  nor  in  my  deep  intent, 
Clarence  hath  not  another  d.\y  td  live: 
Which  done,  God  tike  King  Edward  to  hisMercv. 
And  leave  the  World  for  me  to  buftle  in. 

For  then,  I'll  marry  Warwick^  youngeft  Daughter  : What  though  I  kiifd  her  Husband,  and  her  Father* 
The  readied  way  to  make  the  Wench  amends, 
Is  to  become  her  Husband  and  her  Fath 
The  which  will  I,  not  all  fo  much  for  Love, 
As  for- another  fecret  clofe  intent, 
By  marrying  her,  which  I  mu ft  reach  unto. 
But  yet  I  run  before  my  Horfe  to  Market: 
Clarence  (till  breaths,  Edward  flill  lives  and  refgn?, 
When  they  are  gone,  then  mrift  I  count  my  Gains.     [Exit. 

G  4  SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E     II. 

Enter  the  Coarfe  of  Henry  the  Sixth,  -with  Halberds  to  guard 
ity  Lady  Anne  being  the  Mourner, 

Anne.  Sep  down,  fet  down  your  honourable  load3 
Jf  Honour  may  be  fhrowded  in  a  Herfe  ; 

Whilft  I  a-while  obfequioully  lament 
The  untimely  fall  of  virtuous  Lancafier, 

Poor  key-cold  Figure  of  a  holy  King, 
Pale  A(hes  of  theL  Houfe  of  Lancafter  ; 
Thou  bloodlefs  Remnant  of  that  Royal  Blood, 
Be  it  lawful  that  I  invocate  thy  Ghoft, 
To  hear  the  Lamentations  of  poor  Anne, 
Wife  to  thy  Edward,  to  thy  flaugbtred  Son, 

Stab'd  by  the  felffame  hand  that  made  thefe  wounds, 
Lo,  in  thefe  Windows  that  let  forth  thy  Life, 
I  pour  the  helplefs  Balm  of  my  poor  Eyes. 
O  curfed  be  the  hand  that  made  thefe  hoks! 
Curfed  the  Heart,  that  had  the  Heart  to  do  it! 
Curfed  the  Blood,  that  kt  this  Blood  from  hence, 
More  direful  hap  beride  that  hated  wretch, 
That  makes  us  wretched  by  the  death  of  thee, 
Than  I  can  wiih  to  Wolves,  to  Spiders,  Toads, 

Or  any  creeping  venom'd  thing  that  lives. 
If  ever  h?  have  Child,  abortive  be  ir, 
Prodigious,  and  untimely  brought  to  light, 
Whofe  ugly  and  unnatuial  Alpecl, 
May  fright  the  hopeful  Mother  at  the  view* 
And  that  be  Heir  to  his  unhappinefs. 
If  ever  he  have  Wifes  let  her  be  made 
More  miferable  by  the  death  of  him, 
Than  I  am  made  by  my  young  Lord,  and  thee. 
Come  now  towards  Chertfey  with  your  holy  Load, 
Taken  from  Paul's  to  be  interred  there. 
And  ftill  as  you  are  weary  of  this  weighr, 

Reft  you,  whiles  I  lament  King  Henry**  Coarfe. 
Enter  Richard  Duke  o/Glocefter. 

Gle.  Stay  you  that  bear  the  Coarfe,  and  fet  it  down, 
Jlnm* 
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Anne*  What  black  Magician  conjures  up  this  Fiend, 

To  flop  devoted  charitable  Deeds? 
Glo.  Villains,  fet  down  the  Coarfe  ;  or  by  St.  Pauly 

I»|l  make  a  Coarfe  of  him  that  difobeys. 
Gen.  My  Lord,  ftand  back,  and  let  the  Coffin  pafr, 

Glo.  Unmanner'd  Dog, 
Stand  thou  when  I  command : 

Advance  thy  Halbert  higher  than  my  Breafr, 

Or  by  St.  Paul,  I'll  ftnke  thee  to  my  Foot, 
And  fpurn  upon  thee,  Beggar,  for  thy  boldnefs. 

Anne.  What  do  you  tremble?  are  you  all  afraid? 
Alas,  I  blame  you  not,  for  you  are  mortal, 
And  mortal  Eyes  cannot  endure  the  Devil. 
Avant,  thou  dreadful  Minifter  of  Hell: 

Thou  hadft  but  power  over  his  morfal  Body, 
His  Soul  thou  canft:  rot  have;  therefore  be  gone, 

Glo.  Sweet  Saint,  for  Charity,  be  not  fo  cur  ft. 
Anne.  Foul  Devil ! 

For  God's  fake  hence,  and  trouble  us  nor, 
For  thou  haft  made  the  happy  Earth  thy  Hell: 

Fill'd  it  with  curffrig  cries,  and  deep  exclaims 
If  thou  delight  to  \iew  thy  hainous  Deeds, 
Behold  this  pattern  of  thy  Butcheries. 

Oh  Gentlemen!  fee!   fee  dead  Henry's  wounds 
Open  their  conqeal'd  Mou'lr,  3nd  bl^ed  a-frefh. 
Blufh,  blufh,  thou  lump  of  roul  Deformity; 

For  'tis  thy  prefence  that  exhales  this  Blood 
From  cold  and  empty  Vein<,  where  no  blood  dwel-s. 
Thy  Deeds  inhumar,  and  unnatural, 
Provoke  this  Deluge  moft  unnatural, 

OGod!  which  this  Btood  mad'ft,  revenge  his  Death: 
O  Earth!  which  this  Blood  drink'/},  revenge  his  D^ath. 
Either  Heav'n  with  Lightning  ftrike  the  MuitrYier  dead, 
Or  Earth,  gape  open  wide,  and  est  him  quick, 

As  thou  deft  fwallow  up  this  good  King's  Blood, 
Which  his  Hell-govern'd  a<m  hath  butchered. 

Glo.  Lady,  you  know  no  Rules  of  Charity, 
Which  renders  good  for  bad,   Bleffings  for  Curfes. 

Anne.  Villain,  thou  know'ft  nor  law  of  God  nor  Man; 
No  Beaft  fo  fierce,  but  knows  forne  tor  ch  of  pity. 

Glo.  But  I  know  none,  and  therefore  am  no  Beaft. 

Anne. 
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Anns.  O  wonderful  when  Devils  tell  the  truth/ 

Glo.  More  wonderful,  when  Angels  are  To  angry: 
Vouchsafe,  divine  perfection  of  a  Woman, 
Of  thefe  fuppofed  Crime?,  to  give  me  leave, 
By  circumstance,  but  to  acquit  my  felf. 

Anne,  V  ife,  diffus'd  irfe&iqn  of  a  Mah, 
Of  thefe  known  evils  but  to  give  me  leave 
By  circurnflance,  ro  curfe  thy  curfed  felf. 

Glo.  Fairer  than  Tongue  can  name  thee,  let  me  have 
Some  patient  leifure  to  excufe  my  itlt\ 

'nne.  F  >ulcr  than  Heart  can  think  thee, 
Thou  can  It  make  no  excufe  that  will  be  currant, 

Unlefs  thou  hang  thy  felf, 
Glo.  By  fuch  dcfpair,  I  flaould  accufe  my  felf. 

Anne.  And  by  d Tpairing  (halt  thou  (land  excus'd> 
For  doing  worthy  Vengeance  on  thy  fd(; 
That  didd  unworthy,  (laughter  upon  others. 

Glo.  Say,  that  I  flew  thtm  not, 

Anne.  Then  fay,  they  were  not  flain: 
But  dead  they  are,  and,  devilifh  Slave,  by  thee. 
.    Glo.  I  did  not  kill  your  Husband. 

Anne.  Why  then  he  is  alive. 

Glo.  Nay,  he  is  dead,  and  flain  by  Edward*  shhnds. 
Anne.  In  thy  foul  Throat  thou  ly'lr, 

Queen  Margaret  law 

Thy  murd'rous  Faulchion  fmoaking  in  his  Blood: 
The  which  thou  once  didft  Lend  againfl:  her  Breaft, 
But  that  thy  Brothers  beat  afide  the  point.  i 

Glo.  I  was  provoked  by  her  fland'rous  Tongue, 
That  laid  their  guilt  upon  my  guiklefs  Shoulders. 

Anne.  Thou  waft  provoked  by  thy  bloody  Mind., 

That  never  dream'fr.  on. ought  but  Butcheries : 
Didfl  thou  not  kili  this  King? 

Glo.   I  grant  ye. 

Anne.  Doft  grant  me,  Hedge-Hog, 
Then  God  grant  me  too, 

Thou  may'fl:  be  damned  for  that  wicked  Deed: 
O  he  wa<  gentle,  mild  and  virtuous. 

Glo,  The  better  for  the  King  of  Heav'n  that  hath  him. 
Anne,  He  is  in  Heav'n,  where  thou  flialt  never  come. 

Gle* 
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Glo.  Let  him  thank  me  that  holp  to  ftnd  him  thither; 

For  he  was  fitter  for  that  place  than  Earth. 

Anne.  And  thou  unfit  for  any  place  but  Hell. 

Glo.  Yes  one  place  elfe,  if"  you  will  hear  me  name  it. Anne.  Some  Dungeon. 
Glo.  Your  Bed-chamber. 
Anne.  Ill  Reft  betide  the  Chamber  where  thou  lycft, 

Glo.  So  will  it,  Madam,  'till  I  lye  with  you. 
Anne.  I  hope  fo. 
Glo.  I  know  fo.    But  gentle  Lady  Anne> 

To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  Wits, 

And  fall  f  mething  into  a  fbwer  method. 
Is  not  the  Caufer  of  the  timelefs  deaths 

Of  thefe  Plantagencts,  Henry  and  Edward, 
As  blameful  as  the  I  :oner? 

Anne.  Tliou  waft  the'Caufe,  and  moft  acorfr  effect. 
Glo.  Your  Beauty  was  the  Caufe  of  that  effect.  : 

Your  Beauty  that  did  haunt  me  in  my  fleep, 
To  undertake  the  Death  of  all  the  World, 

So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  yourfweet  Bofim. 
Anne.  If  I  thought  that,  I  tell  thee,  Homicide, 

Thefe  Nails  fhould  rend  that  Beauty  from  my  Che 

Glo.  Th;fe  Eyes  could  not  endure  rrut  Beauty's  wrack. 
You  fhould  not  bJemilh  it,  if  I  flood  by; 
As  all  the  World  is  cheered  by  the  Sur, 
So  I  by  ttat ;  it  is  my  Day,  my  Life. 

Anne.  Black  night  o'er-lhade  thy  Day,  and  death  thy  Life. 
Glo.  Curfe  not  thy  felf,  fair  Creature, 

Thou  art  both. 

Anne.  I  would  I  were,  to  be  rcveng'd  on  thee. 
Glo.   It  is  a  quarrel  mofl  unnatural, 

To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 
Anne.  It  is  a  quarrel  juft  and  reafonable, 

To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  kill'd  my  Husband. 
Glo.  He  that  bereft  thee,  Lady,  of  thy  Husband^ 

Did  it  to  help  thee  to  a  better  Husband. 
Anne.  His  better  doth  not  breathe  upon  the  Earth. 
Glo.  He  lives,  that  loves  thee  better  than  he  could. 
Anne.  Name  him. 

Qlo.  Plant  agenet. 
Anne.  Why  that  was  he. Glo. 
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Glo.  The  felf-fame  Name,  but  one  of  better  Nature* 
Anne.  Where  is  he? 

Glo.  Here :  [She /pits  at  him* 
Why  doft  thou  fpit  at  me? 

Anne,  Would  it  were  mortal  Poifon  for  thy  fake, 
Glo,  Never  came  Poifon  from  fo  fweet  Place. 
Anne.  Never  hung  Poifon  on  a  fouler  Toad. 

Out  of  my  Sight,  thou  doft  infect  mine  Eyes. 
Glo.  Thine  Eyes,  fweet  Lady,  have  infeded  mine. 
Anne.  Would  they  were  Bafilbks,  to  iftrike  thee  dead, 
Glo.  I  would  they  were,   that  I  might  die  at  once: 

For  now  they  kill  me  with  a  living  Death. 
Thofe  Eyes  of  thine  from  mine  have  drawn  fait  Tears; 

Sham'd  their  Afpe&s  with  ftore  of  childifti  Drops: 
Thefe  Ey:s,  which  never  (lied  remorfeful  Tear, 
No,  when  my  Father  Torkj  and  Edward  wept, 
To  h?ar  the  piteous  Moan  that  Rutland  made, 

When  black- fae'd  Clifford  (hook  his  Sword  at  him  : 
Nor  when  thy  warlike  Father,  hke  a  Child, 

Told  the  fad  Story  of  my  Father's  Death, 
And  twenty  times  made  Paufe  to  fob  and  weep, 
That  all  the  Standers  by  had  wet  their  Cheeks, 

Like  Trees  be-dafh'd  with  Rain:  In  that  fad  Time, 
My  manly  Eyes  did  fcorn  an  humble  Tear: 
And  what  thefe  Sorrows  could  not  thence  exhale, 

Thy  Beaury  hath,  and  made  them  blind  with  weeping, 
I  never  fued  to  Friend,  nor  Enemy ; 
My  Tongue  could  never  learn  fweet  fmoothing  Words ; 

But  now  thy  Beauty  is  propos'd  my  Fee, 
My  proud  Heart  fues,  and  prompts  my  Tongue  to  fpeak. 

[She  looks  from  fully  at  him* 
Teach  not  thy  Lip  fuch  Scorn,  for  it  was  made 
For  killing,  Lady,  not  for  fuch  Contempt, 
If  thy  revengeful  Heart  cannot  forgive, 
Lo  here  I  lend  thee  this  fharp-pointed  Sword, 
Which,  if  thou  pleafe  to  hide  in  this  true  Breaih 
And  ht  the  Soul  forth  that  adoreth  thee, 
I  lay  it  naked  to  the  deadly  Sfroke, 
And  humbly  beg  the  Death  upon  my  Knee. 

\He  lays  his  Breafl  open,  (be  offers  at  it  with  his  Sword. 
Nay,  do  not  paufe;  for  I  did  kill  King  Henrys 

But 
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But  *t was  thy  Beauty  that  provoked  me. 

Nay,  now  difpatch :  'Twas  I  that  ftabb'd  young  Edward, 
But  'twas  thy  heav'nly  Face  that  fet  me  on. 

[  She  falls  the  Sword* 
Take  up  the  Sword  again,  or  take  up  me. 

Anne.  Arife,  DiiTembler,  though  I  wifh  thy  Death,' 
I  will  not  be  thy  Executioner. 

Glo.  Then  bid  me  kill  my  felf,  and  I  will  do  it. 
Anne.  I  have  already. 
Glo.  That  was  in  thy  Rage : 

Speak  it  again,  and  even  with  thy  woid, 
This  Hand,  which  for  thy  love,  did  kill  thy  Love, 
Shall  for  thy  love,  kill  a  far  truer  Love; 
To  both  their  Deaths  (halt  thou  be  acccfTary. 

Anne.  I  would  I  knew  thy  Heart. 

Glo.  'Tis  figur'd  in  my  Tongue. 
Anne.  I  fear  me,  both  are  falfe. 
Glo,  Then  never  Man  was  true. 

Anne.  Well,  well,  put  up  your  Sword. 
Glo.   Say  then,  my  Peace  is  made. 
Anne.  That  (halt  thou  know  hereafter. 

Glo.  But  mall  I  live  in  hope  ? 
Anne.  All  Men  I  hope  live  fo. 
Glo.  Vouchfafe  to  wear  this  Ring. 

Look  how  my  Ring  encompaffah  thy  Finger, 
Even  fo  thy  Bread  inclofeth  my  poor  Heart : 
Wear  both  of  them,  for  both  of  them  are  thine. 

And  if  thy  poor  devoted  Servant  may 
But  beg  one  favour  at  thy  gracious  hand, 
Thou  doll:  confirm  this  Happinefs  for  ever* 

Anne.  What  is  it  ? 

Glo.  That  it  may  pleafe  you  leave  thefe  fad  Defigns 
To  him  that  hath  moft  caufe  to  be  a  Mourner, 

And  prefently  repair  to  Crosby  Houfe  : 

Where,  after  I  have  folemnly  interr'd 
At  Chertfej  Monaft'ry  this  noble  King, 
And  wet  his  Grave  with  my  repentant  Tears, 
I  will  with  all  expedient  duty  fee  you. 
For  divers  unknown  Reafons,  I  beleech  you, 
Grant  rne  this  Boon. 

Anne. 
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Anne.  With  all  ray  Heart,  aud  much  it  joys  me  too, 
To  fee  you  are  become  fb  penitent. 
Trejjel  and  Barkl?]y  go  along  with  me. 

Glo,    Bid  me  farewe!. 

Anne.  'Tis  more  than  ycu  deferve  : 
Bur  fince  you  teach  me  how  to  flatter  you, 

Imagine     have  fa  id  fare  w  el  already.  \JExennt  two  wit vb  Anne,; 
Gent.  Towards  Chcrtfey,  Noble  Lord? 
Gio.  Now  to  White-Friars,  there  attend  my  coming. 

\_Exit  Coarje* 
Was  ever  Woman  in  this  humour  woo'd  / 
Was  ever  Woman  in  this  humour  won  ? 

I'll  have  her   —but  I  will  not  keep  her  long. 
What !  I  that  kill'd  her  Husband,  and  his  Father  J 
To  rake  her  in  her  Heart's  extreanjeft  hate, 
WithCurfes  in  her  Mouth,  Tears  in  her  Eye?, 
The  bleeding  witnefs  of  my  hatred  by, 

Having  God,  her  Confcience,  and  theft-  Bars  againft  me; 
And  I  no  Friends  to  back  my  fuit  withal, 

•  But  the  plain  Devil  and  diffembling  Looks: 
And  yet  to  win  her— -—-All  the  World  to  nothing! 
Hah/ 

Hath  (he  forgot  already  that  brave  Prince, 
Edivardyher  Lord,  whom  I,  fome  three  Months  fince, 

Stab'd  in  my  angry  mood  at  Tewksburj* A  fweeter  and  a  lovelier  Gentleman, 

Fram'd  in  the  prodigality  of  Nature, 
Young,  Valiant,  Wife,  and,  no  doubr,  right  R.oya?3 
Thefpacious  World  cannot  again  afford: 
And  will  me  thus  abafe  her  Eyes  on  me, 
That  cropt  the  Golden  prime  of  this  fweet  Prince^ 
And  made  her  Widow  to  a  woful  Bed  t 

On  me,  whofe  All  not  equals  Edwards  Moiety? 
On  me,  that  halts*  and  am  mifhapen  thus? 
My  Dukedom  to  a  beggarly  Denier, 
I  do  miftakemy  Perfon  all  this  while: 
Upon  my  Life  (he  finds,  although  I  cannot, 

My  felf  to  be  a  marv'lous  proper  Man. 
I'll  be  at  charges  for  a  Looking-glaft, 
And  entertain  a  fcore  or  two  of  Tailors, 
To  ftudy  Faftiions  to  adorn  my  Body? 
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Since  I  am  crept  in  favour  with  my  CeJf, 
I  will  maintain  it  with  fome  little  C  oft. 

But  firft  I'll  turn  yon  Fellow  in  his  Grave, 
And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  Lovd. 

Shine  our,  fair  Sun,  'till  I  have  bought  a  Gl\^> 

That  I  may  fee  my  Shadow  as  1  cpa  ;  .v/*. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  the  Czcen,   LordJUtVQTS)  and  Lcr^Gny. 

Riv.  Havep  .,  Madam,  there  is  no  doubr,  his  Majtfly 
Will  foon  recover  his  accudom'd  Hca!  h. 

Gray.  In  t!  at  you  brook  it  i\\  k  m.kcs  him  worfe, 

Therefore  for  Gcd's  fake  erterram  good  Comfort, 
And  cheer  his  Grace  with  quick 

Queen.  If  hewerecead,  what  would  bet  id  rj  on  roe? 
Gray.  No.other  harm,  bir  lofs  of  fuch  a  Lord, 
Queen.  The  1d(s  of  fuch  a  Lord  includes  all  haimc. 

Gray.  The  Heavens  have  bhft  you  with  a  goodly  Son 
To  be  your  Comforter   when  he  is  gone. 

Queen.  Ah!  he  is  young,  and  his  M  nority 

Is  put  unto  the  truft  of  Richard  Glo'fter, 
A  Man  that  loves  not  me,  nor  none  of  you. 

Riv.  Is  it  concluded,  he  ill  all  be  Protector  ? 

Queen.  It  isdetermin'd,  not  concluded  yet : 
But  fo  it  mull:  be,  if  the  King  mifcany. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Derby. 
Gray.  Here  comes  the  Lords  of  Bucl^ingham  and  Derby* 
Buc^.  Good  time  of  Day  unto  your  Royal  Grace. 
Derby.  God  make  yourMajelly  joyful,  as  you  have  been. 
Queen.  The  Countefs  Richmond,  good  my  Lord  of  Derby, 

To  your  good  Prayer  will  fcarcely  fay,   Amen  ; 

Yet  Derby,  notwithstanding  /lie's  your  Wife, 
And  lovesnot  me,  be  you,  good  Lord,  affur'd, 
I  hare  not  you  for  her  proud  Arrogance. 

Derby.  I  do  befecch  you,  either  not  believe 
The  envious  Slanders  of  her  falfe  Accufcrs  : 

Or  if  (he  be  accus'd  on  true  report, 
Bear  with  her  weaknefs;  which  I  think  proceeds 
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From  wayward  Sicknefs,  and  no  grounded  Malice. 

Queen.  Saw  you  the  King  to  Day,  my  Lord  of  Derby  Z 
Derby.  But  now,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  and  I 

Are  come  from  vifiting  his  Majefty. 
Queen.  What  likelihood  of  his  Amendment,  Lords? 

Buck.  Madam,  good  h  jpe,  his  Grace  fpeaks  chearfully. 
Queen.  God  grant  him  Health  j  did  you  confer  with  him  ? 
Buck.  Ay,  Madam,  he  defires  to  make  Atonement, 

Between  the  Duke  of  Glofter  and  your  Brothers, 
And  between  them  and  my  Lord  Chamberlain  £ 
And  fent  to  warn  them  to  his  Royal  Prefence. 

Queen.  Would  all  were  well — — but  that  will  never  be   » 
I  fear  cur  Happinefs  is  at  the  height. 

Enter  Gloucefter. 

Glo.  They  dome  wrong,  and  I  will  nor/  endure  it9 
Who  is  it  that  complains  unto  the  King, 
That  I,  forfooth,   am  (tern,  and  love  them  not? 

By  holy  Paul,  they  love  his  Grace  but  lightly, 
That  fill  his  Ears  with  fuch  diffentious  Rumors. 

Becaufe  I  cannot  flatter,  and  look  fair, 

Smile  in  Mens  Faces,  fmooth,  deceive  and  cog, 
Duck  with  French  nods,  and  A  pirn  Courtefie, 
I  muft  be  held  a  rancorous  Enemy0 

Cannot  a  plain  Man  live  and  think  no  harm,f 

But  thus  his  Ample  Truth  muft  be  abus'd 
With  filken,  fly,  in finuating  Jacks? 

Gray.  To  whom  in  all  this  prefence  fpeaks  your  Grace? 
Glo.  To  thee,  that  haft  not  Honefty  nor  Grace : 

When  have  I  injur'd  thee?  when  done  thee  wrong? 
Or  thee?  or  thee/  or  any  of  your  Faction? 
A  Plague  upon  you  all.     His  Royal  Grace, 
Whom  God  preferve,  better  than  you  would  wifh, 

Cannot  be  -quiet  fcarce  a  breathing  while,, 
But  you  muft  trouble  him  with  lewd  Complaints. 

Queen*  Brother  of  Gloy(ler^  you  miftake  the  Matter; 
The  King  on  his  own  Royal  Difpofition, 

And  not  provok'd  by  any  Suitor  elfe, 
Aiming,  belike,  at  your  interior  hatred, 
That  in  your  outward.  Adion  fhews  it  felf 
Againft  my  Children,  Brothers,  and  my  Self, 
MAes  him  to  fend,  that  he  may  learn  theground9 

mi: 
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Glo.  I  cannot  tell  the  World  is  grown  fo  bad, 

That  Wrens  make  prey,  where  Eagles  dare  not  perch* 
Since  every  Jack  became  a  Gentleman, 

There's  many  a  gentle  Pcrfon  made  a  Jack.  \_Glo*ftery 
Oueen.  Come,  come,  we   know  your  meaning,  Brother 

You  envy  my  Advancement,  and  my  Friends: 
God  grant  we  never  may  have  need  of  you. 

Glo.  Mean  time  God  grants  that  I  have  need  of  you. 

Our  Brother  is  imprifon'd  by  your  meansi 
My  felf  difgrae'd,  and  the  Nobility 
Htjd  in  Contempt,  while  great  Promotions 
Are  daily  given  to  enoble  thofe, 

That  fcarce,  fo'me  two  Days  lince,  were  worth  a  Noble* 
Queen.  By  him  that  rais'd  me  to  this  careful  height, 

From  that  contented  hap  which  I  enjoy'd, 
I  never  did  incenfe  his  Majefty 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Clarencey  but  have  been 
An  earncfi:  Advocate  to  plead  for  him. 
My  Lord,  you  do  me  (hameful  Injury, 
Falfely  to  draw  me  in  thefe  vile  Sufpe&s. 

Glo.   You  may  deny,  that  you  were  not  the  mean 
Of  my  Lord  Haflings  late  Imprifonment. 

Riv.  She  may,  my  Lord,  for—— 
.  Glo.  She  may,  Lo\&  Rivers,  why  who  knows  not  fo? 

She  may  do  rmre,  Sir,  then  denying  that : 
She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  Preferments, 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  Hand  therein, 
And  lay  thofe  Honours  on  your  high  defert. 

What  may  (he  not?  flic  may— ay  marry  may  flit— 
Riv.  What  marry  may  (he  ? 
Glo.  What  marry  may  fhe?  marry  with  a  King, 

A  Batchelor,  andahandfom  Stripling  too: 
I  wis  your  Grandam  had  a  worfer  match. 

Queen.  My  Lord  of  Glo"fiery  I  have  coo  long  born 
Your-blunt  Upbraidings,  and  your  bitter  Scoffs: 

By  Heav'n  I  will  acquaint  his  Majefty  > 
Of  thofe  grofs  taunts,  that  oft  I  have  en.dur'd. 
I  had  rather  be  a  Country  Servant  Maid 
Than  a  great  Queen  with  this  Condition, 

To  be  fo  baited,  fcorn'd,  and  ftormed  at ; 

Small  joy  have  I  in  being  England's  Qieen. Vo  l*   IV.  H  Enter 
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Enter  Queen  Margaret. 

0.  Mar.  And  kffen'd  be  that  fmall,  God  I  befeech  him 
Thy  Honour,  State  and  Scat,  is  due  to  me. 

Gib.  Whit!  threatyoume  with  telling  of  the  King? 

I  wilhavouch't  in  pre  fence  of  the  King: 
I  dare  adventure  to  be  fent  to  th'  Tower. 
Tis  time  to  fpeak, 
3Vly  Pains  are  quite  forgot. 

CLMar.  Out  Devil! 
I  do  remember  them  too  well : 

Thou  kiirdfl  my  Husband  Henry  in  the  Tower, 
And  Edward^  my  poor  Son,  at  Tewksbury. 

Glo.  E'er  you  were  Queen, 
Ay,  of  your  Husband  King, 
I  was  a  pack-Horfe  in  his  great  Affairs; 
A  weeder  out  of  his  proud  Adverfaries, 
A  liberal  Rewarder  of  his  Friends; 

To  Royalize  his  Blood  I  fpent  mine  own. 
O^Mar*  Ay,  and  much  better  Blood 

Than  his  or  thine. 

Glo.  In  all  which  time,  you  and  your  Husband  Gray 
Were  factious  for  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter; 
And  Rivers,  fo  were  you;  was  not  your  Husband, 

In  Margaret's  Battel,  at  Saint  Albans  (lain  ? 
Let  me  put  in  your  Minds,  if  you  forger, 

What  you  have  been  e'er  this,  and  what  you  are  ; 
Withal,  what  I  have  been,  and  what  I  am. 

(KMar.  A  murth'rous  Villian,  and  fo  ftill  thou  art. 
Glo.  Poor  Clarence  did  foriake  his  Father  Warwick* 

Ay,  and  forfwore  himfelf,  which  Jefu  pardon   
Q^Mar.  Which  God  revenge. 

Glo.  To  fight  on  Edward's  party  for  the  Crown, 
And  for  his  meed,  poor  Lord,  he  is  mewed  up  : 

I  would  to  God  my  Heart  were  Flint,  like  Edward's* 
Or  Edward's,  foft  and  pitifu?,  lik^  mine ; 
I  am  too  childim  foolifh  for  this  World. 

(KMar.  Hie  thee  to  Hell  for  (hame,  and  leave  this  World, 

Thou-  Cacodaemon,  there  thy  Kingdom  is. 
Riv.  My  Lord  of  Giofter*    in  thofe  bufie  Days, 

Which  here  you  urge,  to  prove  us  Enemies, 

Wefollow'd  then  our  Lord,  our  Sovereign  King; 
So  fliould  we  you,  if  you  ihould  be  our  King. 

t  GUI' 
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Glo.  If  I  mould  be !   1  had  rather  be  a  Pedlar; 

Far  be  it  from  my  Heart,  the  thought  thereof. 

Queen.  As  little  Joy,  my  Lord,  as  youfuppofe 

You  fhould  enjoy,  were  you  this  Country's  King, 
As  iitcle  Joy  you  may  fuppofe  in  me, 
That  I  enjoy,  being  the  Queen  thereof. 

CKMar*  A  little  Joy  enjoys  the  Queen  thereof ; 
For  1  am  lhe,  and  altogether  joylefs. 
I  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient. 
Hear  me,  you  wrangling  Pyrates,  that  fallout 

In  iliaring  that  which  you  have  pill'd  from  me; 
Which  of  you  trembles  not  that  looks  on  me? 
If  not  that  I  am  Queen,  you  bow  like  Subjects;. 

Yet  that  by  you  depos'd,  you  cjuake  like  Rebels. 
Ah  gentle  Villain  do  not  turn  away. 

Glo.  Foul  wrinkl'd  Witch,  wbatmak'ft  thou  in  my  fight? 

Q^Alar.  But  repetition  of  what  thou  haft  marr'd, That  will  I  make,  before  I  let  thee  go. 

Glo.  Wer't  thou  not  banifhed  on  pain  of  Death  ? 
O^Mar.  I  was;  but  I  do  find  more  pain  in  Banifliment, 

Than  Death  can  yield  me  here  by  my  abode* 

A  Husband  and  a  Son  thou  ow'ft  to  me,  [To  Gl\ 
And  thou  a  Kingdom,  all  of  you  Allegiance;  [To  the  Queen. 
This  Sorrow  that  I  have  by  Right  is  yours, 
And  all  the  Pleafures  you  ufurp  are  mine. 

Glo.   The  Curfe  my  Noble  Father  laid  on  thee, 
When  thou  didft  Crown  his  warlike  Brows  with  Paper, 

And  with  thy  Scorns  drew 'ft  Rivers  from  his  Eyes, 
And  then  to  dry  them,  gav'ft  the  Duke  a  Clour, 
Steep'd  in  the  faulclefs  Blood  of  pretty  Rutland; His  Curfes,  then  from  bitternefs  of  Soul 

Denou.ic'd  againft  thee,  are  now  fall'n  upon  thee; 
And  God,  nnt  we,  haveplagu'd  thy  bloody  Deed. 

CKMar.  Sojuft  is  God,  to  right  the  Innocent. 

Haft.  O,  'twas  the  fouleft  Deed  today  that  Babe, 
And  the  moft  mercilefs  that  e'er  was  heard  of. 

/ta/.  Tyrant  themfelves  wept,  when  it  was  reported* 
T>orf.  No  Man  hutprophefied  revenge  for  it* 

Buc^*  Northumberland,  then  prefent,  we'pt  to  fee  ?r„ 
O^Mar.  What!  were  you  fnarling  all  before  I  came, 

Ready  t©  catch  each  other  by  the  Th<-oat, H  %  And 



\G  3  6  The  Life  and  Death 

And  turn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me? 

Did  Tork?$  dread  Curfe  prevail  fo  much  with  Heav'n, 
That  Henrfs  Death,  my  lovely  Edward's  Death, 
Their  Kingdom's  lof?,  my  woful  Banifhment, 
Should  all  but  anfwer  for  that  peevifh  Brat? 

'  CanCurfes  pierce  the  Clouds,  and  enter  Heaven  f 
Why  then  give  way,  dull  Clouds,  to  my  quick  Curfes. 
Though  not  by  War,  by  Surfeit  dye  your  King, 
As  ours  by  Murther  to  make  him  a  King, 

Edward  thy'  Son,  that  now  is  Prince  of  Wales, 
For  Edward  our  Son,  that  was  Prince  of  Wales, 
Die  in  his  Youth,  by  like  untimely  Violence,     * 
Thy  felf  a  Queen,  for  me.that  was  a  Queen, 
Out-live  thy  Glory,  like  my  wretched  felf : 

Long  may'll  thou  live  to  wail  thy  Childrens  Death, 
And  fee  another,  as  I  fee  thee  now, 

Deck'd  in  thy  Rights,  as  thou  art  ftalfd  in  mine. 
Long  die  thy  happy  Days,  before  thy  Death, 

And  after  many  length'ned  hours  of  GriefJ 
Die  neither  Mother,  Wife,  nor  England's  Queen. 
Rivers  and  Dorfet,  you  were  Standers-by, 
And  fo  wall:  thou,  Lord  Haftings,  when  my  Son 

.Was  ftabb'd  witWbloody  Daggers;  God,  I  pray'him, 
That  none  of  yr>u  may  live  his  natural  Age, 

Bur  be  by  fome  unlook'd-for  Accident  cut  off, 
GU.  Have  done  thy  Charm,  thou  hateful  wither'd  Hag. 
O.Mar.  And  leave  out  thee?  Stay  Dog,  for  thou  malt 

If  Heavens  have  any  grievousTlague  in  ftore,  [hear  me. 
Exgeedirig  thofe  that  I  can  wifh  upon  thee, 

O  Jet  theokeep  it,  'till*  thy  Sins  be  ripe, 
And  then  hurl  down  their  Indignation 

Qii  thee,  thou  trembler  of  the  poor  World's  peace. 
The  worm  of  Confcience  ftilJ  be-gnaw  thy  Soul, 

Thy  Friends  fufpecT:  for  Traitors  while  thou  liv'ft> 
And  rake  deep  Traitors  for  thy  de.areft  Friends :  , 
No  deep  clofe  up  that  deadly  Eye  of  thine, 
Unlefs  it  be  while  feme  tormenting  Dream 
Affright  thee  w$h  a  Hell  of  ugly  Devih. 
Thou  elvifh-rnarkt,  abortive  rooting  Hog,  bnA 

Thou  that  waft  feal'd  in  thy  Nativity 
The  Slave  of  'Nature,  and  the  Son  of  Hell  • Thou 
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Thou  (lander  of  thy  heavy  Mother's  Womb^ 
Thou  loathed  I  flue  of  thy  Father's  Loins, 
Thou  Rag  of  Honour,  thou  deteiled   

Glo,  Margaret, 
O.Mar,  Richard* 
Glo.  Ha! 
CKMar.  I  call  thee  not. 

Glo.  I  cry  thee  mercy  then  ;  for  I  did  think 
That  thou  had^  call'd  me  all  thefe  bitter  Names. 

O.  Mar.  Why  fo  I  did,  but  look'd  for  no  reply. 
Oh  let  me  make  the  Period  to  my  Curfe. 

Glo.  'Tis  done  by  me,  and  ends  in  Margaret. 
Queen.  Thus  have  you  breath'd  your  Curie  againfl  your  fejf. 
O^Mar.  Poor  painted  Queen,  vainflouriih  of  my  Fortune, 

Why  flrew'/l  thou  Sugar  en  that  Bottel'd  Spider, Whofe deadly  web  enfnareth  the c  about? 

Fool,  Fool,  thou  whet'ft  a  Knife  to  kill  thy  ftJf: 
The  Day  will  come  that  thou  (halt  wifh  for  me, 

To  help  thee  curfe  this  poyfonous  Bunch-back'd  Toad. 
Haft.  .Falfe  boading  Woman,  end  thy  frantick  Curfe, 

Left  to  thy  harm  thou  move  our  Patience. 

Oj  Mar.  Foul  fliame  upon  you,  you  have  all  mov'd  mine. 

Rtv.  Were  you  well  ferv'd,  you  would  be  taught  yourDuty.  * 
O^  Mar.  To  ferve  me  well,  you  all  fhould  do  me  Duty, 

Teach  me  t*  be  your  Queen,  and  you  my  Subjects ; 
O  ferve  me  well,  and  teach  your  felves  that  Duty. 

Dorf.  Difpute  not  with  her*  die  is  Lunatick. 
<?.  Mar.  Peace,  Mifler  Mirquefs,!you  are  rruhpert, 

Yttur  fire-new  (lamp  of  Honour  is  fcarce  currant.^     r 
O  that  your  yOung  Nobility  can  judge 

What  'twere  to  lofe  it,  and  be  mforable. 
They  that  (land  high  have  many  blafts  to  (hake  them, 
And  if  they  fall,  they  dafh  rhemfelves  to  pieces. 
9     Glo.  Good  Counfel  marry,  learn  it,  learn  it,  MarqueTs. 

Dorf.  tt  touches  you,  my  L<5rd,  as  much  as  me, 
Glo.  Ay,  and  much  more;  but  I  was  born  fo  high; 

Our  airy  buildeth  in  the  Cedar's  top, 
And  dallies  with  the  Wind,  and  fcorns*  the  oun. 
•   QMar.  And  turns  the  Sun  to  made;  alas  !  alas! 
Witnefs  my  Son  now  in  the  made  of.  Death,     . 
Whofe  bright  out-uYlning  beams,  thy  cloudy  Wrath 

H   l  Hath 
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Hath  in  eternal  Darknefs  folded  up. 

Your  airy  buiJdeth  in  our  airies  Neft; ' 
O  God,  that  fetft  it,  do  not  furTer  it, 
As  it  is  won  with  Blood,  loft  be  it  fo. 

Buck.  Peace,  peace  for  fhame,  if  not  for  Charity, 
O^  Mar.  Urge  neither  Charity  nor  Shame  to  me ; 

Uncharitably  with  me  have  you  dealt, 

And  fliarnefully  my  hopes,  by  you,  are  butcher'd. 
My  Charity  is  Outrage,  Life  my  Shame, 

And  in  that  Shame,  ftill  live  my  Sorrow's  rage. Buc^  Have  done,  have  done. 

QjM.nr.  O  Princely  Buckingham,  I'll  kifs  thy  Hand, 
In  lign  of  League  and  Amity  with  thee : 

Now  fair  befall  thee  and  thy  Noble  Houfe;" 
Thy  Garments  are  not  fpotted  with  our  Blood ; 
Nor  thou  within  the  ccmpafs  of  myCurfc. 

Buck*  Nor  no  one  here;  for  Curfes  never  pafs 
The  Lips  of  thofe  that  breathe  them  in  the  Air. 

O^Mar.  I  will  not  think  but  they  attend  the  Sky, 

Arid  there  awake  God's  gentle  fleeping  Peace.  « 
O  Buckingham)  tike  care  of  yonder  Dog; 
Lock  when  he  fawns  he  bites;  and  when  he  bites, 
His  venom  Tooth  will  rar  k!e  to  the  Death; 
Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him, 
Sin,  Death  and  Hell  have  fet  their  marks  on  him, 
And  all  their  Minifters  attend'on  him. 

Glo.  What  dcth  (lie  fay,  my  Lord  of  Buckingham  ? 
Buck.  Nothing  that  1  refpcCt,  my  gracious  Lord. 
Q^Mar.  What,  doft  thou  (corn  me 

Fr.r  my  gentle  CounfeR 
And  Tooth  the  Devil  that  I  warn  thee  from  ? 

O  but  remember  this  another  Day; 
When  he  fhalt  fplit  thy  very  Heart  with  Sorrow; 
And  fay  poor  Margaret  was  a  Prophctefs. 
Live  each  of  you  the  Subjects  to  his  hate, 

And  he  to  yours,  and  all  of  you  to  God's.  [Exit, 
Buck*  My  Hair  d:  th  (lard  an  end  to  hear  her  Curies. 

Riv.   And  fo'doth  mine:  I  mnfe  why  file's  at  Libcity. 
Glo.   I  cannot  blame  her,  by  God's  holy  Mother^ 

She  hath  had  too  much  wrong,  and  I  repent 

My  part  thereof,  that  I  have  done  to  her, 

Dorf, 



of  Richard  III.  1639 

Dorf.  I  never  did  her  any,  to  my  knowledge. 
Glo.  Yet  you  hive  all  the  vantage  of  her  wrong  : 

f  was  too  hot,  to  do  fome  body  good, 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now  r 

Marry,  as  for  Clarence,  he  is  well  repay 'd  ; 
He  is  frank'd  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains, 
God  pardon  them  that  are  the  caufe  thereof. 

Riv.  A  virtuous  and  aChriftiat%like  conclufion, 

To  pray  for  them  that  have  done  feat  he  to  us. 

Glo.  So  do  I  ever,  being  well  advis'd.  \_Afide. 
For  had  I  curft  now,   I  had  curd  my  k\f. 

Enter  Catesby. 

Catef.   Madam,  his  Majcfty  doth  call  for  you, 
And  for  your  G  ace,  and  yours,  my  gracious  Lord. 

Queen.  Catesby,  I  come ;  Lords,  will  you  go  with  me? 
Riy.  We  wait  upon  your  Grace. 

[_  Exeunt  all  but  Glocefter. 
Glo.  I  do  the  wrong,  and  fir  ft  begin  to  brawl. 

The  fecret  Mifchiefs  that  I  fee  a-broach, 
I  lay  unto  the  grievous  Charge  of  others. 
Clarence,  whom  1  indeed  have  caft  in  Darknefs, 

I  do  beweep  to  ma,vy  fimple  Gulls, 
Namely  to  Derby,  Hiiftings,  Buckingham, 

And  tell  them,  'tis  the  Queen  and  her  Allies 
That  ftir  the  King  againft  the  Duke  my  Brother. 
Now  they  believe  it,  and  withal  whet  me 

To  be  rtveng'd  on  Rivers,  Dorfet,  Gray. 
But  then  I  figb,  and  with  a  piece  of  Scripture, 
Tell  them  that  God  bids  u<  do  ̂ ood  for  evil: 

And  thus  I  cl  ath  my  naked  Vilhny 

With  odd  old  Ends/ ftoln  forth  of  Holy  Writ, 
And  fe:m  a  Saint,  v,  h:n  naqfi  1  play  the  Devil. 

Enter  vyo  Villains* 

But  foft,  here  come  my  Executioners : 
How.  now  my  hardy  ftout  refolvcd  Mates, 
Are  you  now  going  to  difpatch  this  thing  ? 

i  Vd.  We  are,  my  Lord,  and  come  to  have  the  Wa  :a  t, 
That  we  may  he  admitted,  where  he  is. 

Glo.  Weil  thought  upon,  I  have  it  here  about  me: 
When  you  have  d  ne,  repair  to  Crosby  Place. 
But,  Sirs,  be  fudden  in  the  Execution, 

H  4.  iVitlul 
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Withal  obdurate,  do  not  hear  him  plead  ; 
For  Clarence  is  well-fpoken,  and,  perhaps, 
May  move  your  Hearts  to  pity,  if  you  mark  him. 

KiL  Tut,  tut,  my  Lord,  we  will  not  (land  to  prate, 

Talkers  are  no  good  doers ;  be  alTur'd, 
We  go  to  ufe  our  Hands,  and  not  our  Tongues. 

Glo.  Your  Eyes  drop  Mill-ftones,  when  Fools  Eyes  fall 
Tears. 

I  like  you  Lads,  about  your  bufinefs  ftraight. 
Go,  go,  .difpatch. 

Vd.  We  will,  my  Noble  Lord.  {Exeunt* 

S  C  E  N  E     IV. 

Enter  Clarence  and  Keeper. 
Keep.  Why  looks  your  Grace  fo  heavily  to  day  ? 
Clar.  O  I  rnve  part  a  miferable  Night, 

So  full  of  fearful  Dreams  of  ugly  Sights, 
Thar,  as  I  am  a  Chriftian  faithful  Man, 
I  would  not  fpend  another  fuch  a  Night, 

Though  'twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  Days : So  full  of  difmal  Terror  was  the  time. 

Keep.  What  was  your  dream,  my  Lord,  I  pray  you  tell  mc, 
Cla.  Methoughts  that  I  had  broken  from  the  Tower, 

And  was  embark  d  to  crofs  to  Burgundy, 
And  in  my  Company  my  Brother  Gloficr, 

-  Who  from  my  Cabin  tempttd  me  to  walk 

Upon  the  Hatches.    There  we  look'd  toward  England, 
And  cited  up  a  thoufand  heavy  Times* 
During  the  Wars  of  Ter^and  Lancafier, 

That  had  befaPn  us.     As  he  pac'd  along 
Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  Hatches, 

Methought  that  Glo'fter  Humbled,  and  in  falling 
Struck  me,  that  thought  to  flay  him,  over-board, 
Into  the  tumbling  Billows  of  the  Main. 
O  Lord,  methought,  what  pain  it  was  to  drown  J 
What  dreadful  Noife  of  Waters  in  mine  Ears  ! 

What  fights  of  ugly  Death  within  mine  Eyes  1 
Methought?,  I  faw  a  thoufancj  fearful  Wracks ; 

A  thoufand  Men  that  Fifties  gnaw'd  upon : 
Wedges  of  G»ld,  grest  Anchors^  heaps  of  Pearl, 

Inestimable 
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Ineftimable  Stones,  unvalued  Jewels 

All  fcatter'd  in  the  bottom  of  the  Sea  : 
Some  lay  in  dead  Mens  Skulls,  and  in  the  holes 
Where  Eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept, 

As  'twere  in  fcornof  Eyes,  reflecting  Gems, 
That  woo'd  the  flimy  bottom  of  the  Deep, 
And  mock'd  the  dead  Bones  that  lay  fcatter'd  by. 

Keep.  Had  you  fuch  leifure  in  the  time  of  Death, 
To  gaze  upon  the  Secrets  of  the  Deep  ? 

Gar.  Methought  I  had,  and  often  did  I  ftrive   e 
To  yield  the  Ghoft;  but  ftill  the  envious  Flood 

Stop'd  in  my  Soul,  and  would  not  let  it  forth 
To  find  the  empty,  vaft,.  and  wandYirg  Air; 

But  fmother'd  it  within  my  panting  Bulk, 
Who  almoft  burft  to  belch  it  in  the  Sea. 

Keep.  Awak'd  you  not  in  this  fore  Agony  ? 
Oar.  No,  no,  my  Dream  was  lengthened  after  Life, 

0  then  began  the  Tempeft  to  my  Soul : 
1  pail,  methought,  the  melancholy  Flood, 
With  that  four  Ferry-man  which  Poets  write  of, 
Unto  the  Kingdom  of  perpetual  Night. 

The  firft  that  there  did  greet  my  Stranger-^ouJ, 
Was  my  great  Father- in- Law,  renowned  Warwick 
Who  fpake aloud   What  Scourge  for  Perjury 
Can  this  dark  Monarchy  afford  falfe  CLirenccl 

And  fo  he  vanifh'd.     Then  came  wand'ring  by, 
A  Shadow  like  an  Angtl,  with  bright  Hair 

Dabbl'd  in  Blood,  and  he  fhriek'd  out  aloud   
Clarence  is  come,  falfe,  fleeting,  perjur'd  Clarence^ 
That  ftabb'd  me  in  the  Field  by  Tcwksbury; 
Seize  on  him,  Furies,  take  him  unto  Torment- 
With  that,  methought,  a  Legion  of  foul  Fiends 

Inviron'd  me,  and  howled  in  mine  Ears 
Such  hideous  Cries  that  with  the  very  Noife, 

I,  trembling,  wak'd;  and  forafeafon  after 
Could  not  believe  but  that  I  was  in  Hell  : 

Such  terrible  Impreflions  made  my  Dream. 

Keep.   No  marvel,  Lord,  tho*  it  affrighted  you, 
I  am  afraid,  mechinks,  to  hear  you  tell  it. 

Clar.  Ah  Keeper,  Keeper,  I  have  done  thefe  thingr, 
That  now  give  evidence  againft  my  Soul, 

For 
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For  Edward's  fake ;  and  fee  how  he  requites  me. 
O  God  !  if  my  deep  Prayers  cannot  appeafe  thee, 

But  thou  wilt  be  aveng'd  on  my  Mifdeeds, 
Yet  execute  thy  Wrath  on  me  alone  : 
O  fpare  myguiltlefs  Wife,  and  my  poor  Children. 
Keeper,  I  prithee  fit  by  me  a- while, 
My,Soul  is  heavy,  and  I  fain  would  fleep. 

Keep.  I  will,  my  Lord,  God  give  your  Grace  good  reft. 
Enter  Krakenbury  the  Lieutenant. 

Brak.  Sorrow  breaks  Seafons  and  repofing  hours, 
Makes  the  Night  Morning,  and  the  Noon-tide  Night: 
Princes  have  but  their  Titles  for  their  Glories, 
An  outward  Honour,  for  an  inward  Toil, 
And  for  unfelt  Imaginations, 

They  often  feel  a  world  of  refHefs  Ca"es  1 
So  that  between  their  Titles  and  low  Name, 

There's  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  Fame. Enter  two  Villains. 

1  ViL  Ho,  who's  here? 
Bral^.  What  would'ft  thou,   Fellow  ?    And  how  cam'ft 

thou  hither  ? 

a  ViL  I  would  fpeak  with  Clarence,  and  I  came  hither  on 

my  Legs* 

JBrak.  What,  fo  brief? 
1  ViL  'Tis  better,  St,  than  to  be  tedious : 

Let  him  fee  our  Commiffion,  and  talk  no  more. 

Bral^  I  am  in  this  commanded,  to' deliver  [Reads. 
The  Noble  Duke  of  Clarence  to  your  Hands. 
I  will  not  reafon  what  is  meant  hereby, 
Becaufe  I  will  be  guiltlefs  from  the  meaning. 
There  lyes  the  Duke  afleep,  and  there  the  Keys. 

I'll  to  the  King,  and  fignifie  to  him, 

That  thus  I  have  refign'd  to  you  my  charge.  [Exit, 
1  ViL  You  may,  Sir,  'tis  a  point  of  Wifdom  : 

Fare  you  well. 
2  ViL  What,  mall  we  ftab  him  as  he  fleeps  ? 

1  Vd.  No  ;  he'll  fay  'twas  done  cowardly,  when  he  wakes. 
2  ViL  Why  he  mail  never  wake,  until  the  great  Judg- 

ment Day. 

- 1  Vd.  Why  then  he'll  fay,  we  ftabb'd  him  fleeping. 
2  ViL  The  urging  of  that  word  Judgment,  hath  bred  a 

kind  of  Remorfs  in  me. 

x  ViL 
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1  Vtl.  What  ?  art  thou  afraid  ? 

2  Vtl.  Not  to  kill  him,  having  a  Warrant. 

But  to  be  damn'd  for  killing  him,  from  the  which 
No  Warrant  can  defend  me. 

1  P7L  I  thought  thou  hadft  been  refolute. 
2  Vtl.  So  I  am,  to  let  him  live. 

1  Vtl.  Til  back  to  the  Duke  of  Glo'fter,  and  tell  him  fo. 
2  VtU  Nay,  prithee  ftay  a  little  : 

I  hope  this  paffiorate  Humour  of  mine  will  change; 
It  was  wont  to  hold  me  but  while  one  tells  twenty. 

1  ViL  How  dofl  thou  feel  thy  felf  now  ? 
2  Vtl.  Some  certain  dregs  of  Confcience  are  yet  within  me. 

1  Vd.  Remember  th?  Reward,  when  the  Deed's  done. 
2  Vtl.  Come  he  dies :  I  had  forgot  the  Reward. 

1  ViL  Where's  thy  Confcience  now? 
1  ViL  O,  in  the  Duke  of  Glofters  Purfe. 
1  ViL  When  he  opens  his  Purfe  to  give  us  our  Reward, 

thy  Confcience  flics  our. 

2  ViL  'Tis  no  matter,  let  it  go  ;  there's  few  or  none  will 
entertain  it. 

1  ViL  What  if  it  come  to  thee  again? 

2  ViL  I'll  not  meddle  with  it,  it -makes  a  Man  a  C<  ward  : 
A  Man  cannot  (leal,  but  it  accufeth  him  ;  a  Man  cannot 

fwear,  but  it  checks  him  ;  a  Man  cannot  lye  with  his  Neigh- 

bour's Wife,  but  it  detects  hi.n.  'Tis  a  bhifhing  fhame- 
fae'd  Spirit,  that  mutirie^  in  a  Man's  Bofom  :  It  filis  a  Man 
full  of  Obftacles.  It  made  rm  once  reftore  a  Purfeof  Gold 

that,  by  chance,  I  found.  It  beggars  any  Man  that  keeps* 

it.  It  is  turn'd  out  of  Towns  and  Cities  for  a  dangerous 
thing,  and  every  Man  that  means  to  live  well,  endeavours 
to  truft  to  himfelf,  and  live  win  our  ir. 

1  ViL  Tis  even  now  at  my  elbow,  perfwading  me  not  to 
kill  the  Duke. 

2  ViL  Take  the  Devil  in  thy  mind,  and  believe  him  net: 
He  would  insinuate  with  thee  but  to  make  thee  figb. 

1  Vtl.  I  am  ftrong  f  am'd,  he  cannot  prevail  with  me. 
2  VtL  Spoke  like  a  tall  Man,  that  refpects  thy  Reparation. 

Come,  (hall  me  fall  to  work  ? 

1  VtL  Take  him  on  the  Coftard,  with  the  Hiit  of  thy 
Sword,  and  then  throw  him  into  .the  Malna/Ie-burt  in  the 
next  Room. 

2  ViL 
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z  Vd.  Oexcellent  Device,  and  make  a  Sop  of  him. 
x  Vd.  Soft,  he  wakes. 
2  Vd.  Strike. 

i  Vd.  No;  we'll  reafon  with  him. 
Clar.  Where  art  thou,  Keeper?  Give  me  Cup  of  Wine* 
2  Vdl.  Yoti  mall  have  Wine  enough,  my  Lord,  anon. 
Clar.  In  God's  Name,  what  art  thou  ? 
i  Vd.  A  Man,  as  you  are. 
Clar.  But  not  as  I  am,  Royal. 
i  Vd.  Nor  you  as  we  are,  Loyal. 
Clar.  Thy  Voice  is  thunder,  but  thy  Loooks  are  humble.* 

i  VtL  My  Voice  is  now  the  King's,  my  Looks  mine  own. 
Clar.  How  darkly,  and  how  deadly  doft  thou  fpeak  \ 

Your  Eyes  do  menace  me  :   Why  look  you  pale  \ 
Who  fent  you  hither  ?  wherefore  do  you  come  \ 

2  Vd.  To,  to,  to- 
Clar.  To  Murther  me  ? 

Both.  Ay,    ay. 
Clar.  You  fcarcefy  have  the  Hearts  to  tell  me  fo ; 

And  therefore  cannot  have  the  Hearts  to  do  it. 

Wherein,  my  Friends,  have  I  offended  you  ? 

i  ViL  Offended  us  you  have  not,  but  the  King.  '  « 
Clar.  I  mall  be  reconciled  to  him  again. 
2  Vd.  Never,  my  Lord,  therefore  prepare  to  dye. 
Clar.  Are  you  drawn  forth  among  a  world  of  Me  i, 

To  flay  the  innocent?   What's  my  Offence? Where  is  the  Evidence  that  doth  accufe  me? 

What  lawful  Qoeft  have  given  their  Verdict  up 

Unto  the  frowning  Judge  ?  Or  who  pronounc'd 
The  bitter  Sentence  of  poor  Clarence's  Death? 
Before  I  be  convict  by  courfe  of  Law, 
To  threaten  me  with  Death,  is  moffc  unlawful. 
I  charge  you,  as  you  hope  for  any  goodnefs, 
That  you  depart,  and  lay  no  Hands  on  me : 
The  deed  you  undertake  is  damnable. 

i  Vd.  What  we  will  do,  we  do  upon  command. 
2  Vd.  And  he  that  hath  commanded,  is  our  King. 
Clar.  Erroneous  Vaffals,  the  great  King  of  Kings 

Huh  in  the  Table  of  this  Law  commanded, 

That  Thou  malt  do  no  Murther;  Will  you  then 

Spurn  at  his  Edi&s,  and  fulfil  a  Man's? Take 
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Take  heed,  for  he  holds  Vengeance  in  his  Hand 
To  hurl  upon  their  Heads  that  break  his  Law. 

2  Vd.  And  that  fame  Vengeance  doth  he  hurl  on  thee 
For  falfe  forfwearing,  and  for  Murther  too: 
Thou  didft  receive  the  Sacrament,  to  figh« 
In  quarrel  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancaftcr. 

i  Vil.  And  like  a  Traitor  to  the  name  of  God, 
Didft  break  that  Vow,  and  with  thy  treacherous  blade, 

Unripp'ft  the  Bowels  of  thy  Soveraign's  Son. 2  Vd.  Whom  thou  waft  fworn  to  cherifh  and  defend. 

i  Vd.  How  canft  thou  urge  God's  dreadful  Law  to  us, 
When  thou  haft  broke  it  in  fuch  high  degree? 

Clar.  Alas!  for  whofe  fake  did  1  that  ill  deed? 

For  Edward,  for  my  Brother,  for  his  fake. 
He  fends  you  not  to  murther  me  for  this: 
For  in  that  fin  he  is  as  deep  as  I. 
If  God  will  be  avenged  for  the  dced^ 

0  know  you  yet,  he  doth'  it  publkkly, 
Take  not  the  quarrel  from  his  powerful  Arm : 
He  needs  no  indirect,  or  lawltfs  courfe, 
To  cut  off  thofe  that  have  offended  him. 

i  VJl.  Who  made  thee  then  a  bloody  Minifter, 
When  gallant  fpringing  brave  PLwtagenet, 
That  Princely  Novice,  was  ftruck  dead  by  thee? 

Clar.  My  Brother's  Love,  the  Devil,  and  my  Rage. 
i  FiL  Thy  Brother's  Love,  our  Duty,  and  thy  Faults, 

Provoke  us  hither  now,  to  (laughter  thee. 
Gar.  If  you  do  love  my  Brother,  rme  not  me : 

1  am  his  Brother,  and  I  love  him  well. 

If  you  are  hir'd  for  meed,  go  back  again, 
And  I  will  fend  you  to  my  Brother  Glofter ; 
Who  fhall  reward  you  better  for  my  Life, 
Than  Edward  will  for  tidings  of  my  Death. 

2  Vd.  You  are  deceiv'd, 

Your  Brother  Glo'fter  hates  you. 
Clar.  Oh  no,  he  loves  me,  and  he  holds  me  dear : 

Go  you  to  him  from  me. 
i  Vd.  Ay,  fo  we  will. 
Clar.  Tell  him,  when  that  our  Princely  Father  Tork, 

Bleft  his  three  Sons  with  his  victorious  Arm, H; 

i 
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He  little  thought  of  this  divided  Friendfhip: 

Bid  Glo'ftcr  think  on  this,  and  he  will  weep. 
i  FtL  Ay,  Milftones;  as  he  lefTon'd  us  to  weep. Glar.  O  do  not  {lander  him,  for  he  is  kind, 

i  Vil.  Right,  as  Snow  in  Harveft : 
Come,  you  deceive  your  felf, 
Tis  he  that  fends  us  to  deftroy  you  here. 

CUr.  It  cannot  be,  for  he  bewept  my  Fortune, 

And  hugg'd  me  in  his  Arms,  and  fwore  with  fobs, 
That  he  would  labour  my  Delivery, 

i  VtL  Why  fo  he  doth,  when  he  delivers  you 

From  this  Earth's  thraldom,  to  the  joys  of  Heav'n. 
2  VaU  Make  ptoce  with  God,  for  you  muft  die,  my  Lord* 
CUr.  Have  you  that  holy  feeling  in  your  Souls, 

To  counfel  me  to  make  my  peace  with  God, 
And  are  you  yet  to  your  own  Souls  fo  tlind, 

That  you  wilJ  War  with  God,  by  murd'ring  me? 
O  Sirs,  confider,  they  that  fet  you  on 
To  do  this  deed,  will  hate  you  for  the  deed* 

zVil.  What  (hall  we  do? 

CUr.  Relent,  and  fave  your  Souls: 

Which  of  you,  if  you  were  a  Prince's  Son, 
Being  pent  from  Liberty,  as  I  am  now, 
If  two  fuch  Murtherers  as  yourfelves  came  to  you, 
Would  not  intreat  for  Life,  as  you  would  beg 
Were  you  in  my  diftreft. 

\ViL  Relent?  no;  'tis  cowardly  and  womaniftn 
CUr.  Not  to  relent,  is  beafily,  favage,  devilifli. 

My  Friend,  I  fpy  fome  pity  in  thy  looks: 
O,  if  thine  Eye  be  not  a  Flatterer, 
Come  thou  on  my  fide,  and  intreat  for  me, 
A  begging  Prince  what  Beggar  pities  not? 

z  Vil.  Look  behind  you,  my  Lord. 
i  Vd.  Take  that,  and  that;  if  all  this  will  not  do* 

[Stabs  him* 

I'll  drown  you  in  the  Malmfey-Butt  within.  \Exin 
2  Vd.  A  bloody  deed,  and  defperately  difpatcht : 

How  fain,  like  Pilate,  would  I  wafh  my  Hands 
.Of  this  moft  grievous  Murther*  % 
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Enter  firfl  Villain. 

t  Vd.  How  now  ?  what  mean'ft  thou  that  thou  help' ft 
me  not?  By  Hcav'n,  the  Duke  fhall  know  how  flack  you 
have  been, 

2  VtL  I  would  he  knew,  that  I  had  fav'd  his  Brother,* 
Take  thou  the  Fee,  and  tell  him  what  I  fay, 
For  I  repent  mc  that  the  D^ke  is  fUin,  \_Exit. 

I  ViL  So  do  not  I;  go  Coward  as  thou  art- 

Well,  I'll  go  hide  the  Body  in  fome  hole, 
'Till  that  the  Duke  give  order  for  his  Burial: 
And  when  I  have  my  Meed,  1  will  away; 
For  this  will  out,  and  then  I  mull  not  flay.  {Exit. 

A  C  T    II.     SCENE     I. 

Flour ijlj.     Enter  King  Edward  fick^  the  Queen,  Dorfet,  Ri- 
vers, Hillings,  Catesby,    Buckingham,  and  Woodvif. 

.  £^«\1l/H  Y  fo  ;  now  have  I  done  a  good  day's  work. 
VV     You  Peers  continue  this  united  League: 

I  every  day  exped:  an  Erabaffage 
From  my  Redeemer,  to  redeem  me  hence. 

And  more  in  peace  my  Soul  fliall  part  to  Heav'r, 
Since  I  have  made  my  Friends  at  peace  on  Earth; 
Haflings  and  Rivers,  take  each  others  hand, 
Diflemble  not  your  Hatred,  fwear  your  Love. 

Riv.  By  Heav'n,  my  Soul  is  purg'd  from  bearing  Hate, 
And  with  my  Hand  I  feal  my  true  Heart's  Love. 

Haft.  So  thrive  I,  as  I  truly  fwear  the  like. 
K.  Edw.  Take  heed  you  dally  not  before  your  King, 

Left  he,  that  is  the  fupream  King  of  Kings 
Confound  your  hidden  falfhood,  and  award 
Either  of  you  to  be  the  others  end. 

Haft.  So  profper  I,  as  I  fwear  perfect  Love, 

Riv.  And  I",  as  I  love  Haflings  with  my  Heart. K.Edw.  Madam,  your  felf  is  not  exempt  from  this; 
Nor  you  Son  Dorfet,  Buckingham  nor  you ; 
You  have  been  factious  one  againft  the  other. 

Wife; 
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Wife,  love  Lord  Uaflingsy  let  him  kifs  your  Hand, 
And  what  you  do,  do  it  unfeignedly. 

Queen.  There  Hafimgs%  I  will  never  more  remember 
Our  former  hatred,  fo  tnrive  I,  and  mine, 

ICEdw*  Dorfety  embrace  him: 
HaftingSy  love  Lord  Marquefs. 

Dorfl  This  interchange  of  Love,  I  here  protefi 
Upon  my  part,  fhail  be  inviolable. 

Haft.   And  fo  fwear  1. 
K.  Edw.Now  Princely  Buckingham,  feal  thou  thisLeagua 

With  thy  embracements  to  rny  Wife's  Allies, 
And  make  me  happy  in  your  unity. 

Buck.  When  ever  Buckingham  *doth  turn  his  hate 
Upon  your  Grace,  but  with  all  duteous  Love,  [To  the  Oueen* 
Doth  cherim  you  and  yours,  God  punifh  me 
With  hate  in  thofe  where  I  exped:  moft  love:  • 
When  I  have  mod  need  to  imploy  a  Friend, 
And  moft  affured  that  he  is  a  Friend, 

Deep,  hollow,  treacherous,  and  full  of  guile* 

Be  he  unto  me;  this  do  I  beg  of  Heav'n, 
When  I  am  cold  in  love,  to  you  or  yours. 

[Embracing  Rivers,  &c\ 
K.  Ediv.   A  pleafing  Cordial,  Princely  Buckingham^ 

Js  this  thy  Vow  unto  my  fickly  Heart. 
There  wanteth  now  our  Brother  Glofter  here, 
To  make  the  blelTed  Period  of  this  Peace. 

•  Buck.  And  in  good  time, 
Here  comes  Sir  Richard  Ratclijf,  and  the  Duke. 

Enter  RatclifF^W  Gloucefter. 

Glo.  Good  moFrow  to  my  Sovereign  King  and  Queen, 
And  Princely  Peers,  a  happy  time  of  day. 

K.  Edw.  Happy  indeed,  as  we  have  fpent  the  day: 
Qiofter^  we  have  done  deeds  of  Charity, 
Made  Peace  of  Enmity,,  fair  love  of  hate. 
Between  thefe  fwelling  wrong  incenfed  Peers* 

Glo.  A  bleffed  Labour,  my  moft  Sovereign  Lord* 
Among  this  Princely  heap,  if  any  here 
By  falfe  Intelligence,  or  wrong  Surmife  • 
Hold  me  a  Foe:  If  I  unwillingly,  or  in  my  Rage* 
Have  ought  committed  that  is  hardly  born,  * 
To  any  in  this  Prefence, .  I  defire 
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To  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  Peaces 
Tis  death  to  me  to  be  at  Enmity  ; 
I  hate  it,  and  defire  all  good  Mens  love. 
Firft,  Madam,  I  intreat  true  peace  of  you, 
Which  I  will  purchafe  with  my  duteous  Service. 

Of  you  my  noble  Coufin  Buckingham, 

If  ever  any  grudge  were  lodg'd  between  us. 
Of  you,  and  you,  Lord  Rivers  and  of  Dorfet, 

That  all  without  defert  have  frown'd  on  me  : 
Of  you  Lord  Wvodvil>  and  Lord  Scales  of  you, 
Dukes,,  Earls,  Lords,  Gentlemen,  indeed  of  all. 
I  do  rot  know  that  EngUjbman  alive, 
With  whom  my  Soul  js  any  jot  at  odds, 
More  than  the  Infant  that  is  born  to  night; 
I  thark  my  God  for  my  Humility. 

Queen.  A  Holy-day  fhall  this  be  kept  hereafter  t 
I  would  t©  G^d  all  ftrifes  were  well  compounded. 

My  Sovereign  Lord,  I  do  befeech  your  Highnefs 
To  take  our  Brother  Clarence  to  your  Grace. 

Gio.  Why,  Madam,  have  I  offer'd  Love  for  this* 
To  be  fo  flouted  in  this  Royal  Prefence? 

Who  knows  not  that  the  gentle  Duke  is  dead? [They allftart. 
You  do  him  injury  to  fcorn  his  Coarfe. 

K.  Edw.  Who  knows  not  he  is  dead  ! 
Who  knows  he  is? 

Queen.  All-feeing  Hcav'n,  whit  a  World  is  this? 
Buck*  Look  I  fo  pale,  Lord  Dorfet,  as  the  red  ? 

Dorfl  Ay,  my  good  Lord;  and  no  Man  in  the  prefence, 
Bur  his  red  Colour  hath  forfook  his  Cheek?. 

A".  Edw.  Is  Clarence  dead?   the  Order  was  reversed. 
Glo.   But  he,  poor  Man,  by  your  fir  ft  Order  died, 

And  that  a  winged  Mercury  did  bear: 
Some  tardy  Cripple  bare  the  Countermand,  i 

That  come  too  lag  to  fee  him  buried.* 
God  grant,  that  fome  lefs  Noble,  and  lefs  Loyal, 
Nearer  in  bloody  Thoughts,  and  not  in  Blood, 
Deferve  no  worfe  than  Wretched  Clarence  did, 

And  yet  go  currant  from  fufpicion. 
Enter  Earl  of  Detby. 

Derby.  A  boon,  my  Soveraign,  for  my  Service  done. 
K.Edw.  I  prithee  peace,  my  Soul  i?  full  of  forrow. 

Vql.  IV,  -  I  Derby* 
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Derby.  I  will  not  rife,  unlefs  your  Highnefs  hear  me. 

K.  Edw.  Then  fay  at  once,  what  is  it  thou  requeft'ft. 
Derby.  The  forfeit,  Soveraign,  of  my  Servant's  Life, 

Who  fbw  to  day  a  riotous  Gentleman, 
Lately  attendant  on  the  Duke  of  Norfolk 

IC  Edw.  Have  I  a  Tongue  to  doom  my  Brother's  death? 
And  fhall  that  Tongue  give  pardon  to  a. Slave? 

My  Brother  kili'd  no  Man,  his  fault  was  Thought, 
And  yet  his  punishment  was  bitter  Death. 
Who  fued  to  me  for  him?  Who,  in  my  wrath, 

Kneel'd  at  my  Feet;  and  bid  me  be  advis'd  ? 
Who  fpoke  of  Brotherhood?  who  (poke  in  love  \ 
Who  told  me,  how  the  poor  Soul  did  forfake 
The  mighty  Wkrwick^  and  did  fight  for  me: 
Who  told  me  in. the  Field  at  Tewksbury, 
When  Oxford  had  me  down,  he  refcued  me? 
And  faid,  dear  Brother  live,  and  be  a  King? 
Who  told  me,  when  we  both  lay  in  the  Field, 
Frozen  almoft:  to  dea:h,  how  he  did  lap  me 
Even  in  his  Garments,  and  did  give  himfelf, 
AU  thin  and  naked,  to  the  num  cold  Night  ? 
All  this  from  my  Remembrance,  brutifli  wrath 
Sinfully  pluckt,  and  not  a  Man  of  you 

Had  fo'  much  Grace  to  put  it  in  my  Mind. 
B  it  when  your  Carters,  or  your  waiting  VafTals 

Have  done  a  drunken  Slaughter,  and  defae'd 
The  precious  Image  of  our  dear  Redeemer, 
You  ftraight  are  on  your  Knees  for  Pardon,  Pardon, 
And  I,  unjaftly  too,  rnuft  grant  it  you. 
But  for  my  Brother,  not  a  Man  would  fpeak, 
Nor  I,  ungracious,  (pake  unto  my  felf 
For  him,  poor  Soul.     The  prouder!  of  you  ail, 
Hive  been  beholding  to  him  in  his  Life: 
Yet  none  of  you,  would  once  beg  for  his  Life. 
O  God  J  I  fear  thy  Juflice  will  take  hold 
On  me,  and  you;  and  mine,  znd  yours  for  this. 
Come  Haftings  help  me  to  my  Clofet. 
Ah  poor  Clarence.       \_Exeunt  fome  with  the  King  and  Oaten* 

Glo.  This  ib  the  fruits  of  Rafhnefs :  Mark'd  }  ou  net, 
How  that  the  kindred  of  the  Q^ieen 

Look'd 
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Look'd  pale,  when  they  did  hear  of  Clareneis  Death  I 
0  !  they  did  urge  it  ftill  unto  the  King, 
Cod  will  revenge  it.     Come,  Lords,  will  you  go, 
To  comfort  Edward  with  our  Company  ? 

Buck*  We  wait  upon  your  Grace.  [_Exettnt. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  the  Butchefs  of  York,  with  the  two  Children  of 
Clarence. 

Son.  Good  Grandam  tell  us,  is  our  Father  dead  ? 
Butch.  No,  Boy. 
Baugh.  Why  do  you  weep  fo  oft?  and  beat  your  Breaft? 

And  cry,  O  Clarence  !  my  unhappy  Son? 
Son.  Why  do  you  look  on  us,  and  make  your  Head, 

And  call  us  Orphans,  Wretches,  Caftaways, 
If  that  our  Noble  Father  were  alive? 

Butch.  My  pretty  Couflns,  you  miftake  me  both, 
1  do  lament  the  Sicknefs  of  the  King, 

As  loth  to  tofe  him,  not  your  Father's  Death; 
Jt  were  loft  Sorrow  to  wail  one  that's  loft. 

Son.  Then  you  conclude,  my  Grandam,  he  is  dead : 
The  King  mine  Uncle  is  to  blame  for  it. 
God  will  revenge  it,  whom  I  will  importune 
With  earned  Prayers,  all  to  that  effect. 

Bauvh.    And  fo  will  I. 

Butch.  Peace,  Children,  peace;  the  King  doth  love  you 
Incapable  and  mallow  Innocents,  Lwe^* 

You  cannot  guefs  who  caus'd  your  Father's  Death. 
Son.  Grandam,  we  can;  for  my  good  Uncle  Gtffter 

Told  me,  the  King,  provok'd  to  it  by  the  Queen, 
Devis'd  Impeachments  to  imprifon  him ; 
And  when  my  Uncle  told  me  fo,  he  wept, 
And  pitied  me,  and  kindly  kift  my  Cheek; 
Bad  me  rely  on  him,  as  on  my  Father, 
And  he  would  love  me  dearly  as  a  Child. 

Butch.  Ah  !  that  Deceit  mould  fteal  fuch  gentle  Shape, 
And  with  a  virtuous  Vizard  hide  deep  Vice. 
He  is  my  Son,  ay,  and  therein  my  Shame, 
Yet  from  my  Dugs  he  drew  not  this  deceit. 

I  2  Stn. 
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Son.  Think  you  my  Uncle  did  diflemblc,  Grandarp? 
Dutch.  Ay,  Boy. 
Son.  I  cannot  think  it.     Hark,  what  noife  is  this  ?  ( 
Enter  the  Queen  with  her  Hair  about  her  Ears,  Rivers 

and  Dorfet  after  her. 
Queen.  Ah  I  who  fhall  hinder  me  to  wail  and  weep  ? 

To  chide  my  Fortune  and  torment  my  felf  ? 

I'll  join  witli  black  Defpair  againft  my  Soul, 
And  to  my  felf  become  an  Enemy— — 

Dutch.  What  means  thisScene  of  rude  Impatience? 
Queen.  To  make  an  acl:  of  Tragick  Violence, 

Edward,  my  Lord,  thy  Son,  our  King  is  dad. 
Why  grow  the  Branches,  when  the  Root  is  gone  f 
Why  wither  not  the  Leaves  that  want  their  Sap  ? 
If  you  will  live,  lament;  if  die,  be  brief; 

That  our  fwift-winged  Souls  may  catch  the  King's, 
Or  like  obedient  Subjects  follow  him, 

To  his  new  Kingdom  of  ne'er  changing  Night. 
Dutch.  Ah,  fo  much  intereft  have  I  in  thy  Sorrow, 

As  I  had  Title  to  thy  Noble  Husband; 

I  have  bewept  a  worthy  Husband's  Death, 
And  liv'd  with  looking  on  his  Images  ; 
But  now  two  Mirrors  of  his  Princely  femblancc. 

Are  crack'd  in  pieces,  by  malignant  Death, 
And  I  for  comfort  have  but  one  falfe  Glafs, 
That  grieves  me  when  I  fee  my  Shame  in  him. 
Thou  art  a  Widow,  yet  thou  art  a  Mother, 
And  hail:  the  comfort  of  thy  Children  left; 

But  Death  hathfnatch'd  my  Husband  from  mine  Arms-, 
And  pluckttwo  Crutches  from  my  feeble  Hands, 
Clarence  and  Edward.  .  O,  what  caufe  have  I, 

(Thine  being  but  a  moiety  of  my  moan/ 
To  over-go  thy  Woes,  and  drown  thy  Cries. 

Son.  Ah  Aunt!  you  wept  not  for  our  Father's  Death; 
How  can  we  aid  you  with  our  Kindred  Tears? 

Daugh.  Our  Fatherlefsdiftrefs  was  left  unmpan'd, 
Your  Widow  dolour  likewise  be  unwept. 

Queen,  Give  me  no  help  in  Lamentation, 
I  am  not  barren  to  bring  forth  Complaints: 
All  Springs  reduce  their  currents  to  mine  Eyes* 
That  I  being  governed  by  the  watry  Moon, 

May 
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May  fend  forth  plenteous  Tears  to  drown  the  World. 

Ah,  for  my  Husband   for  my  dear  Lord  Edward- 

V 

—f   —  J     J 

Chil.  Ah,  for  our  Father,  for  our  dear  Lord  Clarence. 

Dutch.  Alas,  for  both,  both  mine,  Edward  and  Clarence; 

Queen.  What  flay  had  I,  but  Edward  \  and  he's  gone. 

ChiL  What  flay  had  we,  but  Clarence*  and  he's  gone. 
Dutch.  What  flays  had  I,  but  they?  and  they  are  gone. 
Queen.  Was  never  Widow  had  fo  dear  a  Lofs. 
Chil.  Were  never  Orphans  had  fo  dear  a  Lofs. 
Dutch.   Was  never  Mother  had  fo  dear  a  Lofs. 

Alas!  I  am  the  Mother  of  thefe  Griefs, 

Their  Woes  are  parcell'd,  mine  is  general. 
She  for  an  Edward  weeps,  and  fo  do  I; 
I  for  a  Clarence  weep,  fo  doth  not  me; 
Thefe  Babes  for  Clarence  weep,  fo  do  not  they. 
Alas/  you  three,  on  me  threefold  diftreft 
Pour  all  your  Tea  s,  I  am  your  Sorrows  Nurfe, 
And  I  will  pamper  it  with  Lamentation, 

Dorf  Comfort,  dear  Mother;  God  is  much  difpleas'd* 
That  you  take  with  unthankfulnefs  his  doing. 

In  common  worldly  Things  'tis  call'd  ungrateful 
With  dull  unwiliingnefs  to  repay  a  Debt, 
Which  with  a  bounteous  Hand  was  kindly  lent: 

Much  more  to  be  thus  oppofite  withHeav'n, 
For  it  requires  the  Royal  Debt  it  lent  you. 

Rivers.  Madam,  bethink  you  like  a  careful  Mother 
Of  the  young  Prince  your  Son ;  fend  flraight  for  him. 

Let  him  be  crown'd,  in  him  your  comfort  lives. 
Drown  defperate  Sorrow  in  dead  Eaward*%  Grave, 
And  plant  your  Joys  in  living  Edward's  Throne, 

Enter  Glouceflcr,  Buckingham,  Derby,  Haftings  and 
RatclifF. 

Glo.  Sifter,  have  comfort,  all  of  us  have  caufe 

To  wail  the  dimming  of  our  mining  Star: 
But  none  can  help  our  harms  by  wailing  them. 
Madam,  my  Mother,  I  do  cry  you  Mercy, 
I  did  not  fee  your  Grace.     Humbly  on  my  Knee 
I  crave  your  Bleffing. 

Dutch.  God  blefs  thee,  and  put  Meeknefs  in  thy  Brcall, 
Love,  Charity,  Obedience^  and  true  Duty. 

I   l  Qls. 
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Glo.  Amen,  and  make  me  die  a  good  old  Man, 

That  is  the  butt  end  of  a  Mother's  Bleffing; I  marvel  that  her  Grace  did  leave  it  out. 

Buckz  You  cloudy  Princes,  and  heart-forrowing  Peers, 
That  bear  this  mutual  heavy  load  of  Moan, 
Now  cheer  each  other  in  each  others  Love; 

Though  we  have  fpent  our  Harveft  of  this  King, 
We  are  to  reap  the  Harveft  of  his  Son. 
The  broken  rancor  of  your  high-fwoln  hates, 

But  lately  fplinter'd,  knit  and  join'd  together, 
Muft  gently  be  preferv'd,  cherifht  and  kept: 
Me  feemeth  good,  that  with  fome  little  Train, 
Forthwith  from  Ludlow  the  young  Prince  be  fee 

Hither  to  London,  to  be  crown'd  our  King. 
Riv.  Why  with  fome  little  Train, 

My  Lord  of  Buckingham* 
Buci^  Marry,  my  Lord,  left,  by  a  Multitude, 

The  new-heal'd  wound  of  Malice  fhould  break  out, 
Which  would  be  fo  much  the  more  dangerous, 

By  how  much  the  Eft  ate  is  green,  and  yet  ungovern'c. 
Where  every  Horfe  bears  his  commanding  Rein, 
And  may  direct  his  courfe  as  pleafe  himfdf, 
As  well  the  fear  of  harm,  as  harm  apparent, 
In  my  Opinion,  ought  to  be  prevented. 

Glo.  I  hope  the  King  made  Peace  with  ail  of  us, 
And  the  compact  is  firm  and  true  in  me. 

Riv.  And  fo  in  me,  and  fo,  I  think,  in  all, 
Yet  fince  it  is  but  green  it  fhould  be  put 
To  no  apparent  likelyhood  of  breach, 

Which  haply  by  much  Company  might  be  urg'd; 
Therefore  I  fay,  with  Noble  Buckingham, 
That  it  is  meet  fo  few  mould  fetch  the  Prince. 

Hafl.  And  fo  fay  I. 
Glo.  Then  be  it  fo,  and  go  we  to  determine 

Who  they  mall  be  that  (height  (hall  poft  to  London. 

Madam,  and  you  my  Sifter,  'will  you  go 
To  give  your  Cenfures  in  this  Bufinefs  ?  [Exeunt. 

\_Manent  Buckingham  and  Gloucefter. 
Buc!^.  My  Lord,  wiioever  journies  to  the  Prince, 

For  God  s  fak    let  not  us  two  ftay  at  homej 

Fo-  bv  the  way,  Pil  fori  occafion, 
As 
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As  Index  to  the  Story  we  lately  talk'd  of, 

To  part  the  Queen's  proud  Kindred  from  the  Prince. 

Glo.  My  other  felf,  my  Counfel'sConfiftory, 
My  Oracle,  my  Prophet,  my  dear  Coufin, 

I,  as  a  Child,  will  go  by  thy  direction. 

Toward  London  then,  for  we'll  not  fhy  behind.       [Exeunt* 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  one  Citizen  at  one  Door,  and  another  at  the  other* 

i  Cit.  Good  morrow,  Neighbour,  whither  away  fofaft? 

zGt.  I  promife  you  I  hardly  know  my  felf: 
Hear  you  the  News  abroad? 

i  Gt.  Yes,  the  King  is  dead. 

2  Cit.  Ill  News  by'r  Lady,  feldom  comes  the  better:  ' 
I  fear,  I  fear,  'twill  prove  a  giddy  World. 

Enter  another  Citiz.cn. 

3  Cit.  Neighbours,  God  fpeed. 
i  Cit.  Give  you  good  morrow,  Sir.  \ 

3  Ctt.  Doth  the  News  hold  of  good  King  Edward's  Death? 
2  Ctt.  Ay,  Sir,  it  is  too  true,  God  help  the  while* 
3  Cit.  Then  Matters  look  to  fee  a  troublous  World. 

i  Cit.  No,  no,  by  Go.d's  good  Grace,  his  Son  mall  Reign. 
3  Cit.  Wo  to  that  Land  that's  govern'd  by  a  Child. 
2  Cit.  In  him  there  is  a  hope  of  Government : 

Wnich  in  his  Non-age,  Counfel  under  him, 
And  in  his  full  and  ripened  Year?,  himfelf 

No  doubt  fhall  then,  and  'rill  then  govern  well. 
i  Cit.  So  flood  the  Stare  when  Henry  the  Sixth 

Was  crown'd  in  Paris,  but  at  nine  Months  old. 
3  Gt.  Stood  the  State  fo  ?  No,  no,  good  Friends,  God  v/ot ; 

For  then  this  Land  was  famoufly  enrich'd 
With  politick  grave  Counfel;  then  the  King 
Had  virtuous  Uncles  to  proreel:  his  Grace. 

i  Cit.  Why  fo  hath  this,  both  by  his  Father  and  Mother. 
3  Cit.   Better  it  were  they  all  came  by  his  Father  j 

Or  by  his  Father  there  were  nor  e  at  all: 
For  Emulation,  who  fhall  now  benearefr, 
Will  touch  us  all  too  near,  if  God  prevent  not. 

O  full  of  danger  is  the  Duke  of  Glo"fter> 
I  4  And 
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S\nd  the  Queen's  Sons,  and  Brothers,  haught  and  proud: 
And  were  they  to  be  ruPd,  and  not  to  rule, 
This  fickly  Land  might  folacc  as  before. 

i  Cit:  Come,  come,  we  fear  the  word,  all  will  be  well. 
3  Cit,  When  Clouds  are  icen,  wife  Men  put  on  their  Cloaks ; 

When  preat  Leaves  fall,  then  Winter  is  at  hand  ; 
When  the  Sun  lets,  who  doth  not  look  for  Night? 
Untimely  Storms  mike  Men  exped:  a  Dearth : 
Ail  may  be  well ;  but  if  God  fort  it  fo, 

'Tis  more  than  we  defer ve,  or  I  expect. 
z  Cit.  Truly  the  Hearts  of  Men  are  full  of  fear; 

You  cannot  reafon,  almoft,  with  a  Man 
That  looks  not  heavily,  and  full  of  dread. 

3  Gt,  Before  the  days  of  Change,  ftill  is  it  fp 
By  a  divine  inftincfc  Mens  Minds  miftruft 
Purfuin^  Danger;  as  by  proof  we  fee 

The  Water  fwell  before  a  boift'rous  Storm ; 
But  leave  it  all  to  God,  whither  away  ? 

2  Cit.  Marry  we  were  fent  for  to  the  Juftices. 

3  tit.  And  fo  was  I,   I'll  bear  you  Company.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Archbifliop  of  York,  the  young  Duke  of  Yoj  k,  the 
Queen j  and  the  ID ut chefs. 

Arch.  Laft  Night  I  heard  they  lay  at  Stony  Stratford) 
And  at  Northampton  they  do  reft  to  Night: 
To  morrow  or  next  day  they  will  be  here. 

Dutch.  I  long  with  all  my  Heart  to  fee  the  Piince  ; 
I  hope  he  is  much  grown  fince  laft  I  faw  him. 

Queen.  But  I  hear  no,  they  fay  my  Son  of  Tork^ 
Has  almoft  overtaken  him  in  his  growth. 

Tork.  Ay,  Mother,  but  I  would  not  have  it  fo, 
Dutch.  Why,  my  good  Coufin,  it  is  good  to  grow. 
Yorkj  Grandam,  one  Ni^ht  as  we  did  fit  at  Supper, 

My  Uncle  Rivers  talk'd  Ijpw  I  did  grow 
More  than  my  Brother.     Ay,  quoth  my  Uncle  Glo'Jler, 
Small  Herbs  have  Grace,  great  Weeds  do  grow  apace. 

And  fince,  methinks  I  wou'd  not  grow  fo  faft, 
Bccaufe  fweet  Flowers  are  fbw,  and  Weeds  make  hafte. 

Dutch. 
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Dutch.  Good  faith,  good  faith,  the  faying  did  not  hold 
In  him  that  did  object  the  fame  to  thee. 

He  was  the  wretched'ft  thing  when  he  was  young, 
So  long  a  growing,  and  fo  leifurely, 
That  if  his  Rule  were  true,  he  mould  be  gracious. 

York.  And  fono  doubt  he  is,  my  gracious  Madam. 
Dutch.  I  hope  he  is,  but  yet  let  Mothers  doubt. 
Tork>  Now  by  my  troth,  if  I  had  been  remembrcd, 

I  could  have  given  my  Uncle's  Grace  a  flout 
To  touch  his  growth,  nearer  than  he  touch'd  mine. 

Dutch.  Mow,  my  young  York* 
I  prithee  let  me  hear  it. 
York.  Marry,  they  fay,  my  Uncle  grew  fo  fall, 

That  he  could  gnaw  a  Cruft  at  two  hours  old; 

'Twas  full  two  years  e'er  I  could  get  a  Tooth. 
Grandam,  this  would  have  been  a  biting  Jeft. 

Dutch.  I  prithee,  pretty  York*  who  told  thee  this  ? 
York*  Grandam,  his  Nurfe. 

Dutch.  His  Nurfe !  why  iTie  was  dead  e'er  thou  waft  born. 
York.  If 'twere  not  me,  I  cannot  tell  who  told  me. 
Queen.  A  parlous  Boy   Go  to,  you  are  too  fhrewd. 
Dutch.  Good  Madam,  be  not  angry  with  a  Child. 
Queen.  Pitchers  have  Ears. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Arch.  Here  comes  a  MelTenger :  What  News  ? 
Mef.  Such  News,  my  Lord,  as  grieves  me  to  report. 
Queen.  How  doth  the  Prince  ? 
Mef.  Well,  Madam,  and  in  Health. 
Dutch.  What  is  thy  News  ? 
Mef.  Lord  Rivers,  and  Lord  Grejy 

Are  fent  to  Pomfret,  and  with  them 
Sir  Thomas  faughan,  Prifoners. 

Dutch.  Who  hath  committed  them? 

Mef.  The  mighty  Dukes,  Glo'Jterznd  Buckingham. Arch.  For  what  Offence? 

Mef.  The  fumof  all  I  can,  I  have  difclos'd : 
Why,  or  for  what,  the  Nobles  were  committed, 
Is  all  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  Lord. 

Queen.  Ah  me!  I  fee  the  ruin  of  my  Houfe; 

The  Tiger  now  hath  feiz'd  the  gentle  Hind* 
Infulting  Tyranny  begins  to  jut 

Upon 
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Upon  the  innocent  and  awlefs  Throne; 
Welcome  Deftru&ion,  Blood  and  Maflacre, 
I  fee,  as  in  a  Map,  the  end  of  all. 

Dutch.  Accurfed  and  unquiet  wrangling  Days, 
How  many  of  you  have  mine  Eyes  beheld  ; 
My  Husband  loft  his  Life  to  get  the  Crown, 
And  often  up  and  down  my  Sons  were  toft, 
For  me  to  joy  and  weep,  their  gain  and  lofs. 

And  being  feated,   and  Domeftick  broils  ' 
Clean  over  blown,  themfelves,  the  Conquerors, 
Make  War  upon  themfelves,  Brother  to  Brother, 

Blood  to  Blood,  felf  againft  felf :  O  prepoft'rous 
And  frantick  Outrage!  end  thy  damned  Spleen, 
Or  let  me  die,  to  look  on  Earth  no  more. 

Queen.  Come,  come,  my  Boy,  we  will  to  Sanctuary. 
Madam,  farewel. 

Dutch.  Stay,  I  will  go  with  you. 
Queen.  You  have  no  caufe. 
jirch.  My  gracious  Lady,  go, 

And  thither  bear  your  Treafure  and  your  Goods, 

For  my  part,  I'll  refign  unto  your  Grace 
The  Seal  I  keep,  and  fo  betide  it  me, 
As  well  I  tender  you,  and  all  of  yours. 

Go,  I'll  conduct  you  to  the  Sanctuary.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  III.    SCENE    I. 

The  Trumpets  found.     Enter  Prince  of  Wales,  the  Dukes  of 
Gloucefter  and  Buckingham,  j4rchbiJhopy  with  others. 

%HCkz\\  7"E!come  fweet  Prince  to  London^ VV     To  your  Chamber. 
Glo.  Welcome  dear  Coufin,  my  thoughts  Sovereign, 

The  weary  way  hath  made  you  Melancholy. 
Prince.  No,  Uncle,  but  our  crofTes  on  the  Way 

Have  made  it  tedious,  wearifom  and  heavy. 
I  want  more  Uncles  here  to  welcome  me. 

Glo.  Sweet  Prince,  the  untainted  Virtue  cf  your  Years 
Hath  not  yet  div'd  into  the  World's  deceit : 

No 
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No  more  can  you  diftinguifh  of  a  Man, 
Than  of  his  outward  fliew,  which,  God  he  knows, 
Seldom  or  never  jumpeth  with  the  Heart. 
Thofe  Uncles  which  you  want  were  dangerous : 

Your  Grace  attended  to  their  fuger'd  Words, 
But  look'd  not  on  the  poifon  of  their  Hearts : 
God  keep  you  from  them,  and  from  fuch  falfe  Friends. 

Prince.  God  keep  me  from  falfe  Friends, 
But  they  were  none. 

Glo.  My  Lord,  the  Mayor  of  London  comes  to  greet  you. 
Enter  Lord  Major, 

Mayor.  God  blefs  your  Grace  with  Health  and  Happy 
Days. 

Prince.  I  thank  you,  good  my  Lord,  and  thank  you  all: 
I  thought  my  Mother,  and  my  Brother  York* 

Would  long  e'er  this  have  met  us  on  the  "way. 
Fie,  what  a  (lug  is  Haftingsy  that  he  comes  not 
To  tell  us,  whether  they  will  come  or  no. 

Enter  Lord  Haftings. 
Buck*  And  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  fweating  Lord. 
Prince.  Welcome,  my  Lord ;  what,  will  our  Mother  come? 
Haft.  On  what  Occafion  God  he  knows,  not  I, 

The  Queen  your  Mother,  and  your  Brother  York, 
Have  taken  Sanctuary ;  the  tender  Prince 
Would  fain  have  come  with  me  to  meet  your  Grace, 
Bit  by  his  Mother  was  perforce  with-held. 

Bttcl^  Fie,  what  an  indirect,  and  peevifli  courfe 
Is  this  of  hers?  Lord  Cardinal,  will  your  Grace 
Perfuade  the  Queen  to  fend  the  Duke  of  York 
Unto  his  Princely  Brother  prefently  ? 
If  me  deny,  Lord  Haftings,  you  go  with  him, 
And  from  her  jeafous  Arms  pluck  him  perforce. 

Arch.  My  Lord  of  Buckingham,  if  my  weak  Oratory 
Can  from  his  Mother  win  the  Duke  of  Yorl^ 
Anon  expect  him  here  ;  but  if  fhe  be  obdurate 
To  mild  Entreaties,  God  forbid 
We  fhould  infringe  the  holy  Privilege 

Of  blefTtd  Sanctuary;  not  for  all  this  Land    ' 
Would  I  be  guilty  of  fo  great  Sin. 

Back.  You  are  too  fenfelefs  obftinate,  my  Lord, 
Too  ceremonious  and  traditional, 

wWeig* 
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Weigh  it  but  with  the  groiTntfs  of  this  Age, 
You  break  not  Sanctuary,  in  feizing  him; 
The  benefit  thereof  is  always  granted 

To  thofe  whofe  dealings  have  deferv'd  the  Place, 
And  thofe  who  have  the  wit  to  claim  the  Place : 

This  Prince  hath  never  claim'd  it,  nor  deferv'd  it9 
Therefore,  in  mine  Opinion,  cannot  have  it. 
Then  taking  him  from  thence  tuat  is  not  there, 
You  break  no  Privilege  nor  Charter  there : 
Oft  have  I  beard  of  Sanctuary  Men, 

But  Sanctuary  Children,  ne'er  'till  now. 
Arch.  My  Lord,  you  (hall  o'er-rule  my  Mind  for  once. 

Come  on,  Lord  Haftings,  will  you  go  with  me? 
Haft.  I  go,  my  Lord.     \Exeunt  Zirchbijhop  and  Haftings. 
Prince.  Good  Lords,  make  all  the  fpeedy  hafte  you  may* 

Say,  Uncle  Glofter>  if  our  Brother  come, 

Where  fhall  we  fojourn  'till  our  Coronation? 
Glo.  Where  it  feems  bell  unto  your  Royal  felf. 

If  I  may  counfel  yon,  fome  day  or  two 
Your  Highnefs  (half  repofc  you  at  the  Tower  i 
Then  where  you  pleafe,  and  ill  all  be  thought  mofl  fit 
For  your  beft  Health  and  Recreation. 

Prince.  I  do  not  like  the  Tower  of  any  Place  ; 
Did  Julius  Cafar  build  that  Place,  my  Lord? 

Buck^  He  did,  my  gracious  Lord,  begin  that  Place, 

Which  fince,  fucceeding  Ages  have  re-edify'd. 
Prince.  Is  it  upon  Record?  or  elfe  reported 

Succeffively  from  Age  to  Age  he  built  it  ? 
Bucki  Upon  Record,  my  gracious  Lord. 
Prince.  But  fay,  my  Lord,  it  were  not  Regiftred, 

Methinks  the  Truth  mould  live  from  Age  to  Ago, 

As  'twere  retailed  to  all  Pofterity, 
Even  to  the  general  ending  Day. 

Glo.  So  wife,  fo  young,  they  fay  do  never  live  long. 
Prince.  What  fay  you,  Uncle? 
Glo.  I  fay,   without  Characters  Fame  lives  long. 

Thus,  like  the  formal  Vice,  Iniquity,  \_Afide* 
I  moralize  two  meanings  in  one  Word. 

Prince.  That  Jnlim  Gefar  was  a  famous  Man ; 
With  what  his  Valour  did  enrich  his  Wit, 
His  Wit  fet  down,  to  make  his  Valour  live ; Death 
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Death  makes  no  Conqueft  of  his  Conqueror, 
for  now  he  lives  in  Fame,  though  not  in  Life. 

I'll  tell  you  what,  my  Coufin  Buckingham. 
Buck.  What,  my  gracious  Lord? 
Prwce.  And  if  I  live  until  I  be  a  Man, 

I'll  win  our  ancient  Right  in  France  again, 
Or  die  a  Soldier,  as  I  iiv'd  a  King. 

Glo.  Short  Summers  lightly  have  a  forward  Spring. 
Enter  York,  Hafhngs,  and  Archbijhoy. 

Bucks  Now  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  Duke  of  York. 
Prince.  Richard  of  Yorl^,  how  fares  our  Noble  Brother* 
York,  Well,  my  dear  Lord,  (6  muff.  I  call  you  now. 
Prince.  Ay,  Brother,  to  our  Grief  as  it  is  your? ; 

Too  late  he  dy'd  that  might  have  kepr  r hat  Title, 
Which  by  his  Death  hath  loft  much  M.ijefty. 

Glo.  Haw  fares  our  Coufin,  Noble  Lord  of  York} 
York.  I  thank  you,  gentle  Uncle.     O  my  Lord, 

You  faid,  that  idle  Weeds  are  faft  in  growth  i' 
The  Prince  my  Brother  hath  outgrov/n  me  far. 

Glo.  He  hath,  my  Lord. 
Yor^  And  therefore  is  he  idle? 

Glo.  Oh  my  fair  Coufin  I  muft  not  fay  fo. 
Yorl{.  Then  he  is  more  heholden  to  you  than  I. 
Glo.  He  may  command  me  as  my  Sovereign, 

But  you  have  power  in  me,  as  in  a  Kinfman. 
York*  I  pray  you,  Uncle,  give  me  this  Dagger. 
Glo.  My  Dagger,  little  Coufin?  with  all  my  Heart. 
Prince.  A  Beggar,  Brother  ? 
York.  Of  my  kind  Uncle,  that  I  know  will  give, 

And  being  a  Toy  it  is  no  grief  to  give. 

Glo.  Agreater  Gift  than  that  I'll  give  my  Coufin. 
York.  Agreater  Gift?  O,  that's  the  Sword  to  it. 
Glo.  Ay,  gentle  Coufin,  were  it  light  enough. 
York.  O  then  I  fee  you  will  part  but  with  light  Gift, 

In  weightier  things  you'll  fay  a  Beggar  Nay. 
Glo.  It  is  too  weighty  for  your  Grace  to  wear. 
York.  I  weigh  it  lightly  were  it  heavier. 
Glo.  What,  would  you  have  my  Weapon,  little  Lord? 
Yorl^.  I  would,  that  I  might  thank  you,  as  you  call  me* 
Glo.  How? 
York.  Little. 

Prwce* 
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Prince.  My  Lord  of  York  will  ever  be  crofs  in  talk : 

Uncle,  your  Grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  him. 
York.  You  mean  to  bear  me,  not  to  bear  with  me: 

Uncle,  my  Brother  mocks  both  you  and  me, 
Becaufe  that  I  am  little,  like  an  Ape, 
He  thinks  that  you  mould  bear  me  on  your  Shoulders. 

Buck.  Witli  what  a  fharp  provided  Wit  he  reafons : 
To  mitigate  the  Scorn  he  gives  his  Uncle, 
He  prettily  and  aptly  taunts  himfelf ; 
So  cunning,  and  fo  young,  is  wonderful. 

Glo.  My  Lord,  wilt  pleafe  you  pafs  along? 
My  felf,  and  my  good  Co u fin  Buckingham^ 
Will  to  your  Mother,  to  entreat  of  her 
To  meet  yqu  at  the  Tower,  and  welcome  you. 

York.  What,  will  you  go  unto  the  Tower,  my  Lord? 
Prince,  My  Lord  Prote&or  will  have  it  fo. 
York.  I  (hall  not  deep  in  quiet  at  the  Tower. 
Glo.  Why,  what  fliould  you  fear? 
York^  Marry,  my  Uncle  Clarence  angry  Ghoft  : 

My  Grandam  told  me,  he  was  murther'd  there. Prince.  I  fear  no  Uncles  dead. 

Glo.  Nor  none  that  live,  I  hope. 
Prince.  And  if  I  live,  I  hope  I  need  not  fear. 

But  come,  my  Lord,  and  with  a  heavy  Heart, 
Thinking  on  them,  go  I  unto  the  Tower. 

\_Exeunt  Prince^  York,  Haftings  and  Dorfet. 
Manent  Gioucefter,  Buckingham  and  Catesby. 

Buck.  Think  you,  my  Lord,  this  little  prating  Yor\. 
Was  not  incenfed  by  his  fubtle  Mother,  . 
To  taunt  and  fcorn  you  thus  opprobrioufly? 

Glo.  No  dotibr,  no  doubt:  Oh  'tis  a  parlous  Boy, 
Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable  ; 

He  is  all  the  Mother's,  from  the  top  to  toe. 
Buck*  Well,  let  them  reft :  Come  hither,  Catesby 

Thou  art  fworn  as  deeply  to  effect  what  we  intend, 
As  clofely  to  conceal  what  we  impart: 

Thou  know'ft  our  Reafons  urg'd  upon  the  Way, 
What  think'fr.  thou?  is  it  not  an  eafie  Matter 
To  make  William  Lord  Hafiings  of  our  Mind, 
For  the  Infhlment  of  this  Noble  Duke, 
In  the  feat  Royal  of  this  famous  Iflef 

Catefl 



of  Richard  III.  166 

Catef.  He  for  his  Father's  fake  fo  loves  the  Prince, 
That  he  will  not  be  won  to  ought  againft  him. 

Buck.  What  think'ft  thou  then  of  Stanley*  Will  not  he  ? 
Catef.  He  will  do  all  in  all  as  Hafiwgs  doth. 
Buck.  Well  then,  no  more  but  this  .• 

Go,  gentle  Catesby,  and  as  it  were  far  off 
Sound  thou  Lord  Haftings> 
How  he  doth  ftand  affected  to  our  Purpofe, 

And  fummon  him  to  'Morrow  to  the  Tower, 
To  fit  about  the  Coronation. 
If  thou  doll:  find  him  traceable  to  us, 

Encourage  him,  and  tell  him  all  our  Reafons : 
If  he  be  leaden,  icy,  cold,  unwilling, 
Be  thou  fp  too,  and  fo  break  off  the  Talk, 
And  give  us  notice  of  his  Inclination : 
For  we  to  Morrow  hold  divided  Councils, 

Wherein  thy  felf  (halt  highly  be  employ 'd. 
Glo.  Commend  me  to  Lord  William ;  tell  him,  Catesby, 

His  ancient  Knot  of  dangerous  Adverfaries 
To  morrow  are  let  Blood  at  Pomfret  Caftle, 
And  bid  my  Lord,  for  joy  of  this  good  News, 
Give  Miltrcfs  Shore  one  gentle  Kifs  the  more. 

Buc^  Good  Catesby,  go,effed:  this  Bufinefs  foundry. 
Catef.  My  good  Lords  both,  with  all  the  heed  I  can. 

Glo.  Shall  we  hear  from  you,  Catesby,  e'er  we  fleepS 
Catef  You  fhall,  my  Lord. 
Glo.  At  Crosby  Houfe  there  you  ill  all  find  us  both. 
Buck.  Now,  my  Lord,  [Exit  Catesby. 

What  (hall  we  do,  if  We  perceive 
Lord  Haflings  will  not  yield  to  our  Complots? 

Glo.  Chop  off  his  Head: 
Something  we  will  determine: 
And  look  when  I  am  King,  claim  thou  of  me 
The  Earldom  of  Hereford,  and  all  the  Moveables 
Whereof  the  King,  my  Brother,  was  poiTefl:. 

Buck.  I'll  claim  that  promife  at  your  Grace's,  Hand. 
Glo.  And  look  to  have  it  yielded  with  aft  kindneis. 

Come,  let  us  fup  betimes,  that  afterwards 
We  may  digeft  our  Complots  in  fome  form.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    II. 

.Enter  a  Mejfenger  to  the  Boor  of  Haftings. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 
Haft.  Who  knocks? 
Mef.  One  from  the  Lord  Stanly. 

Haft.  Whatis't  a  Clock? 
Mef.  Upon  the  ftroak  of  four. 

Enter  Lord  Haftings. 
Haft.  Cannot  my  Lord  Stanlj  fleep  thefe  tedious  Nigh 
Mef  So  it  appears  by  what  I  have  to  fay : 

Firft,  he  commends  him  to  your  noble  Self, 
Haft.  What  then  ? 
Mef.  Then  certifies  your  Lordfhip,  that  this  Night 

He  dreamt  the  Boar  had  rafed  off  his  Helm: 

Betides,  he  fays  there  are  two  Councils  kept; 

And  that  may  be  determin'd  at  the  one, 
Which  may  make  you  and  him  to  rue  at  th'other. 
Therefore  he  fends  to  know  yourLordfhip'spleafure, 
If  you  will  prefently  take  Horfe  with  him, 
And  with  ail  fpeed  poft  with  him  toward  the  North* 
To  fhun  the  danger  that  his  Soul  divines. 

Haft.  Go  Fellow,  go,  return  unto  thy  Lord, 
Bid  him  not  fear  the  feparated  Council: 
His  Honour  and  my  felf  are  at  the  one, 
And  at  the  other  is  my  good  Friend  Catesby ; 
Where  nothing  can  proceed  that  toucheth  us, 
Whereof  I  mall  not  have  Intelligence: 
Tell  him  his  Fears  are  (hallow  without  inftancej 

And  for  his  Dreams  I  wonder  he's  fo  fimple 
To  truft  the  mock'ry  of  unquiet  Slumbers. 
To  fly  the  Boar,  before  the  Boar  purfues, 
Were  to  inccnfe  the  Boar  to  follow  us, 
And  make  purfuit  where  he  did  mean  no  chafe# 
Go,  bid  thy  Mafter  rife  and  come  to  me, 
And  we  will  both  together  to  the  Tower. 
Where  he  (hall  fee  the  Boar  will  ufe  us  kindly* 

Mef  I'll  go,  my  Lord,  and  tell  him  what  you  fay,   [Exit* 

Bnttf 
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Enter  Catesby. 

Catef  Many  good  morrows  to  my  Noble  Lord. 
Haft.  Good  morrow,  Catesby ,  you  are  early  ftirring: 

What  New*-,  what  News  in  this  our  tort'riftg  State? 
Catef.  It  is  a  reeling  World  indeed,  my  Lord; 

And  I  believe  will  never  ttand  upright, 
Till  Richard  wear  the  Garland  of  the  Realm. 

•    Haft.  How  !  wear  the  Garland .? 
Doft  thou  mean  the  Crown  ? 

Catef.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Haft.  I'll  have  this  Crown  of  mine  cut  from  my  Shoulder,?, 
Before  I'll  fee  the  Crown  fofoul  mifplac'd; 
But  canftthou  guefs  that  he  doth  aim  at  it? 

Catef.  Ay,  on  my  Life,  and  hopes  to  find  you  forward 
Upon  his  Party,  for  the  gain  thereof; 
And  thereupon  he  fends  you  this  good  News, 
That  this  fame  very  Day  your  Enemies, 
The  Kindred  of  the  Queen,  muft  die  at  Pomfreu 

Haft.  Indeed  I  am  no  mourner  for  that  News, 
Becaufe  they  have  been  ftill  my  Adverfaries; 

But  that  Til  give  my  Voice  on  Richard's  Side, 
To  bar  my  Matter's  Heirs  in  true  Defcent, 
God  knows  I  will  not  do  it  to  the  death. 

Catef.  God  keep  your  Lordfhip  in  that  gracious  Mind« 
Haft.  But  I  fhall  laugh  at  this  a  Twelve-month  hence, 

That  they  which  brought  me  in  my  Matter's  Hate, 
1  live  to  look  upon  their  Tragedy. 

Well  Catesby,  e'er  a  Fortnight  make  me  older, 
I'll  fend  fome  packing  that  yet  think  not  on't. 

Catef  'Tis  a  vile  thing  to  dye,  my  gracious  Lord, 
When  Men  are  unprepar'd  and  look  not  for  it. 

Haft.  O  monftrous,  monftrous  I  and  fo  falls  it  out 

With  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Gray;  and  fo  'twill  do With  fome  Men  c\fe9  that  think  themfelves  as  fafe 

As  thou  and  I,  who,  as  thou  know 'tt,  are  dear 
To  Princely  Richard  and  to  Buckingham* 

Catef  The  Princes  both  make  high  account  of  you— - 
For  they  account  his  Head  upon  the  Bridge.  \ydfidel 

Haft.  I  know  they  do,  and  I  have  well  deferv'd  it. 

Vol.  IV.  K  fyttr 
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Enter  Lord  Stanley. 

Come  on,  come  on,  where  is  your  Boar-fpear,  Man  ? 
Fear  you  the  Boar,  and  go  fo  unprovided  ? 

Stan*  My  Lord,  good  morrow,  good  morrow,  Catesbj; 
You  may  jeft  on,  but  by  the  holy  Rood, 
I  do  not  like  thefe  feveral  Councils,  I. 

Haft.  My  Lord,  I  hold  my  Life  as  dear  as  yours, 
And  never  in  my  Days,  I  do  proteft, 

Was  it  fo  precious  to  me  as  'tis  now; 
Think  you,  but  that  I  know  the  State  fecure, 
I  would  be  fo  triumphant  as  I  am  ? 

Stan.  The  Lords  at  Pomfret,  when  they  rode  from  London, 

Were  jocund,  and  fuppos'd  their  States  were  fure, 
And  they  indeed  had  no  caufe  to  miftruft; 

But  yet  you  fee  how  foon  the  Day  o'er-caft. 
The  fudden  (lab  of  Rancor  I  mifdoubt, 
Pray  God,  I  fay,  I  prove  a  needlcfs  Coward. 
What,  fhalf  we  toward  the  Toiver\  the  Day  isfpent. 

Haft.  Come,  come,  have  with  you: 
Wot  ye  what,  my  Lord, 

To  day,  the  Lords  you' talk  of  are  beheaded. 
Stan.  They,  fqr  their  Truth,  might  better  wear  their  Heads, 

Than  fome  that  have  accus'd  them  wear  their  Hats. 

But  come,  my  Lord,  let's  away. 
Enter  a  Purfuivant. 

Haft.*  Go  on  before,  I'll  talk  with  this  good  Fellow. 
[Exeunt  Lord  Stanley  and  Catesby. 

How  now,  Sirrah?  how  goes  the  World  with  thee? 
Pptrf.  The  better,  that  you  Lordfhip  pleafeto  ask. 
Haft..  I  tell  thee  Man,  \is  better  with  me  now, 

Than  when  thou  met'ft  me  laft  where  now  we  meet ; 

Then  was "I  going  Prifoner  to  theTWw, 
By  the  Suggeftion  of  the  Queen's  Allies* 
But  now  I  tell  thee,  keep  it  to  thy  k\fy 
This  Day  thofe  Enemies  are  put  to  death, 

And  I  in  better  State  than  e'er  I  was. 

Purf.  God  hold  it  to  your  Honour's  good  Content. 
Haft.  Gramercy  Fellow ;  there  drink  that  for  me. 

[Throws  him  fa*  Pwfi* 
Turf.  I  thank  your  Honour.  [Exit  Purfuivant. 

%  Enter 
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Enter  a  Prieft. 

Priefl.  Well  met,  my  Lord,  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Honour, 

Haft.  I  thank  thee,  good  Sir  John,  with  all  my  Heart. 
I  am  in  your  debt  for  your  laft  Exercife; 
Come  the  next  Sabbath,  and  I  will  content  you. 

Prieft.  I'll  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip. 
Enter  Buckingham. 

Buck,*  Whar,  talking  with  a  Prieft,  Lord  Chamberlain  £ 
Your  Friends  at  Pomfret,  they  do  need  the  Priefl, 
Your  Honour  hath  no  fhriving  work  in  hand. 

Haft.  Good  faith,  and  when  I  met  this  holy  Man, 
The  Men  you  talk  of  came  into  my  mind. 
What,  go  you  tov/ard  the  Tower  ? 

Buck.  I  do,  my  Lord,  but  long  I  cannot  flay  there : 
I  fhall  return  before  your  Lordftiip  thence. 

Haft.  Nay,  like  enough,  for  I'll  ftay  Dinner  there. 
Buc^.  And  Supper  too,  although  thou  know'ft  it  not.  \Afide. Come,  will  you  go  ? 

Haft.  I'll  wait  upon  your  Lordfliip.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  RatclifT,  with  Halberds,  carrying  the 
Nobles  to  Death  at  Pomfret. 

Riv.  Sir  Richard  Ratcliffl  Jet  me  tell  thee  this, 
To  day  fhalt  thou  behold  a  Subject  dye 
For  Truth,  for  Duty,  and  for  Loyalty, 

Gray.  God  blefs  the  Prince  from  all  the  pack  of  you, 
A  Knot  you  are  of  damned  Blood-fuckers. 

Faugh.  You  live  that  fhall  cry  woe  for  this  hereafter. 
Rat.  Difpatch,  the  limit  of  your  Lives  is  out. 
Riv.  O  Pomfret,  Pomfret !   O  thou  bloody  Prifon  I 

Fatal  and  ominous  to  Noble  Peers, 
Within  the  guilty  clofure  of  thy  Walls 
Richard  the  Second  here  was  hackt  to  Death : 

And  for  more  flander  to  thy  difmal  Sear, 
We  give  to  thee  our  guiltlefs  Blood  to  drink. 

Gray.  Now  Margaret's  Curfe  is  fain  upon  our  Heads, 
When  (he  exclaimed  on  Haftings,  you  and  I,  ^ 
For  flanding  by,  when  Richard  ftab'd  her  Son.  ̂ K    z  Riv. 
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Riv.  Then  curs'd  fhe  Richard, 
Then  curs'd  fhe  Buckingham, 
Then  curs'd  (lie  Haftings.     O  remember  God 
To  hear  her  Prayer  for  them,  as  now  for  us : 
As  for  my  Sifter  and  her  Princely  Sons, 
Befatisfyd,  dear  God,  with  our  true  Blood, 

Which,  as  thou  know'ft,  unjuftly  muft  be  fpilt. 
Rat.  Make  hafte,  the  hour  of  Death  is  now  expir'd. 
Riv.  Come  Gray,  come  Vaughan,  let  us  here  embrace; 

Farewel,  until  we  meet  again  in  Heaven.  [JExeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Buckingham,  Derby,  Haftings,  Biftop  of  Ely,  Nor- 
folk, Ratcliff,  Love),  with  others,  at  a  Table. 

Haft.  Now  Noble  Peers,  the  caufe  why  we  are  met 
Is  to  determine  of  the  Coronation: 

In  God's  Name  fpeak,  when  is  the  Royal  Day? 
Buck*  Are  all  things  ready  for  the  Royal  time  ? 
Derby.  They  are  and  want  but  Nomination. 
Ely.  To  Morrow  then  I  judge  a  happy  Day. 

Bucki  Who  knows  the  Lord  Protector's  Mind  herein? Who  is  moft  inward  with  the  Noble  Duke? 

Ely,  Your  Grace,  we  think,  mould  fooneft  know  his  Mind. 
Buck.  We  know  each  others  Faces ;  for  our.  Hearts, 

He  knows  no  more  of  mine  than  I  of  yours, 
Or  I  of  his,  my  Lord,  than  you  of  mine: 

Lord  Haftings,  you  and  he  are  near  in-  Love. 
Haft.  I  thank  his  Gracf ,  I  know  he  loves  me  well: 

But  for  his  purpofe  in  the  Coronation, 

I  have  not  founded  him,  nor  he  delivered 
His  gracious  pleafure  any  way  therein  : 
But  you,  my  Honourable  Lord,  may  name  the  time, 

And  in  the  Dukt's  behalf  I'll  give  my  Voice, 
Which  I  prefume  he'll  take  in  gentle  part. Enter  Gloucefter. 

Ely.  In  happy  time  here  comes  the  Dukehimfelf. 
Glo.  My  Noble  Lords  and  Coufins  all,  good  morrow; 

I  have  been  long  a  deeper;  but  I  truft 
My  abfence  doth  neglect  no  great  Defign, 

Which 
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Which  by  my  prtfence  might  have  been  concluded. 

Buck.  Had  you  not  come  upon  your  Cue  my  Lord, 

Willi am*  Lord  Haftings,  hid  pronounced  your  part, 
I  mean  your  Voice  for  crowning  qf  the  King. 

Glo.  Than  my  Lord Haftings  no  Mm  might  beholder, 
His  Lord  ill  ip  knows  me  well,  and  loves  me  well. 
JVly  Lord  of  Elyy  when  I  was  laft  in  Holbourn, 
I  faw  good  Strawberries  in  your  Garden  there, 
I  do  befeech  you  fend  for  fome  of  them. 

Ely.  Marry  and  will,  my  Lord,  with  all  my  heart. 
[Exit  Ely. 

Glo.  C  )ufin  of  Buckingham,  a  word  with  you. 
Catesby  hath  founded  Haftings  in  our  Bufinefs, 
And  finds  the  tefty  Gentleman  fo  hot, 

That  he  will  lofe  his  Head  e'er  give  confent 
His  Matter's  Child,  as  worlhipfulJy  he  terms  ir, 
ShaJl  lofe  the  Royalty  of  England's  Throne. 

Bucl^   Withdraw  your  felf  a  while,    I'll  go  with  you. 

[Exeunt. 
Derby.  Wrc  have  not  yet  fet  down  this  Day  of  Triumph: 

To  Morrow,  in  my  judgment,  is  too  fudden, 
For  I  my  klf  am  not  fo  well  provided, 

As  dk  I  would  be  were  the  Day  prolong'd. En  er  Bi/Jjop  of  Ely. 

Ely.  Where  is  my  Lord,  the  Duke  of  Gloucester*. 
I  have  fent  for  thefe  Strawberries. 

Haft.  His  Grace  looks  chearfully  and  fmooth  this  Morning, 
There's  fome  Conceit  or  other  likes  him  well 
When  that  he  bids  good  Morrow  with  fuch  Spirit. 
I  think  there's  never  a  Man  in  Chriftendom 
Can  lefTer  hide  his  Love  or  Hate  than  he, 
For  by  his  Face  ftraight  ih all  you  know  his  Heart. 

Derby.  What  of  his  Heart  perceive  you  in  his  Face, 

By  any  livelihood  he  iliew'd  to  Day? 
Haft.  Marry  that  with  no  Man  here  he  is  offended : 

For  were  he,  he  had  fliewn  it  in  his  Looks. 
Enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham. 

Glo.  I  pray  you  all,  tell  me  what  they  deferve, 
That  do  confpire  my  Death  with  devilirti  Plots 

Of  damned  Witchcraft,  and  that  have  prevail'd 
Upon  my  Body,  with  their  helliih  Charms. 

K  5  Haft. 
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Haft.  The  tender  love  I  bear  your  Grace,  my  Lord, 
Makes  me  mod  forward  in  this  Princely  prefence, 

To  doom  th*  Offenders,  whofoe'er  they  be: 
I  fay,  my  Lord,  they  have  deferved  Death. 

Glo.  Then  be  your  Eyes  the  witnefs  of  their  Evil, 

Look  how  I  am  bewitch'd ;  behold  mine  Arm 

Is  like  a  blafted  Sapling  wither'd  up: 
And  this  is  Edward's  Wife,  that  monftrous  Witch, 
Conforted  with  that  Harlot,  Strumpet  Shore, 
That  by  their  Witchcraft  thus  have  marked  me. 

Haft.  If  they  have  done  this  Deed,  my  Noble  Lord 
Glo.  If?  thouProte&orof  this  damned  Strumpet, 

Talk'fl:  thou  to  me  of  Iffs  f  thou  art  a  Traitor   
Off  with  his  Head   now  by  Saint  Paul  I  fwear, 
I  will  not  dine  until  I  fee  the  fame. 

Lovel  and  Ratcliff)  look  that  it  be  dene: 
1  he  reft  that  love  me,  rife  and  follow  me.  \Exemt. 

Manent  Lovel  and  RatclifT,  -with  the  Lord  Haftings. 
Haft.  Wo,  wo  fox  England^  not  a  whit  for  me, 

For  I,  too  fond,  might  have  prevented  this: 
Stanly  did  dream  the  Boar  did  rafe  our  Helms, 
And  I  did  fcorn  it,  and  difdain  to  fly : 
Three  times  to  day  my  Foot-cloth  Horfe  did  ftumblo, 

And  ftarted  when  he  look'd  upon  the  Tower, 
As  loath  to  bear  me  to  the  Slaughter-houfe. 
0  now  I  need  the  Prieft  that  fpake  to  me: 
1  now  repent  I  told  the  Purfuivanr, 
As  too  triumphing,  how  mine  Enemies 

To  day  at  Pomfret  bloodily  were  butcher'd, 
And  I  my  felf  fecure  in  Grace  and  Favour, 
Oh  Margaret,  Margaret^  now  thy  heavy  Curfe 
Is  lighted  on  poor  Haftings  wretched  Head. 

Rat.  Come,  come,  difpatch,  the  Duke  would  be  at  dinner. 
Make  a  fhort  Shrift,  he  longs  to  fee  your  Head. 

Haft.  O  momentary  Grace  of  mortal  Men, 
Which  we  more  hunt  for,  than  the  Grace  of  God  \ 
Who  builds^  his  hope  in  Air  of  your  good  Lookf, 
Lives  like  a  drunken  Sailor  on  a  Maft, 
Ready  with  every  nod  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  Bowels  of  the  Deep. 

Lev* 
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Lov.  Come,  come,  difpatch,  'tis  bootlefs  to  exdajfln, 
Haft.  O  bloody  Richard^  miferable  England,, 

I  prophefle  the  fcarfull'ft  time  to  thee, 
That  ever  wretched  Age  hath  look'd  upon. 
Come,  lead  me  to  the  Block,  bear  him  my  Head: 
They  fmile  at  me  who  fhortly  fhall  be  dead.  \Exf&ntA 

Enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham  in  rnftyAimir^  war* 

vellom  ilt-favottr'd* 
Glo*  Come  Coufin, 

Can'ft  thou  quake  and  change  thy  colour, 
Murther  thy  breath  in  the  middle  of  a  Word, 
And  then  again  begin,  and  ftop  again, 
As  if  thou  were  diftraught  and  mad  with  Terroar  ? 

Buck*  Tur,  I  can  counterfeit  the  deep Tragsdb::, 
Speak,  and  look  back,  and  pry  on  every  fide, 
Tremble  and  flart  at  wagging  of  a  Straw; 
Intending  deep  Sufpicion,  gaftly  Locks 
Are  at  my  Service,  like  enforced  Smiles; 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  Offices., 
At  any  time,  to  grace  my  Stratagems, 

But  what,  is  Catesby  gone  ? 
Glo.  He  is,  and  fee  he  brings  the  May  rra, 

Enter  the  Lord  Mayor  and  Catesby  > 
Buck.  Lord  Mayor   
Glo.  Look  to  the  Draw-bridge  there, 
Buck*  Hark,  a  Drum. 

Glo.  Cateshj)  o'erlcok  the  Walls. 
Buck.  Lord  Mayr>r,  the  reafon  we  Ijave  (cm   — - 
Glo.  Look  back,,  defend  there,  here  arc  res. 

Buck^  God  and  our  Innocency  defend  and  guard  as. 
Enter  Lovel  *»^  Rat  cliff  witBHifting^sIltad. 

Glo.  Be  patient,  they  are  Friends;  Ratctijfzr.d 
Lov.  Here  is  the  Head  of  that  ignoble  Trakon, 

The  dangerous  and  unfufpe&ed  Hafiings. 
Glo.  So  dear  I  lov'd  the  Man  that  I  rnuft  we:    : 

I  took  him  for  the  plained  harmlefs  Creature 

That  brea.th'd  upon  the  Ea;th,  aChriftian: 
Made  him  my  Book,  wherein  my  Soul  recorded 
The  Hiftory  of  all  her  f cret  Thoughts; 

So  fmooth  he  diub'd  his  Vice  with  fhew  of  Virtue 
That  his  apparent  open  Guilt  omitted, 

K  4 
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I  mean  his  Convention  with  Shore's  Wife, 
He  liv'd  from  all  attainder  of  fufpe&s. 

Buck*  Well,  well,  he  was  the  covert Tt  fhelter'd  Traitor That  ever  lived. 

Would  you  imagine,  or  almoft  believe, 

Wer't  not,  that  by  great  prefervation 
We  live  to  tell  it,  that  the  fubtle  Traitor 

This  Day  had  plotted,  in  the  Councii-Houfe, 
To  murther  me  and  my  good  Lord  of  GWfter. 

Mayor.  Had  he  done  fo  \ 
Glo.  What!  think  you  we  are  Turks  or  Infidels? 

Or  that  we  would,  againft  the  form  of  Law 

Proceed  thus  raftily  in  the  Villain's  Death, 
But  that  the  extream  peril  of  the  Cafe, 
The  Peace  of  England,  and  our  Perfcns  fafety 

Enforced  us  to  this  Execution. 

Major.  Now  fair  btfa\\  you,  he  deferv'd  his  death,, 
And  your  good  Grsces  both  have  well  proceeded, 
To  warn  falfe  Traitors  from  the  like  Attempts. 

Buck*  I  never  look'd  for  better  at  his  Hands, 
After  he  once  fdl  in  with  Miftrefs  Shore: 

Yet  had  we  not  determined  he  (hould  die 
Until  your  Lordlhip  came  to  fee  his  end, 
Which  now  the  loving  hafte  of  thefe  our  Friends, 
Something  againft  our  meanings  hath  prevented ; 
Becaufe,  my  Lord,  I  would  have  had  you  heard 
The  Traitor  /peak,  and  timeroufly  confefs 

The  manner  and  the  punpofe  of  his  Treafons.- 

That  you  might  well  have  fignify'd  the  fame 
Unto  the  Citizens,  who  haply  may 
Mifconftrue  us  in  him,  and  wail  his  Death. 

Mayor.   But,  my  good  Lord,  your  Grace's  Words  ill  all 
As  well  as  I  had  feen  and  heard  him  fpeak:  [ferve, 
And  do  not  doubt,  right  Noble  Princes  both, 

But  I'll  acquaint  our  duteous  Citizens, 
With  all  your  juft  Proceedings  in  this  cafe. 

Glo.  And  to  that  end  we  wifh/d  your  Lordihip  here, 

T'avoid  the  Cenfures  of  the  carping  World. 
Buck.  Which  fince  you  come  too  late  of  our  intent, 

Yet  witnefs  what  you  hear  we  did  intend; 
And  fo,  my  good  Lord  Mayor,  wehid  farewel.  [Ex*  Major. Gli. 



of  Richard  III.  *<>73 

Glo.  Go  after,  after,  Coufin  Buckingham. 
The  Mayor  towards  Guild-Hall  hies  him  in  all  poft  : 
There,  at  your  meeteft  vantage  of  the  time, 
Infer  thQ  Baftardy  of  Edwards  Children, 
Tell  them,  how  Edward  put  to  death  a  Citizen, 

Only  for  faying  he  would  make  his  Son 
Heir  to  the  Crown,  meaning  indeed  his  Houfe, 
Which  by  the  Sign  thereof  was  termed  fo. 
Moreover,  urge  his  hateful  Luxury, 
And  beftial  appetite  in  change  of  Luft, 
Which  ftrercrTd  unto  their  Servants,  Daughters,  Wives, 
Even  where  his  raging  Eye,  or  favage  Heart, 
Without  control),  lufted  to  make  a  prey. 
Nay,  for  a  need,  thus  far  come  near  my  Perfon : 
Tell  them,  when  that  my  Mother  went  with  Child 
Of  that  mfatiatc  Edward,  Noble  TorJ^> 
My  Princely  Father  then  had  Wars  in  France, 
And  by  true  Computation  of  the  Time, 
Found  that  the  IiTuc  was  not  his  begot: 
Which  well  appeared  in  his  Lineaments, 
Being  nothing  iike  the  Noble  Duke,  my  Father: 

Yet  touch  this  fparingly  as  'twere  far  off, 
Becaufe,  my  Lord,  you  know  my  Mother  lives. 

Buck*  Doubt  not,  my  Lord,  I'll  play  the  Orator 
As  if  the  Golden  Fee,  for  which  I  plead, 
Were  for  my  fcU  ;  and  fo,  my  Lord,  adieu. 

Glo.  If  you  thrive  well,  bring  them  to  Baynard's  Caftle, 
Where  you  (hall  find  me,  well  accompanied 
With  reverend  Fathers,  and  well-learned  Birhops. 

Buck.  I  go>  and  towards  three  or  four  a  Clock 
Look  for  the  News  that  the  Guild-Hall  affords. 

[Exit  Buckingham. 
Glo.  Go,  Lovely  with  all  fpeed  to  Doctor  Shaw, 

Go  thou  to  Friar  Beuker,   bid  them  both  [To  RatcIifF. 

Meer^  me  within  this  hour  at  Baynard's  Caftle.         [Exeunt. 
Now  will  I  go  to  take  fome  privy  Order 
To  draw  the  Brats  of  Clarence  out  of  fight, 
And  to  give  order,  that  no  manner  of  Perfon 
Have  any  time  recourfe  unto  the  Princes.  [Exitl 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Scrivener. 

Scriv.  H-tc  is  the  Indictment  of  the  good  Lord  Hafting$% 
Whch  in  a  fet  Hind  fairly  is  engrofs'd, 
That  it  may  be  to  day  read  o'er  in  Paul's. 
And  mark  how  well  the  fequel  hangs  together: 
Eleven  hours  I  have  fpent  to  write  it  over, 
For  yeflernight  by  Catesby  was  it  fen t  me, 
Trie  Precedent  was  full  as  long  a  doing, 

And  yet  within  thefe  five  hours  Haflings  Iiv'd, 
Untainted,  unexamin'd,  free,  at  liberty. 
Here's  a  good  World  the  while;  who  is  fo  grofs 
That  cannot  fee  this  palpable  Device  i* 
Yet  who  fo  bald,  but  fays,  he  fees  it  not? 
Bad  is  the  World,  and  all  will  come  to  nought, 
When  fuch  ill  dealing  mufl  be  feen  in  thought.  [Exit* 

Enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham  at  fever al  Door s>m 
Glo.  How  now,  how  now,  what  fay  the  Citizens? 

"Buck.  Now  by  the  holy  Mother  of  our  Lord, The  Citizens  are  mum,  fay  not  a  word. 

Glo.  Touch'd  you  the  Baftardy  of  Edward's  Children  ? 
Buck.  I  did,  with  his  Contract  with  Lady  Lucyy 

And  his  Contract  by  Deputy  in  France. 

Th'unfatiate  greedinefs  of  his  defire, 
And  his  enforcement  of  the  City  Wives, 
His  Tyranny  for  Trifles,  his  own  Baftardy, 
As  being  got,  your  Father  then  in  France^ 
And  his  refemSlance,  being  not  like  the  Duke, 
Withal,  I  did  infer  your  Lineaments, 
Being  the  right  Idea  of  your  Father, 
Both  in  your  Form  and  Noblenefs  of  Mind : 
JL*aid  open  all  your  Victories  in  Scotland^ 
Your  Discipline  in  War,  Wifdom  in  Peace, 
Your  Bounty,  Virtue,  fair  Humility  : 
Indeed  left  nothing  fitting  for  your  Purpofe 
Untouchr,  or  ftightly  handled  in  Difcourfe. 
And  when  my  Oratory  grew  toward  end, 

I  bid  them  that  did  love  their  Country's  good2 
Cry,  God  fave  Richard,  England's  Royal  King. 

Glo.  And  did  they  fo  \ 
Back,.  No,  fo  God  help  me,  they  fpake  not  a  Word, 

But  like  dumb  Statues  or  unbreathing  Stones., 
Stafd 
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Star'd  each  on  other,  and  look'd  deadly  pale  .• 
Which  when  I  faw,  I  reprehended  them, 

And  ask'd  the  Mayor,  what  meant  this  wilful  filence? 
His  anfwer  was,  the  People  were  not  ufed 

To  be  fpoke  to,  but  by  the  R  ecorder. 

Then  he  was  urg'd  to  tell  my  Tale  again: 
Thus  faith  the  Duke,  thus  hath  the  Duke  inferr'd, 
But  nothing  fpoke  in  warrant  from  himfelf. 
When  he  had  done,  fome  Followers  of  mine  own, 

At  lower  end  of  the  Hall,  hurl'd  up  their  Caps, 
And  fome  ten  Voices  cry'd,  God  fave  King  Richard: 
And  thus  I  took  the  vantage  of  thofe  few. 

Thanks,  gentle  Citizens  and  Friends,  quoth  I, 
This  general  Applaufe,  and  chearful  Shout, 
Argues  your  Wifdom,  and  your  love  to  Richard; 
And  even  here  brake  off  and  came  away. 

Glo.  What  Tongue-lefs  Blocks  were  they, 
Would  they  not  fpeak  ? 
Will  not  the  Mayor  then  and  his  Brethren  come? 

Buckf  The  Mayor  is  here  at  hand;  intend  fome  fear, 
Be  not  you  fpoke  with,  but  by  mighty  fuit; 
And  look  you  get  a  Prayer- Book  in  your  Hand, 
And  frand  between  two  Churchmen,  good  my  Lore?, 

For  on  that.ground  I'll  make  a  holy  Defcant : 
And  be  not  eafily  won  to  our  Requefb, 

Play  the  Maid's  part,  ftill  anfwer  nay,  and  take  it. 
Glq.  I  go  :    And  if  you  plead  as  well  for  them, 

As  I  can  fay  nay  to  thee  for  my  fdf* 
No  doubt  we  bring  it  to  a  happy  IfTue.  [£„v.  Glo. 

Buck.  Go,  go  up  to  the  Leads,  the  Lord  Mayor  knock?. 
Enter  Lord  A/ayor  and  Citizens. 

Welcome  my  Lord,  I  dance  attendance  here, 
I  think  the  Duke  will  not  be  fpoke  withal. 

Enter  Cate^y. 

Buck.  NowG?m£j,  what  fays  your  Lord  to  my  Requeft? 
Catef.  He  doth  intr^tyour  Grace,  my  Noble  Lord, 

To  vint  him  to  Mprr^\  ,  or  next  Day : 
He  is  within,  with  two  right  Reverend  Fathers, 
Divinely  bent  to  MeiRation, 

And  in  no  worldly  Si  its  would  he  be  mov'd, 
TjTp  draw  him  fr6m  his  holy  Exercife. Buck, 
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Buck.  Return,  good  Catesby,  to  the  gracious  Duke, 
Tell  him,  my  felf,  the  Mayor  and  Aldermen, 
In  deep  Defigns,  in  matter  of  great  Moment, 
No  lefs  importing  than  our  general  Good, 
Are  come  to  have  fome  conference  with  his  Grace. 

Catef.  I'll  fignifie  fo  much  unto  him  flraight.  [Exit. 
Buck*  Ah  ha,  my  Lord,  this  Prince  is  not  an  Edward* 

He  is  not  lulling  on  a  lew'd  Love-Bed, But  on  his  Knees  at  Meditation  : 

Not  dallying  with  a  Brace  of  Curtizans, 
But  meditating  with  two  deep  Divines: 
Not  deeping,  to  engrofs  his  idle  Body, 
But  praying,  to  enrich  his  watchful  Sou!. 
Happy  were  Englandy  would  this  virtuous  Prince 
Take  on  his  Grace  the  Soveraignty  thereof. 
But  fure  I  fear  we  {hall  not  win  him  to  it. 

Mayor.  Marry,  God  defend,  his  Grace  mould  fay  us  nay. 
Bucks  I  fear  he  will;  here  Catesby  comes  again. 

Enter  Catesby. 

Now  Catesby ,  what  fays  his  Grace? 
Catef  He  wonders  to  what  errd  you  have  affembled 

Such  Troops  of  Citizens  to  come  to  him, 

His  Grace  not  being  warn'd  thereof  before  : 
He  fears,  my  Lord,  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 

Buck.  Sorry  I  am,  my  noble  Coufin  mould 
Sufpect  me,  that  I  mean  no  good  to  him: 

By  Heav'n,  we  come  to  him  in  perfect  Love, 
And  fo  once  more  return,  and  tell  his  Grace.  [Exit  Catesby. 
When  holy  and  devout  Religious  Men 

Are  at  their  Beads  'tis  much  to  draw  them  thence, 
So  fweet  is  zealous  Contemplation. 

Enter  Gloucefter  above*  between  two  Bifljops. 

Mayor.  See  where  his  Grace  ftands  'tween  two  Clergymen. 
Buck.  Two  Props  of  Virtue,  for  a  Chriftian  Prince, 

To  ftay  him  from  the  fall  of  Vanity: 
And  fee  a  Book  of  Prayer  in  his  Hand, 
True  Ornaments  to  know  a  holy  Man. 
Famous  Vlantagenety  moft  gracious  Prince^ 
Lend  favourable  Ear  to  our  requefts, 
And  pardon  us  the  interruption 
Of  thy  Devotion  and  right  Chriftian  Zeali 
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Glo.  My  Lord,  there  needs  no  fucb  Apology ; 

I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 

Who  earneft  in  the  Service  of  th*  high  God, 
Deferr'd  the  Vifitation  of  my  Friends. 
But  leaving  this,  what  is  your  Grace's  pleafure? 

Buck.  Even  that,  I  hope,  which  pleafeth  God  above, 

And  all  good  Men,  of  this  ungovern'd  Jile. 
Glo.  I  do  fufpecl:  I  have  done  Come  offence, 

That  feems  difgracious  in  the  City's  Eye, 
And  that  you  come  to  reprehend  my  Ignorance. 

Bucks  You  have,  my  Lord. 
Would  it  might  pleafe  your  Grace, 
On  our  entreaties  to  amend  your  Fault. 

Glo.  Elfe  wherefore  breathe  I  in  aChriftian  Land. 

Buck.  Know  then,  it  is  your  Fault  that  you  reilgn 
TheSupream  Seat,  the  Throne  Majeftical, 
The  Sceptred  Office  of  your  Anceftors, 
Your  State  of  Fortune,  and  your  due  of  Birth, 
The  Lineal  Glory  of  your  Royal  Houfe, 

To  the  corruption  of  a  blemifh'd  Stock; 
Whiles  in  the  mildnefs  of  your  fleepy  Thoughts, 

Which  here  we  waken  to  our  Country's  good, 
The  noble  Ifle  doth  want  his  proper  Limbs : 

His  Face  defac'd  with  skars  of  Infamy, 
His  Royal  Stock  graft  with  ignoble  Plants, 
And  almoft  fhouldrcd  in  the  fwallowing  Gulf 
Of  dark  Forgetfulnefs,  asd  deep  Oblivion. 
Which  to  re-cure,  we  heartily  foliicit 
Your  gracious  felf  to  take  on  you  the  charge 
And  Kingly  Government  of  this  your  Land : 
Not  as  Protector,  Steward,  Subftitute, 

Or  lowly  Factor,  for  another's  gain; 
But  as  fucceffively,  from  Blood  to  Blood, 
Your  right  of  Birth,  your  Empiry,  your  own. 
For  this,  conforted  with  the  Citizens, 
Your  very  Worfhipful  and  loving  Friends, 
And  by  their  vehement  Inftigation, 
In  this  juft  Caufe  come  I  to  move  your  Grace. 

Glo.  I  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  filence* 

Or  bitt'erly  to  fpeak  in  your  reproof, 

Beft 
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Reft  ficteth  my  Degree,  or  your  Condifion. 
For  not  to  anf  wer,  you  might  haply  think 

Tongue-ty'd  Ambition,  not  replying,  yielded 
To  bear  the  Golden  Yoak  of  Soveraignty, 
Which  fondly  yoii  would  here  impofe  on  me. 
If  to*  reprove  you  for  this  fuit  of  yours, 

So  feafon'd  with  your  faithful  Love  to  me, 
Then  on  the  other  fide  I  check'd  my  Friends. 
Therefore  to  fpeak,  and  to  avoid  the  firft, 
And  then  infpeakmg,  not  to  incur  the  laft, 
Definitively  thus  I  anfwer  you. 
Your  Love  defervcs  my  thanks,  but  my  defert 
Unmeritable,  fhuns  your  high  requeft. 
Firft,  if  all  Obftacles  were  cut  away, 
And  that  my  Path  were  even  to  the  Crown, 
As  the  ripe  Revenue,  and  due  of  Birth; 
Yet  fo  much  is  my  poverty  of  Spirit, 
So  mighty,  and  fo  many  my  Defects, 
Tnat  I  would  rather  hide  me  from  my  Greatnefs, 
Being  a  Bark  to  brook  no  mighty  Sea; 
Than  in  my  Greatnefs  covet  to  be  hid, 

And  in  the  vapour  of  my  Glory  fmother'd. 
But  God  be  thank'd,  there  is  no  need  of  me, 
And  much  I  need  to  help  you,  were  there  need : 
The  Royal  Tree  hath  left  us  Royal  Fruit, 

Which  mellow'd  by  the  dealing  hours  of  time, 
Will  well  become  the  Seat  of  Majefty, 
And  make  us,  no  doubt,  happy  by  his  Reign. 
On  him  I  lay  that,  you  would  lay  on  me, 
The  Right  and  Fortune  of  his  happy  Stars, 
Which  God  defend  that  I  mould  wring  from  him. 

Buck?  My  Lord,  this  argues  Confcience  in  your  Grace, 
But  the  refpe&s  thereof  are  nice,  and  trivial, 
All  Circumftances  well  confidered. 

You  fay,  that  Edward  is  your  Brother's  Son, 
So' fay  we  too,  but  not  by  Edward*s  Wife: 
For  flrft  was  he  contract  to  Lady  Lucy, 
Your  Mother  lives  a  Witnefs  to  his  Vow, 

•And  afterward  by  Subftitute  betroth'd 
To  Bona,  Sifter  to  the  King  of  France. 
Thefe  both  put  off,  a  poor  Petitioner, 
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A  Care-ciWd  Mother  to  a  many  Sons, 

A  Beauty-wainin^',  and  diftreffed  Widow, 
Even  in  the  Afternocn  of  her  bell  Day, 
Made  prize  and  purchafe  of  his  wanton  Eye, 

Seduc'd  the  pitch,  and  height  of  his  Degree, 
To  bafe  Declenfion,  and  loath'd  Bigamy. 
By  her,  in  his  unlawful  Bed,  he  got 
This  Edwardy  whom  our  Manners  call  the  Prince* 

More  bitterly  could  I  expoftulate, 
Save  that  for  reverence  of  fome.  alive, 

I  give  a  fparing  limit  to  my.  Tongue. 
Then,  good  my  Lord,  take  to  your  Royal  Self 

This  proffer'd  benefit  of  Dignity : If  not  to  blefs  us,  and  the  Land  withal, 
Yet  to  draw  forth  your  noble  Anctftry 
From  the  corruption  of  abnfing  time, 
Unto  a  Lineal  true  derived  courfe. 

Major.  Do,  good  my  Lord,  your  Citizens  intrcat  you. 

Buck-  Refufe  not,  mighty  Lord,  this  proffer'd  Love. 
Cate/l  O  make  them  joyful,  grant  their  lawful  Suit. 
Glo.  Alas,  why  would  you  heap  this  Care  on  me  ? 

I  am  unfit  for  State,  and  Majefly: 
I  do  befeech  you  take  it  not  amifs, 
I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  yield  to  you. 

Buck.  If  you  refufe  it,  as  in  love  and  zeal, 

Loath  to  depofe  the  Child  your  Brother's  Son, 
As  well  we  know  your  tenderness  of  Heart, 
And  gentle,  kind,  effeminate  remorfe, 
Which  we  have  noted  in  you  to  your  Kindred, 

And  equally  indeed  to  all  Eftates:     ' 
Yet  know,  where  you  accept  our  Suit,  or  do, 

Your  Brother's  Son  mail  never  reign  our  King, 
But  we  will  plant  fome  other  in  the  Throne, 
To  the  difgrace  and  down-fall  of  your  Houfe  : 
And  in  this  refolution  here  we  .leave  you. 
Corne  Citizens,  we  will  intreat  no  more.  [_Exeuxu 

Cat  (1  Call  him  again,  fweet  Prince,  accept  their  Suit: 
If  you  deny  them,  all  the  Land  will  rue  it. 

Glo.  Will  you  enforce  me  to  a  World  of  Cares? 
Call  them  again,  I  am  not  made,  of  Stones, But 
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But  penetrable  to  your  kind  Entreaties, 
Albeit  againft  my  Conference  and  my  Soul. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  the  reft. 
Coufin  of  Buckingham^  and  fage,  grave  Men, 
Since  you  will  buckle  Fortune  on  my  Back, 
To  bear  her  Burthen,  whether,  I  will  or  no, 
I  muft  have  patience  to  endure  the  Load: 

But  if  black  Scandal,  or  foul-fac'd  Reproach, 
Attend  the  fequel  of  your  Impofition, 
Your  meer  enforcement  (hall  acquittance  me 
From  all  the  impure  blots  and  ftains  thereof, 
For  God  doth  know,  and  you  may  partly  fee, 
How  far  I  am  from  the  defire  of  this. 

Major.  God  blefs  your  Grace,  we  fee  it,  and  will  fay  it. 
Glo.  In  faying  fo,  you  mail  but  fay  the  truth.  , 
Buck*  Then  I  falute  you  with  this  Royal  Title, 

Long  live  King  Richard,  England* s  worthy  King. Ml.  Amen. 

Buck*  To  morrow  may  it  pleafe  you  to  be  Crown'd. 
Glo.  Even  when  you  pleafe,  for  you  will  have  it  fo. 
Buck.  To  morrow  then  we  will  attend  your  Grace, 

And  fo  moft  joyfully  we  take  our  leave. 
Glo.  Come,  let  us  to  our  holy  Work  again. 

Farewel  my  Couflns,  farewel  gentle  Friends.  [Exeunt. 

ACT    IV.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  the  Queen,  Anne  Dutchefs  of  Gloucefterj  the  Dutchefi 
of  York,  and  Mar  que fs  of  Dorfet. 

Dutch.X'X  7"HO  meets  us  here? 
VV     My  Neice  Plantagenet, 

Led  in  the  Hand  of  her  kind  Aunt  of  Glower*. 

Now,  for  my  Life,  (he's  wandring  to  the  Tower, 
On  pure  Heart's  Love,  to  greet  the  tender  Prince. 
Daughter,  well  met. 

Anne.  God  give  your  Graces  both  a  happy 
And  a  joyful  time  of  Day. 

Queen. 
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Queen.  As  much  to  yon,  good  Sifter;  whither  away? 
Anne.  No  farther  than  the  Tower,  and  as  I  guefs, 

Upon  the  like  devotion  as  your  felves, 
To  gratulate  the  gentle  Princes  there. 

Queen.  Kind  Sifter  thanks,  we'll  enter  all  together* Enter  the  Lieutenant. 

And  in  good  time,  here  the  Lieutenant  comes. 
Maft.tr  Lieutenant,  pray  yon,  by  your  leave, 
How  doth  the  Prince,  and  my  young  Son  of  York? 

Lieu.  Right  well,  dear  Madam;  by  }  our  patience* 
I  may  not  fufFer  you  to  vifit  them; 

The  King  hath  ftrictly  charg'd  the  contrary. 
Queen.  The  King?   who's  that? Lien,  I  mean  the  Lord  Protector. 

Queen,  The  Lord  protefi  him  frciri  that  Kjngly  Title* 
Hath  he  fet  bounds  between  their  love,  and  me? 
I  am  their  Mother,  who  lliall  bar  me  from  them? 

Dutch.  I  am  their  Father's  Mother,  I  will  fee  them. 
Anne.  Their  Aunt  I  am  in  Law,  in  love  their  Mother; 

Then  bring  me  to  their  fights,  I'll  bear  thy  blame, 
And  take  thy  Office  from  thee,  on  my  peril. 

Lieu.  No,  Madam,  no,  I  miy  not  leave  itfo: 
I  am  bound  by  Oath,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

\Exit  Lieutenant* Enter  Stanley. 

Stan.  Let  me  but  meet  you  Ladies  one  hour  hence* 

And  1*21  falute  your  Grace  of  Tork^  as  Mother, 
And  reverend  looker  on  of  two  fair  Queens. 

Come  Madam,  you  muft  ftraight  to  Wefiminfttr, 

There  to  be  Crowned  Richard's  Royal  Queen. 
Queen.  Ah,  cut  my  Lace  afunder, 

That  my  pent  Heart  may  have  fome  fcope  to  bear, 
Or  elfe  I  fwoon  with  this  dead-killing  News. 

Anne.  DeCpightful  tidings,  O  ur.pleafing  News. 
Dorf.  Be  of  goodChear:  Mother,  how  fares  your  Grace; 
Queen.  O  Dorfet^  fpeak  not  to  me,  get  thee  gone, 

l>eath  and  Deftru&ion  dogs  thee^at  thy  heels, 

Thy  Mother's  Name  is  ominous  to  Children. 
If  thou  wilt  out-ftrip  Dea'h,  go  crofs  the  Seas, 
And  live  with  Richmond^  from  the  reach  of  Hell. 

Go  hye  thee,  hye  thee  from  this  Sialic hter-houfe, 

Vol.  IV.  l"  Left 
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Left  thou  increafe  the  number  of  the  dead, 

And  mike  me  die  the  thrall  of  Margaret's  Curfe, 
Nor  Mother,  Wife,  nor  England's  counted  Queer*. 

Stan.  Full  of  wife  Care  is  this  your  CounfeJ,  Madam; 
Take  all  the  fwift  advantage  of  the  Hours; 
You  (hall  have  Letters  from  me  to  my  Son, 
In  your  behalf,  to  meet  you  on  the  way  : 

Be  not  ta'en  tardy  by  unwife  dehy. 
Dutch.  O  ill  difperfing  Wind  of  Mifery, 

O  my  accurfed  Womb,  the  Bed  of  Death: 
A  Cockatrice  haft  thou  hatch'd  to  the  World, 
Whofe  una voided  Eye  is  Murtherous. 

Stan.  Com cy Madam,  come,  I  in  all  hafte  was  tent. 
Anne.  And  I  with  all  unwillingnefs  will  go. 

O  would  to  God,  that  the  inclulive  Verge 
Of  Golden  Metal,  that  muft  round  my  Brow, 
Were  red  hot  Steel,  to  fear  me  to  the  Brains. 
Anointed  let  me  be  with  deadly  Venom, 

And  die  e'er  Men  can  fay,  God  fave  the  Queen. 
Queen.  Go,  go,  poor  Soul,  I  envy  not  thy  Glory, 

To  feed  my  humour  wifli  thy  felf  no  harm. 
Anne.  No!  why?  When  he  that  is  my  Husband  now, 

Came  to  mc,  as  I  follow'd  Henry's  Coarfe, 
When  fcarce  the  Blood  was  well  wafh'd  from  his  Hands, 
Which  iffued  from  my  other  Angel  Husband, 

And  that  dear  Saint,  which  then  I  weeping  follow'd: 
O  when,  I  fay,  I  look'd  on  Richard's  Face, 
This  was  my  Willi;  Be  thou,  quoth  I,  accurft, 
For  making  me,  fo  young,  fo  old  a  Widow : 

And  when  thou  wed'ft,  let  Sorrow  haunt  thy  Bed; 
And  be  thy  Wife,  if  any  be  fo  mad, 
More  miferahle,  by  the  Life  of  thee, 

Than  thou  haft  made  me,  by  my  dear  Lord's  Death. 
Loe,  e'er  I  can  repeat  this  Curfe  again, 
Within  fo  fmall  a  time,  my  Woman's  Heart 
GrofJy  grew  captive  to  his  Honey  words, 

And  prov'd  the  fubjefr,  of  mine  own  Soul's  Curfe; 
Which  hitherto  hath  held  mine  Eyes  from  reft: 
For  never  yet  one  hour  in  his  Bed 
Did  I  er  joy  the  golden  dew  of  Sleepi 

But  with  his  timorous  Dreams  was  ftill  awak'd. Befidcs, 



of  Richard  III.  if 83 
Befidcs,  he  hates  me  for  my  Father  Warwick^, 
And  will,  do  doubt,  ihortly  be  rid  of  me. 

Queen.  Poor  Heart,  adieu,  [  pity  thy  complaining. 
Anne.   No  more  than  with  my  Soul  I  mourn  for  yours. 
Dorf.  Farewel,    thou  worul  welcomer  of  Glory. 

Anne.  Adieu,  poor  Soul,  trnt  tak'ft  thy  leave  of  it. 
Dutch.  Go  ihou  to  Richmond^   and  good  Fortune  guide 
thee,  [To  Dorfer. 
Go  thou  to  Richard,  and  good  Angels  tend  thee,     [To  Anne. 
Go  thou  to  Sjn&uary,  and  good  Thoughts  poifefs  thee, 

[To  the  Queen*, 
I  to  my  Grave,  where  Peace  and  Reft  lye  with  me. 
Eighty  odd  Years  of  for  row  have  I  Teen, 

And  each  Hours  joy  wrack' d  with  a  Week  of  teen. 
Queen.  Stay,  yet  lookback,  with  me,  urt)  the  Tower* 

Pity,  you  ancient  Stones,  thofe  tender  Bibes, 

\Vhom  Envy  hath  immur'd  within  your  WalLc, 
Rough  Cradle  for  fuch  little  pretty  ones, 
Rude  ragged  Nurfe,  old  fullen  Play  fellow, 
For  tender  Princes;  ufe  my  Babies  well; 

$0  foolifh  Sorrow  bids  your  Stones  farewel.  [Exeunt'. 

S  C  E  N  E  '  II. 
flour  if!)  of  Trumpets.     Enter  Glouccftcr  as  Kingy  Bucking- 

ham, Catesby,   RatclifF,  and  Lovel. 

K.  Rich.  Stand  all  apart-   Coufin  of  Buckingham---— 
Buck*  My  gracious  Soveraign* 
K.  Rich.  Give  me  thy  Hand.     Thus  high  by  thy  advice, 

And  thy  afliftanc^,  is  King  Richard  feated  : 
But  111  all  we  wear  thefc  Glories  for  a  Day? 

Or  lhall  th;y  lalt,  ard  we  njoice  in  them? 
Bucl<.  Still  live  they,  and  for  ever  let  them  Jaft. 
K.  Rich.  Ah  Buckingham,  now  do  I  play  the  Touch, 

To  try  if  thou  be  current  Gold  indeed: 

Young  Edward  lives — think  now  what  I  would  fpeak. 
Buck.  Say  on,  my  loving  Lord. 
K.  Rich.  Why,  Buckingham,  I  fay  I  would  be  King. 
Buc^  Why  fo  you  are,  my  thrice  renowned  Lord. 

L  2  K.  Rich. 
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K.Rich.  Ha!  am  I  King?  'tis fo — but  Edward  lives---' 
Bucks  True,  noble  Prince. 
K.  Rich.  O  bitter  Confequence  ! 

Thac  Edward  ftill  mould  live,  True  noble  Prince, 
Coufin,  thou  waft  not  wont  to  be  fo  dull. 
Shall  I  be  plain?  I  wifh<the  Baftards  dead, 
And  I  would  have  it  fuddenly  performed. 

What  fay 'ft  thou  now  ?  fpeak  fuddenly,  be  brief. 
.  buck.  Your  Grace  may  do  your  Pieafure. 
K.Rich.  Tut,  tut,  thou  art  all  Ice,  thy  kindnefs freezes: 

Say,  have  1  thy  confent,  that  they  (hall  die? 
Buck,  Give  me  fome  little  breath,  fome  paufe,  dear  Lord, 

Before  I  poiltively  fpeak  in  this : 
I  will  refolve  you  herein  prefently.  \_Exit  Buckingham. 

Catefi  The  King  is  angry,  fee  he  gnaws  his  Lip. 
K.  Rich.  I  will  con verfe  with  Iron-witted  Fools, 

And  unrefpe6tive  Boys.;  none  are  for  me, 
That  look  into  me  with  considerate  Eyes, 
High-reaching  Buckingham  grov/s  circumfpecl. 
Boy. 

Pmc*  My  Lord, 

K.Rich.  Know'ft  thou  not  any,  whom  conupting  Gold 
Will  tempt  unto  a  clofe  exploit  of  Death? 

Page.  I  know  a  difcontented  Gentleman, 
Whole  humble  means  match  not  his  haughty  Spirit : 
Gold  were  as  good  as  twenty  Orators, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  tempt  him  to  any  thing. 

K.  Rich.   What  is  his  Name  ? 

jpa?e.  His  Name,  my  Lord,  is  Tirrell. 
K.Rich,  I  partly  know  the  Man;  go  call  him  hither, 

"Boy.  {Exit* 
The  deep  revolving  witty  Buckingham, 
No  more  mall  be  the  Neighbour  to  my  Counfels. 

Hath  he  fo  long  held  out  with  me  untir'd, 
And  flops  he  now  for  Breath?  Well,  be  it  fo. 

Enter  Stanley. 

How  now,  Lord  Stanley,  what's  the  Mews? 
Stan.  Know,  my  loving  Lord,  the  Marquefs  Dorfet, 

As  f  hear,  is  "fled-  to  Richmond, 
Iu  the  Parts  where  be  abides. 

f  A".  Rich. 
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K.  Rich.  Come  hither,  Catesby,  rumor  it  abroad, 

That  Anne,  my  Wife,  is  very  grievous  Sick; 
I  will  take  order  for  her  keeping  clofe. 
Inquire  me  out  fome  mean  poor  Gentleman, 
Whom  I  will  marry  ftraight  to  Clarence  Daughter: 
The  Boy  is  foolifh,  and  I  fear  not  him. 

Look  how  thou  dream'ft  «   1  fay  again,  give  out, 
That  Anne,  my  Queen,  is  lick,  and  like  to  die. 
About  it;  for  it  ftands  me  much  upon 
To  flop  all  hopes  whofe  growth  may  damage  me. 

I  muft  be  married  to  my  Brother's  Daughter, 
Or  dk  my  Kingdom  Rands  on  brittle  Glaft : 
Murther  her  Brothers,  and  then  marry  her! 
Uncertain  way  cf  gain.     But  I  am  in 
So  far  in  Blood,  that  Sin  will  pluck  on  Sin, 

Tear-falling  Pity  dwells  not  in  this  Eye. 
Enter  Tirrel. 

Js  thy  Name  Tirreli 
Tir.  James  Ttrrel}  v.d  your  mod  obedient  Sub j eft. 

A'.  Rich.  Art  thou  indeed  ? 
Tir*  Prove  me,  my  gracious  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Dar'ft  thou  refolve  to  kill  a  Friend  of  mine? 
Tir.  Pleafe  you : 

But  I  had  rather  kill  two  Enemies. 

K.Rich.  Why  then  thou  haft  it;  two  deep  Enemies, 
Foes  to  my  Reft,  and  my  fwreet  deeps  difturbers, 
Are  they  that  I  would  have  thee  deal  upon: 
Tirrel,  1  mean  thofe  Baftards  in  the  To.ver. 

Tir.  Let  me  have  open  means  to  come  to  th:m, 

And  foon  I'll  rid  you  from  the  fear  of  them. 
K.Rich.  Thou  fino'ft  fweet  Mufick : 

Hark,  come  hith  r  Tirrel, 

Go  by  this  token;  rife,  and  lend  thine  Ear,  [Wht/fcrs* 
There  is  no  more  but  fo;  fay  ir  is  done, 
And  I  will  love  thee,  and  prefer  thee  for  it. 

Tir.  I  will  difpatch  it  ftraighr.  \jExiu 
Enter  Buckingham. 

Buckj  My  Lord,  I  have  confider'd  in  my  mind, 
The  late  requeft  that  you  did  found  me  in. 

A'.  Rich.  Well,  let  that  reft;  Dorfet  is  fled  to  Richmond: Bttcl^  I  hear  the  Ne*s,  my  Lord. 
f      2  K    Pirh 
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K.  Rich.  Stanley j  he  is  your  Wife's  Son  ;  well,  look  unto  it. 
Buck.  My  Loid,  I  claim  the  Gift,  my  due  by  Promife, 

For  which  your  Honour  and  your  Faith  is  pawn'd. 
Th*  Earldom  of  Hereford,  and  the  Moveables, 
Which  you  have  prom  i  fed  I  fhall  poffefs. 

K.Rich.  Stanley,  look  to  your  Wife;  if  me  convey 
Letrtrs  to  Richmond,  you  fh all  anfwer  ity 

Buck.  What  fays  your  Highnefs  to  my  jufl  requeft? 
K.  Rich.  I  do  remember  me,  Henry  the  Sixth 

Did  Propbefie,  that  Richmond  mould  be  King, 
When  Richmond  was  a  little  peevifh  Boy. 
A  King  perhaps. 

Buck.  May  it  pkafe  you  to  refolve  me  in  my  Suit. 
K.  Rich.  Thou  troubled:  me,  I  am  not  in  the  Vein.    [Exit. 

Buck,.  And  is  it  thus  2  repays  he  my  deep  Service 

With  fuch  contempt?  made  I  him  King  for  th's? O  ht  me  think  on  Hafiivgs,  and  be  gone 
To  Brecnock^  while  my  tearful  Head  is  on.  [Exit* 

Enter  Tirrel. 

Tir.  The  tyrannous  and  bloody  Act  is  done, 
The  mofl  Arch-deed  of  piteous  Maflacrc 

That  ever  yet  this  Land  'was  guilty  of: 
Dighton  and  Forrcfi,  whom  I  did  fuborn 
To  do  this  piece  of  riuhful  Butchery, 
Albeit  they  were  flefht  Villains,  bloody  Dogs 
Melted  with  Tendernefs,  and  mild  Companion, 
Wept  like  to  Children,  in  their  deaths  fad  Story  : 
O  thus,  quoth  Dighton,  lay  the  gentle  Babe?, 
Thus,  thus,  quoth  Forrefi,  girdling  one  another 
Within  their  Alablsfter  innocent  Arms: 

Their  Lips  were  four  red  Rofes  on  a  Stalk, 

And  in  their  Summer  Beaury  kik'd  eaeh  other. 
A  B  ;ok  of  Prayers  on  their  Pillow  lay, 

Which  once,  quo:  hF<?rr<?/?,  almoft  chang'dmy  mind> 
But  oh  the  Devil   —there  the  Villain  flopt: 
When  Dighton  thus  told  op,  we  fmorhered 
The  mofl:  replenished  fweet  work  of  Nature, 

That  fr-.-m  the  prime  Creation  e'er  flie  framed. 
Hence  both  are  gone  with  Confctence  and  Remorff, 
They  could  not  fpeafr,  and  io  I  \th  them  both, 

To  bear  ihfcfe  Tydings  to  the  bloody  King. 
Enter 
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Enter  King  Richard. 

And  here  he  comes*   All  healtn,  my  Sovereign  Lord: 
K.  Rich.  Kind  Tirrel— — am  I  happy  in  thy  Nevs  ? 
Tir.  If  to  have  done  the  thing  you  gave  in  charge 

Beget  your  happinefs,  be  happy  then, 
For  it  is  done. 

K.  Rich.  But  did'ft  thou  fee  them  dead? 
Tir.  I  did,  my  Lord. 
K.Rich.  And  buried,  gentle Tirrell 
Tir.  The  Chaplain  of  the  Tower  hath  burjed  them, 

But  where,  to  fay  the  truth,  I  do  not  know. 
AT.  Rich.  Come  to  me  Tirrel  foon,  foon  after  Supper, 

When  thou  fhalc  tell  the  procefsof  their  Death, 

Mean  time   but  think  how  1  may  do  thee  good, 
And  be  Inheritor  of  thy  defirc. 
Farewel  'till  then. 

Tir.  I  humbly  take  my  leave. 
K.  Rich.  The  Son  of  Clarence  have  I  pent  up  crofr, 

His  Daughter  meanly  have  I  match'd  in  Matriage, 
The  Sons  of  Edward  deep  in  Abrahams  Bofom, 
And  Anne  m\  Wife  hath  bid  this  World  good  Night. 
Now  for  I  know  the  Briton  Richmond  aims 

At  young  Elizabeth  my  Brother's  Daughter, 
And  by  that  knot  looks  proudly  on  the  Crown, 
To  her  go  I,  a  jolly  thriving  Wooer. 

Enter  Ratcliff. 

Rat.  My  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Good  or  bad  News,  that  thou  com'ft  in  fo  bluntly  ? 
Rat.   Bad  News,  my  Lord,  Morton  is  fled  to  Richmond, 

And  Buckingham)  backt  with  the  hardy  WelJJjmen, 
Is  in  the  Fidd,  and  ftil!  his  Power  encreafeth. 

K.  Rich.  Ely  with  Richmond  troubles  me  more  near, 
Than  Buckingham  and  bis  rafh  levied  Strength. 

Come,  I  have  learn'd  that  fearful  commenting 
Is  1-caden  Servitor  to  dull  delay, 

Delay  leads  impotent  and  Snail-pac'd  Beggary: 
Then  fiery  Expedition  be  my  Wing, 
Jove\ Mercury,  and  Herald  for  a  King: 
Go  mufter  Men;  my  Council  is  my  Shield, 
We  mull  be  brief,  when  Traitors  brave  the  Field.     [Exeunt* 

L  4  SCENE 
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>  '     SCENE   III. 

Enter  Queen  Margaret. 

Q^Mar.  So  now  Profperity  begins  to  mellow. 
And  drop  into  the  rotten  mouth  of  Death: 
Here  in  thefe  C6nfines  flily  have  I  Iurkt, 
To  watch  the  waining  of  mine  Enemies. 
A  dire  Induction  am  I  witnefs  to, 
And  will  to  France,  hoping  the  Confequence 
Will  prove  as  bitter,  black  and  tragical. 
Withdraw  thee  wretched  Margaret,  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Dutchefs  and  Queen* 
Queen*  Ah  my  poor  Princes !  ah  my  lender  Babes ! 

My  unblown  Flowers,  new  appearing  Sweets : 
If  yet  your  gentle  Souls  fly  in  the  Air, 
And  be  not  fixt  in  doom  perpetual, 
Hover  about  me  with  your  airy  Wings, 

And  hear  your  Mother's  Lamentation. 
Q^Mar.  Hover  about  her,  fay,  that  right  for  right 

Hath  dim'd  your  infant  MfoVn  to  aged  Night. 
Dutch.  So  many  Mifeurs  have  cnz'd  my  Voice, 

That  my  woe-wearied  Tongue  is  ftill  and  mute. 
Edward  Plant  agenet,  why  art  thou  dead  ? 

Q*Mar.  Plant agenet  doth  quit  Plant  agenety 
Edward  for  Edward  pays  a  dying  Debt.. 

Queen.  Wilt  thou,  O  God,  fly  from  fuch  gentle  Lamb?, 
And  throw  them  in  the  Intrails  of  the  Wolf  ? 

Why  didft  thou  fleep  when  fuch  a  Deed  was  done  ? 

Q^Mar.  When  Holy  Henry  dy'd,  and  my  (weet  Son. 
Dutch.  Dead  Life,  blind  Sight,  poor  mortal  living  Ghofr, 

Woes  Scene,  Worlds  fhame,  Graves  due,  by  Life  ufurpt, 
Brief  abftracr.  and  record  of  tedious  Days, 

Reft  thy  unreft  on  England's  lawful  Earth, 
Unlawfully  made  drunk  with  innocent  Blood. 

Queen*  Ah  that  thou  wouldft  as  foon  afford  a  Grave 
As  thou  canft  yield  a  melancholly  Seat; 
Then  would  I  hide  my  Bones,  not  reft  them  here. 
Ah  who  hath  any  caufe  to  mourn  but  we? 

Q^Alat* 



of  Richard  III.  i6$$ 

Q.Mar.  If  ancient  Sorrow  be  moft  reverent,, 
Give  mine  the  benefit  of  Seigneury; 

And  let  my  Griefs  frown  on  the  upper  hand, 
If  Sorrow  can  admit  Society. 

I  had  an  Edward  'till  a  Richard  kilPd  him: 
I  had  a  Husband  'till  a  Richard  kill'd  him  : 

Thou  had'ft  an  Edward,  'till  a  Richard  kill'd  him : 
Thou  had'ft  a  Richard  WW  a  RichardkWYd  him. 

Dutch.  I  had  a  Richard  too,  and  thou  did  ft  kill  him ; 

I  had  a  Rutland  too,  thou  holp'ft  to  kill  him. 
O.  Mar.  Thou  hadfl:  a  Clarence  too, 

And  Richard  kill'd  him. 
From  forth  the  kennel  of  thy  Womb  hath  crept 
A  Hell-hound,  that  doth  hunt  us  all  to  Death: 

That  Dog,  that  had  his  Teeth  before  his  Eyer, 
To  worry  Lambs,  and  lap  their  gentle  Blood; 

That  foul  defacer  of  God's  handy  work, 
That  reigns  in  gauled  Eyes  of  weeping  Souls: 
That  excellent  grand  Tyrant  of  the  Earth, 
Thy  Womb  let  loofe  to  chafe  us  to  our  Graves. 
O  upright,  juft,  and  true  difpofing  God, 
How  do  I  thank  thee,  that  this  carnal  Cur 

Preys  on  the  IfTue  of  his  Mother's  Body, 
And  makes  Her,  Pue-fellow  with  others  moan. 

Dutch.  Oh  Harry's  Wife,  triumph  not  in  my  Woes : 
God  witnefs  with  me,  I  have  wept  for  thine. 

O^Mar.  Bearwiihme:  I  am  hungry  for  revenge, 
And  now  I  cloy  me  with  beholding  it. 

Thy  Edward,  he  is  dead  that  kill'd  my  Edward, 
The  other  Edward  dead,  to  quit  my  Edward: 
Young  Torhji  he  is  But  boor,  becaufe  both  they 

Matched  not  the  high  perfection  of  my  Lois. 
Thy  Clarence  he  is  dead  that  ftab'd  my  Edward; 
And  the  beholders  of  this  frantick  Play, 

Th'  adulterate  Haftings,  Rivers,  Vanghan,  Gray, 
Untimely  fmothci'd  in  their  dusky  Graves. 
Richard  yet  lives,  Hell's  black  Intelligencer, 
Only  referv'd  their  Fa&or  to  buy  Souls, 
And  fend  them  thither:  But  at  hand,  at  hand 
Infues  his  piteous  and  unpitied  End. 
JLaith  gapes,  Hell  burns,  Fiends  roar,  Saints  pray, To 
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To  have  him  fuddenly  convey'd  from  hence : 
Cancel  his  Bond  of  Life,  dear  God,  I  pray, 
That  I  may  live  and  fay,  the  Dog  is  dead. 

Queen.  O  thou  didit  Prophefie  the  time  would  come, 
That  I  mould  wifh  for  thee  to  help  me  Curfe 

That  botteFd  Spider,  that  foul  bunch-back'd  Toad. 
j9.  Mar.  I  calfd  thee  then,  vain  flourifh  of  my  Fortune: 

I  cali'd  thee  then,  poor  Shadow,  painted  Queen, 
The reprtfentation  of  but  what  I  was; 
The  flattering  Index  of  adirefuj  Pageant, 

One  heav'd  a  high  to  be  hurl'd  down  below: 
A  Mother  only  mock'd  with  two  fair  Babes; 
A  dream  of  what  thou  waft,  a  garifh  Flag 

To  be  the  aim  of  every  dang'rous  Shot; 
A  fign  of  Dignity,  a  Breath,  a  Bubble; 
A  Queen  in  Jefl,  only  to  fill  the  Scere. 
Where  is  thy  Husband  now  ?  where  be.thy  Brothers  ? 
Where  be  thy  two  Sons  ?  wherein  dofl  thou  Joy  ? 
Who  fuesand  kneels,  and  fays,  Godfave  the  Queen  £ 

Where  be  the  bending  Peers  that  flatter'd  thee? 
Where  be  the  thronging  Troops  that  fcllow'd  thee  ? Decline  all  this,  and  fee  now  what  thou  ark 

For  happy  Wife,  a  mod  diftrefs'd  Widow; 
For  joyful  Mother,  one  that  wails  the  Name; 

For  one  being  fu'd  to,  one  that  humbly  fues; 
For  Qjccp,  a  very  Caytiffcrown'd  with  Care; 
For  fhe  that  fcorn'd  at  me,  now  fcorn'd  of  me; 
For  (lie being  fear'd  of  all,  now  fearing  one; 
For  rhe  commanding  all,  obeyed  of  none. 
Thus  hath  the  courfe  of  Juftice  whirFd  about, 
And  left  thee  but  a  vecy  prey  to  Time, 

Having  no  more  but  thought  of  what  thou  waft1, 
To  -torture  thee  the  more,  being  what  thou  art. 
Thou  didft  ufurp  my  Place,  and  dofl  thou  not 

Ufup  the  jufr  proportion  «of  my  Sorrow? 

Nov/  thy  proud  Neck  bears  half  my  burthen'd  Yoak, 
From  which,  even  here  I  flip  my  wearied  Head, 
And  leave  the  burthen  of  it  all  on  thee. 

Farewel  Tories  Wife,  and  Queen  of  fad  Mifchance, 
Thwfe  Eriglifi  Woes  fhali  make  me  fmile  in  France. 

Queer,, 
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Queen.  O  thru  well  skilfd  in  Curfes,  flay  a  while, 

And  teach  me  how  to  curfe  mine  Enemie1. 
Q^Aiar.  Forbear  to  deep  the  Night,  and  fafttheDay: 

Compare  dead  Happincfs  with  living  Woe; 
Think  that  thy  Bibes  were  fweeter  than  they  were, 
And  he  that  flew  them  fouler  than  he  is: 

Bettering  thy  Lfs  makes  the  b.^.d  C  ufer  worfc, 
Revolving  thif,  will  teach  thee  how  to  curfe. 

Queen.  My  Words  are  du  1,  O  quicken  them  with  thine. 

O^Mar.  Thy  Woes  will  make  them  fharp, 
And  pierce  like  mine.  |  Exit  Margaret* 

Butch.  Why  lliould  Calamity  be  full  of  Words? 

Queen.  Windy  Attorneys  to  their  Client's  Woes, 
Airy  fuccecders  of  inteftine  Joys, 
Poor  breathing  O.ators  of  MrfefiVs, 
Let  them  have  fcope,  though  what  they  will,  impart 
Help  nothing  elfe,  yet  do  they  eafe  the  Hea  t. 

Butch.  If  fa,  rhen  be  not  Tongue-ty'd ;  go  with  mr, 
And  in  the  breath  of  bitter  Word  ,  lee's  fmother 

My  damned  Son,  tint  thy  two  fweet  Sons  (m-thei'd. 
The  Trumpet  founds,  be  copious  in  exclaims. 

Enter  King;  Richard  and  his  Train. 

K.Rich.   Who  intercepts  me  in  my  Expedition? 
Butch.  O  (lie  that  might  have  intercepted  thee, 

By  ftrangling  thee  in  her  accurfed  Womb, 
From  all  the  (laughters,  Wretch,  that  thou  had  done. 

Queen.  Hid'ft  thou  that  Forehead  wirh  a  Golden  Crown, 
Where't  fhould  be  branded,  if  that  ri^ht  were  right? 
The  (laughter  of  tne  Prince  that  ow'd  that  Crown, 
A^d  the  dire  death  of  my  poor  Sons  and  Bi other*. 
Tell  me,  thou  Villain-dive,  where  are  my  Children? 

Butch.  Thou  Toad,  thou  Toad, 

Where  is  thy  Brother  Clarence* 
And  little  Ned  Plantagenet  his  Son  ? 

Queen.  Where  is  'he  gentle  River 'sy  Vaughan^  Graj  ? 
Butch.  Where  is  kind  Hafiings  f 
K.  Rich.  A  flourifh,  Trumpets ;  frrike  Alarum  Drums : 

Let  not  the  Heav'ns  hear  thefe  Telltale  Women 

Rail  on  the  Lord's  Anointed.     Strike,  I  fay. 
{Fkurift,  AUrumu 

Either  be  patient,  and  intreat  me  fair, 
Or 



i  6  o  h  The  Life  and  Death 
Or  with  the  clamorous  reports  of  War 
Thus  will  I  drown  your  Exclamations. 

•  Dutch.  Alt  thou  my  Son  ? 
JC.  Rich.  Ay,  T  thank  God,  my  Father,  and  your  fell, 
Dutch.  Then  patiently  hear  my  Impatience. 
K.  Rich.  M  adam,  I  have  a  touch  of  your  Condition, 

That  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  Reproof, 
Dutch.  O  let  me  fpeak. 

K.  Rich.  Do  then,  but  I'll  not  hear. 
Dutch*  I  will  be  mild  and  gentle  in  my  Words, 
K.  Rich.   And  brief,  good  Mother,  for  I  am  in  hafte. 
Dutch.  Art  thou  fo  hafty  ?  I  have  ftaid  for  thee, 

God  knows,  in  Torment  and  in  Agony. 
K.Rich.   And  camel  not  at  laft  to  comfort  you? 

Dutch.  No  by  the  holy  Rood,  thou  know'ft  it  well, 
Thou  cam*  ft  on  Earth  to  make  the  Earth  my  Hell. 
A  grievous  burthen  was  thy  Birth  to  me, 
Tetchy  and  wayward  was  thy  Infancy  ; , 
Thy  School-davs  frightful,  defperate,  wild  and  furious, 
Thy  prime  of  Mmhood,  daring,  bold  and  venturous : 

Thy  Age  cor.firm'd,  proud,  fubtle,  fly  and  bloody. 
More  mild,  but  yet  more  harmful,  kind  in  hatred: 

What  comfortable  hour  can'ft  thou  name, 
That  ever  grac'd  me  with  thy  Company? 

K.  Rich.  Faith  none  but  Humphry  Hower, 

That  cali'd  your  Grace 
To  breakfaft  once,  forth  of  my  Company. 
If  I  be  fo  difgracious  in  your  Eye, 
Let  me  march  on  aqd  not  offend  you,  Madam, 
Strike  up  the  Drum. 

Dutch.  I  prithee  hear  me  fpeak. 
K.  Rich.  You  fpeak  too  bitterly. 
Dutch.  Hear  me  a  Word, 

For  I  fhall  never  fpeak  to  thee  again. 
K.  Rich.  So. 

Dutch.  Either  thou  wilt  die  by  God's  juft  Ordinance, 
E'er  from  this  War  thou  turn  a  Conqueror; 
Or  I  with  Grief  a^d  extream  Age  mail  perifh, 
And  never  more  behold  thy  Face  again. 
Therefore  take  with  thee  my  moft  grievous  Curfe, 
Which,  in  the  Day  of  Battel,  tire  thee  more, 

Than 
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Than  all  the'compleat  Armor  that  thou  wear '#. My  Prayers  on  the  adverfe  Party  figrr, 

And  there  the  little  Souls  of  Edward's  Children 
Whifper  the  Spirits  of  thine  JEnemies, 
And  promife  them  Succefs  and  Victory. 

Bloody  thou  art,  bloody  will  be  thy  end : 
Shame  ferves  thy  Life,  and  doth  thy  D^ath  attend.     [Exit* 

Queen.  Tho'  far  more  Caufe,  yet  much  lt(s  Spirit  to  cutjfe 
Abides  in  me,  I  fay  Amen  to  her« 

K.  Rich.  Stay,  Madam,  I  mutt  talk  a  Woi  d  with  you. 
Queen.  I  have  no  more  Sons  of  the  Royal  Blood 

For  thee  to  (laughter;  for  my  Daughters,   Rickard> 
They  fliaH  be  praying  Nuns,  not  weeping  Queens  y 
And  therefore  level  not  to  h;t  their  Lives. 

K.Rich.  You  have  a  Daughter  cill'd  Eliz^ihettyt 
Virtuous  and  Fair,  Royal  and  Giaciouf. 

Queen.   And  mud  fhe  die  for  this  ?  O  let  her  live, 

And  I'll  corrupt  her  Manners,  Rain  her  Beauts, 
Slander  my  felf  as  falfe  to  Edward's  Bed  : 
Throw  over  her  the  Vail  of  Infamy, 

So  fhe  may  live  unfearr'd  of  bleeding  Slaughter, 
I  will  confefs  (he  was  not  Edward's  Daughter. 

K.Rich.  Wrong  not  her  Birth,  (lie  is  a  Royal  Princeff. 

Queen.  To  fave  her  Life  I'll  fay  fhe  is  not  fo. K.  Rich.  Her  Life  is  fafefr,  onlv  in  her  Birth. 

Queen.  And  only  in  that  fafetv  dv'd  her  Brothers. 
K.  Rich.  Lo,  at  their  Birth  good  Stais  were  oppoiitc. 
Queen.  No,  to  their  Lives  ill  Friends  were  contrary. 
K.  Rich.  All  unavoided  is  the  doom  of  Defliny. 
Queen.  True;  when  avoided  Grace  makes  Defliny. 

My  Babes  were  deflin'd  to  a  fairer  Death, 
If  Grace  had  bleft  thee  with  a  fairer  Life. 

K.Rich.  You  fpeak  as  if  that  I  had  (lain  my  Coufins? 

Queen.  Coufins  indeed,  and  by  their  UncAo  cozen'd, 
Of  Comfort,  Kingdom,  Kindred,  Freedom,  Life. 

Whofe  Hands  foevcr  lanch'd  their  tender  Hearts, 
Thy  Head,  all  indirectly,  gave  Direction. 

No  doubt  the  murd'rous  Knife  was  dull  and  bhinr, 
'Till  it  was  whetted  on  thy  Stone-hard  Heart, To  revel  in  the  Intrails  of  my  Lambs. 
But  that  ftill  ufc  of  Grief  makes  wild  Grief  tame, 

My 
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My  Tongue  fhould  to  thy  Ears  not  name  my  Boys, 

*Til!  that  my  Nails  were  anchor 'd  in  thine  Lyes; 
And  I  in  fuph  a  dtfp'rate  Hay  of  Death, 
Like  a  poor  Bark  of  Sails  and  Tackling  reft, 
RuiTi  all  to  pieces  on  thy  Rocky  Bofom. 

K.  R^h.  Madam,  fo  thrive  I  in  my  Enterprize, 
And  dangerous  iucctfs  of  bloody  War?, 
As  I  intend  more  good  to  you  and  yours, 

Than  ever  you  or  yours  by  me  were  harm'd. 
Queen.  What  good  is  cover'd  with  the  Face  of  Heav'n, 

To  oe  difco  er'd,  that  can  do  me  good? 
K%  Rich.  Th'  Advancement  of  your  Children,  gentle  Lady* 
Queen*  Up  to  fame  Scaffold,  there  to  lofe  their  Heads. 

K.Rich.   Unto  the  dignity  and  heighth  of  Fortune, 

The  high  Imperial  Type  of  this  Earth's  Glory. 
Queen.  Flatter  my  Sorrow  with  report  of  it; 

Tell  me,  what  State,  what  Dignity,  what  Honour 
Car  ft.  thou  devifeto  any  Child  of  mine? 

K.  Rich.  Lv'n  all  I  have;  ay,  and  my  felf  and  all, Will  I  withal  endow  a  Child  of  thine: 

So  in  the  Lethe  of  thy  angry  Soul 
1  hou  drown  the  fad  rememorance  of  thofe  Wrongs, 
Which  thou  fuppofeft  I  have  done  to  thee. 

Queen.  Be  brief,  left  that  the  procefs  of  thy  kindnefs 
Laft  longer  telling,  than  thy  kindnefs  date. 

K.  Rich.  Then  know, 

That  from  my  Soul  I  love  thy  Daughter. 

Queen.  My  Daughter's  Mother  thinks  it  with  her  Soul* 

'iCRich.  What  do  you  think? Queen.  Thit  titou  doff,  love  my  Daughter  from  thy  Soul, 

So  from  thy  Soul's  love  didft  thou  love  her  Brothers, 
And  from  my  Heart's  love,  f  do  thank  thee  for  it. 

K.  Rich.  Be  not  fo  hafty  to  confound  my  meaning; 
I  mean,  that  with  my  Soul  I  love  thy  Daughter, 
And  do  intend  to  make  her  Queen  of  England. 

Queen.  Well  the*n,  who  deft  thou  mean /hall  be  her  King* K.  Rich.  Even  he  that  makes  her  Queen; 
Wl.oelfe  fhould  be? 

Queen.  What,  thou ! 

K.Rich.  Even  fo;  haw  think  you  of  it? 

Queen* 
\ 

- 
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Otteen.  How  carf  ft  thou  woo  her  § 
JcRich.  That  I  would  learn  of  you, 

As  one  being  bed  acquainted  with  her  Humour. 
Queen.  And  wilt  thou  learn  of  me? 

K^Rich.  Madam,  with  all  my  Heart.    . 
Queen.  Send  to  her,  by  the  Man  that  flew  her  Brothers, 

A  pair  of  bleeding  Hearts;  thereon  engrave 
Edward  and  York>  then  haply  will  Hie  weep: 
Therefore  prefer.t  to  her,  as  fomctime  Margaret 

Did  to  thy  Father,  fleent  in  Rutland's  Blood, 
A  Handkerchief;  which,  fay  to  her,  did  drain 
The  purple  fap  from  her  fweet  Brothers  Bodies 
And  bid  her  wipe  her  weeping  Eyes  withal. 
If  this  Inducement  move  her  not  to  Love, 

Send  her  a  Letter  of  thy  Noble  Deeds ; 

Tell  her,  thou  mad'ft  awav  her  Uncle  Clarence, 
Her  Uncle /to/<?rj;  ay,  and  for  her  fake, 

Mad'ft  quick  Conveyance  with  her  good  Aunt  Anne. 
K.  Rich.  You  mock  me,  Madam,  this  is  not  the  way 

To  win  your  Daughter. 
Queen.  There  is  no  orher  w?y, 

Uniefs  thou  could'ft  put  on  fome  other  Shape, 
And  not  be  Richard9  that  hath  done  all  this. 

K.  Rich.  Say,  that  I  did  all  this  for  love  of  her. 
Queen.  Nay  then  indeed  flie  cannot  chufe  but  hate  thee, 

Having  bought  love  with  fuch  a  bloody  Spoil. 
K.Rich.  Look,  what  is  done,  cannot  be  now  amended: 

Men  (hall  deal  unadvifedly  fometimes, 

Which  after-hours  give  leifure  to  repent  of. 
If  I  did  take  the  Kingdom  from  your  Sons, 

To  make  amends,  I'll  give  it  to  your  Daughter : 
If  I  have  kill'd  the  IfTue  of  your  Womb, 
To  quicken  your  ercreafe  I  will  beget 
Mine  IfTue  of  your  blood,  upon  your  Daughter  : 

A  Grandam's  name  is  little  kfs  in  love, 
Than  is  the  doting  Title  of  a  Mother; 
They  are  as  Children  but  one  (rep  below, 
Even  of  your  Metal,  of  your  very  Blood: 
Of  all  one  pain,  fave  for  a  Night  of  Groans 

Endur'd  of  her,  for  whom  you  bid  like  Sorrow. 
Your  Children  were  V.xarion  to  )our  Youth, 

But 



i  &  5>  6  The  Life  and  Death 
But  mine  mall  be  a  comfort  to  your  Age, 
The  lofs  you  have  is  but  a  Son  being  King, 
And  by  that  lofs  your  Daughter  is  made  Queen* 
I  cannot  make  you  what  amends  I  would, 
Therefore  accept  fuch  kindnefs  as  I  can. 
Dorjet,  your  Son,  that  with  a  fearful  Soul 
Leads  difcontented  Steps  in  Foreign  Soilj 
This  fair  Alliance  quicldy  fhall  call  home 
To  high  Promotions  and  great  Dignity. 
The  King  that  calls  your  beauteous  Daughter  Wife, 
Familiarly  fhall  call  thy  Dorfet  Brother  : 

Again  fhall  you  be  Mother  to  a  King-; 
And  all  the  ruins  of  diftrefsful  Times, 

Repair'd  with  double  Riches  of  Content. 
What?  we  have  many  goodly  Days  to  fee: 
The  liquid  diops  of  Tears  that  you  have  fhed 

Shall  come  again,  transform'd  to  Orient  Pearl, 
Advantaging  their  Love  with  Intereft 
Oftentimes  double  gain  of  Happinefs. 
Go  then,  my  Mother,  to  thy  Daughter,  go, 
Make  bold  herbafhful  Years  with  your  Experience., 

Prepare  her  Ears  to  hear  a  Wooer's  tale. 
Put  in  her  tender  Heart  th*  afpiring  flame 
Of  golden  Sovereignty  ;  acquaint  the  Princefs 
With  the  fweet  filent  hours  of  Marriage  Joys; 
And  when  this  Arm  of  mine  hath  cbaftifed 

The  petty  Rebel,  dull-brain'd  Buckingham, 
Bound  with  triumphant  Garlands  will  I  come, 

And  lead  thy  Daughter  to  a  Conqueror's  Bed  ; 
To  whom  I  will  retail  my  Conqueft  won, 

And  fhe  fhall  be  fole  Viclrefs,  Cafar's  Cafar. 
Queen.  What  were  I  btft  to  fay,  her  Father's  Brothef 

Would  be  her  Lord?  or fhill  I  fay,  her  Uncle? 
Or  he  that  flew  her  Brothers?  and  her  Uncles? 
Under  what  Title  fhall  I  woo  for  thee, 
That  God,  the  Law,  my  Honour,  and  her  Love, 
Can  makefeem  pleafing  to  her  tender  Years? 

K.Rich.  Infer  fair  EngUn<L*%  Peace  by  this  Alliance. 
Queen.  Which  fhe  fhall  purchafe  with  ftill  lafting  War^ 
K.titch.  Tell  her,  the  King,  that  may  command,  inn  eats. 

Queen.  That  at  her  Hands  which  the  King's  King  forbids 
&Ricty 
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K.  Rich.  Say,  (lie  fhall  be  a  high  and  mighty  Queen. 
Queen,  To  vail  the  Title,  as  her  Mother  doth. 
K.  Rich.  Say,  I  will  love  her  everlaftingly, 
Queen.  But  how  long  (hall  that  Title  ever  laft  ? 

K.  Rich.  Sweetly  in  force,  unto  her  fair  life's  end. 
Queen*   But  how  long,  fairly,  (hall  her  fweet  life  laft  \ 
K.  Rich.  As  long  as  Hcavn  and  Nature  lengthens  it. 
Queen.  As  long  as  Hell  and  Richard  likes  of  it, 
K.  Rich.  Say,  I,  her  Sovereign,  am  her  Subject  low. 
Queen,  But  ihe,  your  Subject,  loathsfuch  Sovereignty. 
K.  Rich.  Be  eloquent  in  my  behalf  to  her. 
Queen.  An  honeft  Tale  fpeeds  beft,  being  plainly  told. 
K.  Rich.  Then,  plainly,  to  her  tell  my  loving  Tale. 
Queen.  Plain  and  not  honeft,   is  too  harm  a  Stile. 
K.  Rich.  YourReafons  are  too  ihallow,  and  too  quick. 
Queen,  O  no,  my  Reafons  are  too  deep  and  dead; 

Too  deep  and  dead,  poor  Infants  in  their  Graves, 

Harp  on  it  ftill  ihall  T,  'till  Heart-ftrings  break. 
K.Rich.  Harp  not  on  that  String,  Madam,  thatispaft. 

Now  by  my  George,  my  Garter,  and  my  Crown   

Queen.  Profan'd,  difhonour'd,  and  the  third  ufurp'd. K.  Rich.  I  fwear. 

Queen.  By  nothing,  for  this  is  no  Oath: 

Thy  George  profan'd,  hath  loft  his  lordly  Honour, 
Thy  Garter  blemiiVd,  pawn'd  his  kingly  Virtue, 
Thy  Crown  ufurp'd,  difgrae'd  his  kingly  Glory : 
If  fomething  thou  would'ft  fwear  to  be  believ'd, 
Swear  then  by  fomething  that  thou  haft  not  wrong'd. 

K.  Rich.  Then  by  my  felf   

Queen.  Thy  felf  is  felf-mifus'd. 
K.  Rich.  Now  by  the  World   

Queen.  'Tis  full  of  thy  foul  Wrongs. 
K.  Rich.  My  Father's  Death   
Queen.  Thy  Life  hath  it  difhonour'd. 
K.  Rich.  Why  then,  by  Heav'n— 
Queen.  HeavVs  Wrong  is  moft  of  all : 

If  thou  didft  fear  to  break  an  Oath  with  him^ 
The  Uiiity  the  King  my  Husband  made 

Thou  hadft  not  broken,  nor  my  Brothers  dy'd. 
If  thou  hadft  fear'd  to  break  an  Oath  by  him, 
Th*  Imperial  Metal,  circling  now  thy  Head, Vol.  IV.  M  Had 
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Had  grac'd  the  tender  Temples  of  my  Child, 
And  both  the  Princes  had  been  breathing  here, 
Which  now  two  tender  Bed-fellows  for  duft, 
Thy  broken  Faith  hath  made  the  prey  for  Worms. 
What  canft  thou  fwear  by  now  § 

K.  Rich.  The  Time  to  come. 

Queen.  That  thou  haft  wronged  in  the  time  o'cr-paft : 
For  I  my  felf  have  many  Tears  to  wafh 

Hereafter  Time,  for  time-pair,  wrong'd  by  thee. 
The  Children  live,  whofe  Fathers  thou  haft  ilaughter'd, 
Ungovern'd  Youth,  to  wail  it  with  their  Age. 
The  Parents  live,  whofe  Children  thou  haft  butcher'd, 
Old  barren  Plants,  to  wail  it  with  their  Age. 
Swear  not  by  Time  to  come,  for  that  thou  haft 

MifusM  e'er  us'd,  by  times  ill-us'd  o'erpaft. 
K.  Rich.  As  I  intend  to  profper,  and  repent; 

So  thrive  I  in  my  dangerous  Affairs 
Of  hoftile  Arms ;  My  fdfy  my  felf  confound, 
Heaven  and  Fortune  bar  me  happy  Hours, 
Day  yield  me  not  thy  Light,  nor  Night  thy  Reft, 
Be  oppofite  all  Planets  of  good  Luck 
To  my  proceeding,  if  with  dear  Hearts  Love, 
Immaculate  Devotion,  holy  Thoughts, 
I  tender  not  thy  beauteous  Princely  Daughter. 
In  her  confifts  my  Happinefs  and  thine; 
Without  her,  follows  to  my  felf  and  thee, 
Her  felf,  the  Land,  and  many  a  Chriftian  Soul, 
Death,  Defolation,  Ruin,  and  Decay  : 
It  cannot  be  avoided,  but  by  this  ; 
It  will  not  be  avoided,  but  by  this: 
Therefore,  dear  Mother,  I  muft  call  you  fo, 
Be  the  Attorney  of  my  Love  to  her; 
Plead  what  I  will  be,  not  what  I  have  been  ; 
Not  my  Defires,  but  what  I  will  deferve  : 
Urge  the  neceffity  and  ftate  of  Times; 
And  be  not  peevifh  found  in  great  Defigns. 

Queen.  Shall  I  be  t<  tinted  of  tine  Devil  thus  ? 
K.  Rich.  Ay,  if  the  Devil  tempt  you  to  do  good. 
Queen.  Shall  I  forget  my  felf  to  be  my  felf  ? 
K.  Rich.  Ay,  if  your  feiPs  remembrance  wrong  your  felf. 
Queen.  Yet  thou  didft  kill  my  Children, 

K.  Rich. 



of  Richard  III.  1632 

K.  Rich.  But  in  your  Daughter's  Womb  I  bury  them; 
Where  in  that  Neft  of  Spiccry  they  will  breed 
Selves  of  themfelves,  to  your  recomforture. 

Queen.  Shall  I  go  win  my  Daughter  to  thy  Will? 
K.  Rich.  And  be  a  happy  Mother  by  the  De«d. 
Queen.  I  go,  write  to  me  very  fhortly, 

And  you  fliall  underftand  from  me  her  mind.     [Exit Queen* 

K.Rich.  Bear  her  my  true  Love's  kifs,  and  fo  fare  w  el 
Relenting  Fool,  and  fhallow-changing  Woman. 
How  now,  what  News  ? 

Enter  Ratcliff. 

Rat.  Mod  mighty  Sovereign,  on  the  Weftern  Coaft 
Rides  a  puiiTant  Navy  :  To  our  Shores 

Throng  many  doubtful  hollow-hearted  Friends, 

Unarm 'd,  and  unrefolv'd  to  beat  them  back. 

'Tis  thought,  that  Richmond  is  their  Admiral  : 
And  there  they  hull,  expecting  but  the  aid 
Of  Buckingham,  to  welcome  them  afhore. 

K.  Rich.  Some  light-foot  Friend  poft  to  the  Duke  of  JVor- 
Ratclijf,  thy  felf,  or  Catesby  where  is  he?  (fak? 

Catef.  Here,  my  good  Lord. 
K.  Rich.   Catesby,  fly  to  the  Duke. 
Catef.  I  will,  my  Lord,  with  all  convenient  hafte. 
K.  Rich.  Ratcliff,  come  hither,  poft  to  Salisbury. 

When  thou  comeft  thither   Dull  unmindful  Villain, 
[To  Catesby. 

Why  ftay'ft  thou  here,  and  go'/l:  not  to  the  Duke? 
Catef.  Firft,  mighty  Liege,  tell  me  your  Highnefspleafure, 

What  from  your  Grace  I  mall  deliver  to  him. 

K.  Rich.  O  true,  good  Catesby   bid  him  levy  firaight 
The  greatefl:  Strength  and  Power  that  he  can  make, 
And  meet  me  fuddenly  at  Salisbury. 

Catef  I  go.  [Exit. 
Rat.  What,  may  it  pleafe  you,  fliall  I  do  at  Salisbury  ? 

K.  Rich.  Why,  what  would'ft  thou  do  there  before  I  go? 
Rat.  Your  Highnefs  told  me  I  Ihould  poft  before., 

K.Rich.  My  mind  is  chang'd   
Enter  Lord  Stanley.  * 

Stanley,  what  News  with  you  ? 
Stan.  None  good,  myiLiege,  to  pleafe  you  with  the  hear- 

Nor  none  fo  bad,  but  well  may  be  reported.  (inz. 
M  z  K.  Rich. 
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K.  Rich.  Hoyday,  a  Riddle,  neither  good  nor  bad  : 

What  need'ft  thou  run  fa  many  Miles  about, 
When  thcu  may'ft  tell  thy  Tale  the  neareft  way  ? 
Once  more,  what  News  ? 

Stan.  Richmond  is  on  the  Seas. 

K.  Rich.  There  let  him  fink,  and  be  the  Seas  on  him, 

White-livei'd  Run-a-gate,  what  doth  he  there  ? 
Stan.  I  know  not,  mighty  Sovereign,  but  by  guefs. 
K.  Rich.  Well,  as  you  guefs. 

Sfan.  Stir'd  up  by  Dorfet,  Buckingham,  and  Morton, 
He  makes  for  England,  here  to  claim  the  Crown. 

K.Rich.  Is  the  Chair  empty?  is  the  Sword  unfway'd? 
Is  the  King  dead  ?  the  Empire  unpoflefs'd  ? 
What  Heir  of  Tork,  is  there  alive,  but  we  ? 

And  who  is  England's  King,  but  great  Tories  Heir  ? 
Then  tell  me,  what  makes  he  upon  the  Seas? 

Stan.  Unlefs  for  that,  my  Liege,  I  cannot  guefs. 
K.  Rich.  Unlefs  for  that  he  comes  to  be  your  Liege, 

You  cannot  guefs,  wherefore  the  Welch-man  comes. 
Thou  wilt  revolt,  and  fly  to  him,  I  fear. 

Stan.  No,  my  good  Lord,  therefore  miftruft  me  not. 
K.  Rich.  Where  is  thy  power  then  to  beat  him  back  ? 

Where  be  thy  Tenants,  and  thy  Followers? 
Are  they  not  now  upon  the  Weftern  Shore, 
Sjfe-condu&ing  the  Rebels  from  their  Ships  ? 

Stan.  No,  my  good  Lord,  my  Friends  are  in  the  North. 
K.  Rich.  Cold  Friends  to  me:  what  do  they  in  the  North, 

When  they  fhould  ferve  their  Sovereign  in  the  Weft.? 
Stan.  They  have  not  been  commanded,  mighty  King; 

Pleafeth  your  Majefty  to  give  me  leave, 

I'll  mufter  up  my  Friends,  and  meet  your  Grace, 
Where,  and  what  time  your  Majefty  (hall  pleafe. 

IC  Rich.  Ay,  thou  would'ft  be  gone,  to  join  with  Rich* 
But  1*11  not  truft  thee.  (mond  : 

Stan.  Mo  ft  mighty  Sovereign, 
You  have  no  caufe  to  hold  my  Friendftiip  doubtful, 
I  never  was,  nor  never  will  be  falfe. 

K.  Rich.  Go  then,  and  mufter  Men;  but  leave  behind 

.Your  Son  George  Stanley  :  Look  your  Heart  be  firm, 
Or  tlk  his  Head's  affurance  is  but  frail. 

'  St  An* 
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Stan.  So  deal  with  him,  as  I  prove  true  to  you.: 
[Exit  Stanley. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 
Mef.  My  gracious  Sovereign,  now  in  Devonjlme^ 

As  I  by  Friends  am  well  advertifed, 
Sir  Edward  Courtney,  and  the  haughty  Prelate, 
Bifhop  of  Exeter,  his  elder  Brother, 
With  many  more  Confederates  are  in  Arms. 

Enter  another  Meffenger. 

Mef.  In  Kent,  my  Liege,  the  Guilferds  are  in  Arms,~ 
And  every  hour  Competitors 
Flock  to  the  Rebels,  and  their  Power  grows  ftrong. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger* 

Mef.  My  Lord,  the  Army  of  great  Buckingham  — . 
K.Rich.  Out  on  ye,  Owls,  nothing  but  Songs  of  Death. 

\_Heftrikes  him* 
There,  take  thou  that,  'till  thou  bring  better  News. 

Mef.  The  News  I  have  to  tell  your  Majefty, 
Is,  that  by  fudden  Flood,  and  fall  of  Waters, 

Buckingham's  Army  is  difpers'd  and  fcatter'd, 
And  he  himfelf  wandred  away  alone, 
No  Man  knows  whither. 

K.  Rich.  I  cry  thee  Mercy ; 

There  is  my  Purfe,  to  cure  that  Blow  of  thine.' 
Hath  any  well  advifed  Friend  proclaim'd 
Reward  to  him  that  brings  the  Traitor  in? 

Mef.  Such  Proclamation  hath  been  made,  my  Lord.1 
Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

Alef  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  and  Lord  Marquefs  Dor/et> 

9Tis  faid,  my  Liege,  in  Yorkfiire  are  in  Arms: 
But  this  good  comfort  bring  I  to  your  Highne/s, 

The  Britain  Navy  is  difpers'd  by  Tempeft. 
Richmond  in  Dorfetfoire  fent  out  a  Boat 
Unto  the  Shore,  to  ask  thofe  on  the  Banks, 
If  they  were  his  Afliftants,  yea,  or  no? 

Who  anfwer'd  him,  they  came  from  Buckingham 
Upon  his  Party;  he  mitfrufting  them, 

Hois'd  Sail,  and  made  his  Courfe  again  for  Britain. 
K.  Rich.  March  on,  march  on,  fince  we  are  up  i»  Arms* 

If  not  to  fight  with  Foreign  Enemies, 
M  5  Yet 
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Yet  to  beat  down  thefe  Rebels  here  at  Home. 

Enter  Gates  by. 

Catef.  My  Liege,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  is  taken, 
That  is  the  beft  News;  that  theEail  of  Richmond 

Is  with  a  mighty  Power  landed  at  Milford, 
Is  colder  News,  but  yet  it  muft  be  told. 

K.Rich.  Away  towards  Salisbury;  while  we  reafon  here, 
A  Royal  Battel  might  be  won  and  loft: 
Some  one  take  order  that  Bucl^ingham  be  brought 
To  Salisbury,  the  reft  march  on  with  me.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Derby,  and  Sir  Chriftopher* 

Derby.  Sir  Chriflcpher,  tell  Richmond  this  from  me, 
That  in  the  Sty  of  the  moft  deadly  Boar, 
My  Son  George  Stanley  is  frankt  up  in  hold : 

If  I  revolt,  off  goes  young  George's  Head, 
The  fear  of  that  holds  off  my  prefent  Aid. 
So  get  thee  gone;  commend  me  to  thy  Lord. 
Withal  fay,  that  the  Queen  hath  heartily  confented 
He  fhould  efpoufe  Elizabeth  her  Daughter. 
But  tell  me,  where  is  Princely  Richmond  now  ? 

Chrif  At  Pembrool^  or  at  Hertford  Weft  in  Wales. 
Derby.  What  Men  of  Name  refort  to  him  ? 
Chrif.  Sir  W«  Iter  Herbert,  a  renowned  Soldier, 

Sir  Gilbert  Talbot,  Sir  William  Stanley , 
Oxford,  redoubted  Vembrookj  Sir  james  Blunt, 
And  Rice  ap  Thomas,  with  a  valiant  Crew, 
And  many  other  of  great  Name  and  Worth: 
And  towards  London  do  they  bend  their  Power, 
If  by  the  way  they  be  not  fought  withal. 

Derby.  Well,   hye  thee  to  thy  Lord :  I  kifs  his  Hand, 
My  Letter  will  refolve  him  of  my  Mind. 
Farewel.  [Exeunt% 

ACT 
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ACT    V.     SCENE     I. . 

Enter  the  Sheriff,  and  Buckingham  with  Halberds  hd  tt 
Execution. 

B*ck.\\  TILL  not  King  Richard  let  me  fpcak  with  him? 
W     Shcr.  No,  good  my  Lord,  therefore  be  p  itienr. 

Buch^  HaftingSy  and  Edward's  Children,  Gray  and  Rivers, 
Holy  King  Henry,  and  thy  fair  Son  Edward, 
Vaughan,  and  all  that  have  mifcarried 
By  under-hand  coirupted  foul  Injuftice, 
If  that  your  moody  difcontented  Souls, 
Do  through  the  Clouds  behold  this  prefent  hour, 
Even  for  revenge  mock  my  Dtftru&ion. 
This  is  All-Souls  Day,  Fellow,  is  it  not  ? 

Sher.  It  is. 

Buckt  Why  then  All-Souls  Day  is  my  Body's  Doomfdayi 
This  is  the  Day,  which  in  King  Edward's  time 
I  wiflit  might  fall  on  me,  when  I  was  found 

Falfe  to  his  Children,  and  his  Wife's  Allies. 
This  is  the  Day  wherein,  I  wiiht  to  fall 
By  the  falfe  Faith  of  him  whom  mod  I  trufted. 
This,  this  All-Souls  Day  to  my  fearful  Soul, 

Is  the  determin'd  refpite  of  my  Wrongs  : 
That  high  All-feer,  which  I  dallied  with, 

Hath  turn'd  my  feigned  Prayer  on  my  Head, 
And  given  in  earneft,  what  I  begg'd  in  jeft. Thus  doth  he  force  the  Swords  of  wicked  Men 

To  turn  their  own  points  in  their  Mailers  Bofoms. 

Thus  Margaret's  Curfe  falls  heavy  on  my  Neck : 
When  he,  quoth  (he,  will  fplit  thy  Heart  with  Sorrow, 
Remember  Margaret  was  a  Prophetefs: 
Come  lead  me,  Officers,  to  the  Block  of  Shame, 
Wrong  hath  but  wrong,  and  blame  the  due  of  blame. 

[Exeunt  Buckingham  with  Officers* 

M  4,  SC  EN  E 
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SCENE   II. 

Enter  Richmond,  Oxford,  Blunt,  Herbert,  and  others, 
with  Drum  and  Colours, 

Richm.  Fellows  in  Arms,  and  my  moft  loving  Friends, 

Bruis'd  underntath  the  Yoak  of  Tyranny, 
Thus  far  into  the  Bowels  of  the  Land, 
Have  we  marcht  on  without  Impediment; 
And  here  receive  we  from  our  Father  Stanley 
Lines  of  fair  Comfort  and  Encouragement : 
The  wretched,  bloody  and  ufurping  Boar, 

That  fpoil'd  your  Summer-Fields,  and  fruitful  Vines, 
Swills  your  warm  Blood  like  Wafti,  and  makes  his  Trough 

In  your  embowell'd  Bofoms;  This  foul  Swine Is  now  even  in  the  Center  of  this  Ifle, 

•Near  to  the  Town  of  Leicejicr,  as  we  learn: 

From  Tamvjorth  thither,  is  but  one  Day's  march. 
In  God's  Name  cheerly  on,  couragious  Friends, 
To  reap  the  Harveft  of  perpetual  Peace, 
By  this  one  bloody  trial  of  fharp  War. 

Oxf.  Every  Man's  Confcience  is  a  thoufand  Men, 
To  fight  againft  this  guilty  Homicide. 

Herb.  I  doubt  not  but  his  Friends  will  turn  to  us. 

Blunt.  He  hath  no  Friends,  but  what  are  Friends  for  fear, 
Which  in  his  deareft  need  will  fly  from  him. 

Richm.  All  for  our  vantage,  then  in  God's  Name  march, 
True  hope  is  fwifr,  and  flies  with  Swallow's  Wings, 
Kings  it  makes  Gods,  and  meaner  Creatures  Kings. 

[Exeunt, Enter  King  Richard  in  Arms,  with  Norfolk,  Ratcliff,  and 
the  Earl  of  Surrey. 

K.  Rich.  Here  pitch  our  Tent,  even  here  in  Bofworth-field. 

My  Lord  of  Surrey,  why  look  you  fo  fad? 
Sur.  My  Heart  is  ten  times  lighter  than  my  Looks. 
K.Rich.  My  Lord  of  Norfolk. 
Nor.  Here,  moft  gracious  Liege. 

K.Rich.  Norfolk^  we  muft  have  knocks: 
Ha,  muft  we  not?  Nttaift 

Nor.  We  muft  both  give  and  take,  my  loving  Lord. 

K.Ricb. 
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K.Rich.  Up  with  my  Tent,  here  will  I  lye  to  Night, 

But  where  to  Morrow?   well  all's  one  for  that. 
Who  hath  defcry'd  the  number  of  the  Traitors? 

Nor.  Six  or  feven  thoufand  is  their  utmoft  Power. 
K.  Rich.  Why  our  Battalia  trebbles  that  account : 

Befides,  the  King's  Name  is  a  Tower  of  Strength, 
Which  they  upon  the  adverfe  Faction  want. 

Up  with  the  Tent :  Come,  Noble  Gentlemen, 
Let. us  furvey  the  vantage  of  the  Ground. 
Call  for  fome  Men  of  found  Direction  : 

Let's  lack  no  Difcipline,  make  no  delay, 
For,  Lords,  to  Morrow  is  a  bufie  Day.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Richmond,  Sir  William  Brandon,  Oxford,  and 
Dorfet. 

Richm.  The  weary  Sun  hath  made  a  Golden  fet, 
And  by  the  bright  Trad  of  his  fiery  Car, 
Gives  token  of  a  goodly  Day  to  Morrow. 
Sir  Wtlliam  Brandon,  you  (hall  bear  my  Standard: 
Give  me  fome  Ink  and  Paper  in  my  Tent; 

1*11  draw  the  Form  and  Model  of  our  Battel, 
Limit  each  Leader  to  his  feveral  Charge, 
And  part  in  juft  proportion  our  fmall  Power. 
JMy  Lord  of  Oxford,  you  Sir  William  Brandon, 
And  you  Sir  William  Herbert  flay  with  me : 

'f'he  Earl  of  Vemhrool^  keeps  his  Regiment,* 
Good  Captain  Blunt,  bear  my  good  Night  to  him, 
And  by  the  fecond  hour  in  the  Morning, 
Defire  the  Earl  to  fee  me  in  my  Tent. 
Yet  one  thing  more,  good  Captain,  do  for  me: 

Where  is  Lord  Stanley  quarter'd,  do  you  know? 
Blunt.  Unlefs  I  have  mifta'en  his  Colours  much, 

(Which  well  I  am  affur'd  I  have  not  donej 
His  Regiment  lies,  half  a  mile  at  leaft, 
South  from  the  mighty  Power  of  the  King. 

Richm.  If  without  Peril  it  be  poflible, 
Sweet  Blunt,  make  fome  good  means  to  fpeak  with  him, 
And  give  him  from  me  this  moft  needful  Note. 

Blunt.  Upon  my  felf,  my  Lord,  I'll  undertake  it, 
And  fo  God  give  you  quiet  reft  to  Night. 

Richm.  Good  Night,  good  Captain  Blunt. 
Come,  Gentlemen, 

Let 
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Let  us  confult  upon  to  Morrow's  Bufinefs ; 
Into  my  Tent,  the  Dew  is  raw  and  cold. 

[They  withdraw  into  the  Tent* 
Enter  King  Richard,  Ratcliff,  Norfolk  and  Catesby. 

K.  Rick  What  is't  a  Clock? 

Catef  It's  Supper  time,  my  Lord,  it's  nine  a  Clock, IC.Rich.  I  will  not  Sup  to  Night, 
Give  me  fome  Ink  and  Paper: 
What,  is  my  Beaver  eafier  than  it  was  ? 
And  all  my  Armor  laid  into  my  Tent? 

Catef.  It  is,  my  Liege;  and  all  things  are  in  readinefs, 
K.  Rich.  Good  Norfelkjiye  thee  to  thy  Charge, 

Ufe  careful  Watch,  chufe  trufty  Centinels. 
Nor.  I  go,  my  Lord. 
K.  Rich.  Stir  with  the  Lark  to  Morrow,  gentle  Norfolk. 
Nor.  I  warrant  you,  my  Lord.  [Exit. 
K.  Rich.  Ratcltjf. 
Rat.  My  Lord. 
K.  Rich.  Send  out  a  Purfuivant  at  Arms 

To  Stanlefs  Regiment;  bid  him  bring  his  Power 
Before  Sun-rifing,  left  his  Son  George  fall 
Into  the  blind  Cave  of  eternal  Night. 
Fill  me  a  Bowl  of  Wine;  give  roe  a  Watch: 
Saddle  white  Surrey  for  the  Field  to  Morrow : 
Look  that  my  Staves  be  found,  and  not  too  heavy.    Ratcliff. 

Rat.  My  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Saw'ft  the  melancholy  Lord  Northumberland* 
Rat.  Thomas  the  Earl  of  Surrey ,  and  himfelf, 

Much  about  Cock-in.  ut  time,  from  Troop  to  Troop 
Went  through  the  Army,  cheering  up  the  Soldiers. 

K.Rich.  So,  I  am  fatisfied;  give  me  a  Bowl  of  Wine, 
I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  Spirit, 
Nor  cheer  of  Mind  that  I  was  wont  to  have. 

Set  it  down.     Is  Ink  and  Paper  ready? 
Rat.  It  is,  my  Lord. 
K  Rich.  Bid  my  Guard  watch.     Leave  me, 

Ratcliff)  about  the  mid  of  Night  come  to  my  Tent, 
And  help  to  Arm.     Leave  me,  I  fay.  [Exit  Ratcliff. 

Enter  Derby  to  Richmond  in  his  Tent. 
JDerhy.  Fortune  and  Victory  fit  on  thy  Helm. 
Richm.  All  comfort  that  the  dark  Night  can  afford, 

Be 
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Be  to  thy  Perfon,  noble  Father-in- Law, 
Tell  me,  how  fares  our  noble  Mother? 

Derby.  I,  by  Attorney,  blefs  thee  from  thy  Mother, 

Who  prays  continually  for  Richmond's  good; •  So  much  for  that.     The  filent  Hours  Real  on, 
And  flaky  Darknefs  breaks  within  the  Eaft. 
In  brief,  for  fo  the  Seafon  bids  us  be, 
Prepare  thy  Battel  early  in  the  Morning, 
And  put  thy  Fortune  to  tb/  Arbitrement 
Of  bloody  Stroaks,  and  mortal  flaring  War: 
I,  as  I  may,  fthat  which  I  would,  I  cannot,) 
With  beft  advantage  will  deceive  the  time, 
And  aid  thee  in  this  doubtful  fhock  of  Arms, 

But  on  thy  fide  I  may  not  be  too  forward, 
Left  being  fcen,  thy  Brother,  tender  George, 

Be  executed  in  his  Father's  fight. 
Farewel;  the  Ieifure,  and  the  fearful  time 
Cuts  off  the  ceremonious  Vows  of  Love, 
And  ample  enterchange  of  fweet  Difcourfe, 
Which  fo  long  fundred  Friends  fiiould  dwell  upon : 
God  give  us  Ieifure  for  thefe  rites  of  Love. 
Once  more  Adieu,  be  valiant,  and  fpeed  well. 

Richm.  Good  Lords/conduct  him  to  his  Regiment: 

I'll  ftrivc,  with  troubled  Noife,  to  take  a  Nap, 
Left  leaden  (lumber  poize  me  down  to  morrow, 
When  I  mould  mount  with  Wings  of  Vidory : 
Once  more,  good  Night,  kind  Lords  and  Gentlemen. 

[Exeunt.  Manet  Richmond. 
O  thou,  whofe  Captain  I  account  my  felf, 
Look  on  my  Forces  with  a  gracious  Eye: 
Put  in  their  Hands  thy  bruling  Irons  of  wrath, 
That  they  may  crufti  down  with  a  heavy  fall, 

Th*  ufurping  Helmets  of  our  Adverfaries. 
Make  us  thy  Minifters  of  Chaftifement, 
That  we  m^y  praife  thee  in  thy  Victory : 
To  thee  I  do  commend  my  watchful  Sou?, 

E'er  I  let  fall  the  Windows  of  mine  Eyes: 
Sleeping,  and  waking,  oh  defend  me  ft  ill.  [Sleeps. 
Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Prince  Edward,  Son  to  Henry  the  Sixth. 
Ghoft.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  Soul  to  morrow : 

[To  K.  Rich. Think 
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Think  how  thou  ftabb'dft  me  in  the  prime  of  Ycuth 
At  lewksbury;  defpair  therefore,  and  die. 
Be  cheerful,  Richmond,  [To  Richm. 
For  the  wronged  Souls 

Of  butcher'd  Princes  fight  in  thy  behalf: 
King-ifrw/s  IiTue,  Richmond,  comforts  thee* 

Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Henry  the  Sixth. 
Ghofi.  When  I  was  mortal,  my  anointed  Body, 

[TWO  Rich* 
By  thee  was  punched  full  of  holes ; 
Think  on  the  Tower,  and  me:  Defpair  and  die. 
Henry  the  Sixth  bids  thee  defpair,  and  die. 
Virtuous  and  holy,  be  thou  Conqueror.  [To  Richm, 

Harry*  that  prophefied  thou  fhould'ft  be  King, 
Doth  comfort  thee  in  fleep;  live,  and  flourifh. 

Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Clarence. 
Ghofi.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  Soul  to  morrow; 

[To  Kf  Rich. 
I  that  was  waih'd  to  death  in  Fulfom  Wine, 

Poor  Clarence,  by  thy  guile  betray'd  to  death : To  morrow  in  the  Battel  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edglefs  Sword,  defpair  and  die. 
Thou  Off-fpring  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancafier,      [To  Richm. 
The  wronged  Heirs  of  Tork^  do  pray  for  thee, 
Good  Angels  guard  thy  Battel,  live  and  flourifh. 

Enter  the  Ghofts  of  Rivers,  Gray,  and  Vaughan. 
Riv.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  Soul  to  morrow, 

[To  K.  Rich. 

Rivers,  that  dy'd  at  Pomfret:  Defpair,  and  die. 
Gray.  Think  upon  Gray,  and  let  thy  Soul  defpair. 

[7*  K.  Rich. 
Faugh.  Think  upon  Vaughan,  and  with  guilty  fear 

[To  K.  Rich. 
Let  fall  thy  Launce,  defpair  and  die. 

All.  Awake.  [To  Richm, 

And  think  our  wrongs  in  Richard's  Bofom 
Will  conquer.     Awake,  and  winthe  Day. 

Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Lord  Haftings. 

Ghofi.  Bloody  and  guilty ;  guilty  awake,     [To  K.  Rich." And  in  a  bloody  Battel  end  thy  Days, 

(Think  on  Lord  Hafiings;  defpair  and  die' 

Quiet 
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Quiet  untroubled  Soul,  [To  Richm. 
Awake,  awake: 

Arm,  fight?  a°d  conquer,  for  fair  England's  fake. 
Enter  the  Ghofts  of  the  two  young  Princes* 

Ghofls.  Dream  on  thy  Goufins  [To  K.  Rich* 
Smother'd  in  the  Tower: 
Let  us  be  laid  within  thy  Bofom,  Richard, 
And  weigh  thee  down  to  ruin,  ftiame,  and  death. 
Thy  Nephews  Souls  bid  thee  defpair  and  die. 
Sleep  Richmond,  [To  Richm. 
Sleep  in  Peace,  and  wake  in  Joy, 

Good  Angels  guard  thee  from  the  Boar's  annoy, 
Live,  and  beget  a  happy  race  of  Kings. 

Edward's  unhappy  Sons  do  bid  thee  flourifh. 
Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Anne  his  Wife. 

Ghoft.  Richard,  thy  Wife,  [To  K.  Rich. 
That  wretched  Anne,  thy  Wife, 
That  never  flept  a  quiet  Hour  with  thee, 
Now  fills  thy  fleep  with  perturbations, 
To  morrow  in  the  Battel  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edglefs  Sword,  defpair  and  die. 
Thou  quiet  Soul,  [To  Richm. 
Sleep  thou  a  quiet  Sleep : 
Dream  of  fuccefs,  and  happy  Vidory, 

Thy  Adverfary's  Wife  doth  pray  for  thee. 
Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Buckingham. 

Ghoft.  The  firft  was  I,  [To  K.  Rich, 

That  help'd  thee  to  the  Crown: 
The  laft  was  I,  that  felt  thy  Tyranny. 
O,  in  the  Battel  think  on  Buckingham, 
And  die  in  terror  of  thy  guiltinefs. 
Dream  on,  dream  on,  of  bloody  Deeds  and  Death, 
Fainting  defpair;  defpairing  yield  thy  breath. 

I  dy'd  for  hope,  [To  Richm. 
E'er  I  could  lend  thee  aid ; 
But  cheer  thy  Heart,  and  be  thou  not  difmay'd: 
God,  and  good  Angels  fight  on  Richmond's  fide, 
And  Richard falls  in  height  of  all  his  Pride.  [The  Ghofts  vanifb. 

[K.  Richard  [tarts  out  of  his  Bream* 
K.  Rich.  Give  me  another  Horfe,  bind  up  my  Wounds : 

Have  mercy,  Jefn   Soft,  I  did  but  dream. 
O 
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O  coward  Confcience !  how  doft  thou  afflict  me? 

The  Lights  burn  blue — It  is  not  dead  Mid-night — 
Cold  fearful  Drops  ftand  on  my  trembling  Flefh  : 

What?  do  I  fear  my  felf?  There's  none  elfe  by, 
Richard  loves  Richard,  that  is,  I  am  I. 
Is  there  a  Murtherer  here?  No;  Yes,  I  am: 
Then  fly?  what  from  my  felf?  Great  reafon;   why? 
Left  I  revenge.   What?  my  felf  upon  my  fejf? 
Alack,  I  love  my  felf.   Wherefore  ?  For  any  good 
That  I  my  felf  have  done  upon  my  felf? 
0  no.     Alas,  I  rather  hate  my  felf, 
For  hateful  Deeds  committed  by  my  felf. 
1  am  a  Villain ;  yet  I  lie,  I  am  not. 
Fool,  of  thy  felf  fpeak   wellFool,  do  not  flatter. 
My  Confcience  hath  a  thoufand  feveral  Tongues, 
And  every  Tongue  brings  in  a  feveral  Tale, 
And  every  Tale  condemns  me  for  a  Villain; 

Perjury,  in  the  high'ft  degree, 
Murther,  ftern  Murther,  in  the  dir'ft  degree, 
All  feveral  Sins,  all  us'd  in  each  degree, 
Throng  all  to  th*  Bar,  crying  all,  Guilty,  guilty. 
I  fhall  defpair,  there  is  no  Creature  loves  me; 
And  if  I  die,  no  Soul  fhall  pity  me. 
Nay,  wherefore  fhould  they  ?  fince  that  I  my  felf 
Find  in  my  felf  no  pity  to  my  felf. 

Methought,  the  Souls  of  all  that  I  had  murther'd 
Came  to  my  Tent,  and  every  one  did  threat 
To  morrows  Vengeance  on  the  head  of  Richard. 

Enter  RatclifF. 

Rat.  My  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Who's  there  ? 

Rat.  Ratcliffy  my  Lord,  'tis  I ;  the  early  Village  Cock Hath  twice  done  Salutation  to  the  Morn ; 
Your  Friends  are  up,  and  buckle  on  their  Armour. 

K.  Rich.  O  Ra>cliff,  I  fear,  I  fear   
Rat.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  be  not  afraid  of  fhadows* 
K.  Rich.  By  the  Apoftle  PauU  ftiadows  to  night 

Have  ftruck  more  terrour  ro  the  Soul  of  Richard^ 
Than  can  the  fitbftance  of  ten  thoufand  Soldiers 

Armed  in  proof,  and  led  bv  (hallow  Richmond,, 
Tis 
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•Tis  not  yet  near  Day.     Come,  go  with  me, 

Under  our  Tents;  I'll  play  the  Eaves -dropper, 
To  hear  if  any  Man  fhrink  from  me. 

[Exeunt  K.  Richard  and  Ratclir? 
Enter  the  Lords  to  Richmond  fitting  in  his  Tent, 

Lords,  Good  morrow,  Richmond* 

Richm.  Cry    you  mercy,    Lords,   and  watchful  Gen- 
tlemen, 

That  you  have  ta'en  a  tardy  Sluggard  here. 
Lords.  How  have  you  flept,  my  Lord? 
Richm.  The  fweetell:  Sleep, 

And  faireft  boading  Dreams, 
That  ever  entred  in  a  drowfie  Head, 
Have  I  fince  your  departure  had,  my  Lords. 

Methought  their  Souls,  whofe  Bodies  Richard  murther'd, 
Came  to  my  Tent,  and  cried  on  Victory. 
I  promife  you  my  Heart  is  very  jocund, 
In  the  remembrance  of  fo  fair  a  Dream. 

How  far  into  the  Morning  is  ir,  Lords  \ 
Lords.  Upon  the  ftroak  of  four. 

Richm.  Why  then  'tis  time  to  Arm,  and  give  direction. 
More  than  I  have  faid,  loving  Countrymen, 
The  leifure  and  enforcement  of  the  time 

Forbids  to  dwell  upon ;  yet  remember  this, 
God,  and  our  good  Caufe,  fight  upon  our  fide, 
The  Prayers  or  holy  Saints,  and  wronged  Souls, 

Like  hfgh  rear'd  Bulwarks,  ftand  before  our  Faces. 
Richard  except,  thofe  whom  we  fight  againft, 
Had  rather  have  us  win,  than  him  they  follow. 
For,  what  is  he  they  follow?  Truly  Gentlemen, 
A  bloody  Tyrant,  and  a  Homicide : 

One  rais'd  in  Blood,  and  one  in  Blood  eftablifh'd; 
One  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath, 

And  flaughter'd  thofe  that  were  the  means  to  help  him; 
A  bafe  foul  Stone,  made  precious  by  the  foil 

Of  England's  Chair,  where  he  is  falfely  fet. 
One  that  hath  ever  been  God's  Enemy; 
Then  if  you  fight  againft  God's  Enemy, 
God  will  in  juftice  ward  you  as  his  Soldiers.       , 

If 



1 7  1 2.  The  Life  and  Death 

If  you  do  fwcar  to  put  a  Tyrant  down, 
You  fleep  in  Peace,  the  Tyrant  being  {lain: 
If  you  do  fight  againfl  your  Countries  Foes, 
Your  Countries  Fat  fhall  pay  your  pains  the  hire. 
If  you  do  fight  in  fafeguard  of  your  Wives, 
Your  Wives  (hall  welcome  home  the  Conquerors, 
If  you  do  free  your  Children  from  the  Sword, 
Your  Childrens  Children  quits  it  in  your  Age. 
Then  in  the  Name  of  God  and  all  thefe  rights, 
Advance  your  Standards,  draw  your  willing  Swords. 
For  me,  the  ranfom  of  my  bold  attempt, 

Shall  be  this  cold  Corps  on  the  Earth's  cold  face. 
But  if  I  thrive,  the  gain  of  my  attempt, 
The  leaft  of  you  (hall  (hare  his  part  thereof. 
Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets  boldly,  and  chearfully, 
God,  and  Saint  George*  Richmond,  and  Victory. 

Enter  King  Richard,  RatclifF,  and Catesby. 
K.  Rich.  What  faid  Northumberland,  as  touching  Rich- 

mond ? 
Rat.  That  he  was  never  trained  up  in  Arms. 
K.Rich.  He  faid  the  truth;  and  what  faid  Surrey  then. 

Rat.  He  fmil'd  and  faid,  the  better  for  our  purpofe. 
K.  Rich.  He  was  in  the  right,  and  fo  indeed  it  is. 

Tell  the  Clock  there.  [Clocks  fir  ikes. 
Give  me  a  Kalender   who  faw  the  Sun  to  day  ? 

Rat..  Not  I,  my  Lord. 
K.  Rich.  Then  he  difdains  to  (hine  ;  for,  by  the  Book, 

He  (hould  have  brav'd  the  Eaft  an  hour  ago— - 
A  black  Day  will  it  be  to  fome  body,  Ratclijf. 

Rat.  My  Lord. 
K.Rich.  The  Sun  will  not  be  feen  to  day, 

The  Sky  doth  frown  and  lowre  upon  our  Army— - 
I  would  thefe  dewy  Tears  were  from  the  Ground-— 
Not  (hine  to  day?  why  what  is  that  to  me 

More  than  to  Richmond*  for  the  felf-fame  Heav'n 
That  frowns  on  me,  looks  fadly  upon  him. 

Enter  Norfolk. 

Norf.  Arm,  arm,  my  Lord,  the  Foes  vaunt  in  the  Field 
K.  Rich.  Come,  buftle,  buftle— -Caparifon  my  Horfe. 

Call  up  Lord  Stanley,  bid  him  bring  his  Power, 
I 
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i  will  lead  forth  my  Soldiers  to  the  Plain, 
And  thus  my  Battel  fhaU  be  ordered. 
My  Foreward  (hall  be  drawn  in  length, 
tonfifring  equally  of  Horfe  and  Foot: 
Our  Archers  ilia.U  be  p  aced  in  the  midfr; 
John  Duke  of  Norfolk  Thomas  Earl  of  Surrey, 
5hall  have  the  leading  of  the  Foot  and  Horfe. 
They  thus  directed,  we  will  follow 
In  the  main  Battel,  whofc  puiiTance  on  either  fide 
Shall  be  well  winged  with  our  chiefeft  Horfe: 
This,  and  St.  George  to  boor. 

What  think'ft,  thou,  Norfolk* 
Nor.  A  good  Dire&ion,  warlike  Sovereign. 

This  found  I  on  my  Tent  this  Morning.     [Giving  a  Scrowl; 

Jocky  of  Norfolk,  be  not  Jo  bold.  [Reads; 

For  Dickon  thy  M'after  is  bought  and  fold* 

K.  Rich.  A  thing  devifed  by  the  Enemy. 
Go  Gentlemen,  every  Man  to  his  Charge, 
Let  not  our  babling  Dreams  affright  our  Souls^ 
for  Confcience  is  a  Word  that  Cowards  ufc, 

Devis'd  at  firft  to  keep  the  flrong  in  awe, 
Our  ftrong  Arms  be  our  Confcience,  Swords  our  Law* 

March  on,  join  bravely,  let  us  to't  pelJmell, 
}f  not  to  Heav'n,  then  hand  in  hand  to  Hell. 
What  fhall  I  fay  more  than  I  have  inferr'd? 
Remember  whom  you  are  to  cope  withal, 
A  fort  of  Vagabonds,  Rafcals,  Run-aways, 
Afcumof  Britain*,  and  bafe  Lackey-Peafants, 

Whom  their  o'er-cloyed  Country  vomits  forth  . , 
To  defperate  Adventures,  and  alTur'd  Deftruction.: 
You  deeping  fafe,  they  bring  vou  tounreft  : 
You  hiving  Lands,  and  bleft  with  beauteous  Wives;, 

They  would  reftrain  the  oiie^  di'ftain  the  other. 
And  who  doth  lead  them,  but  a  paltry  Fellow? 

Long  kept  in  Britain  at  our  Mother's  Coft, 
A  Milk-fop,  one  that  never  in  his  Life 
pelt  fo  much  Cold,  as  over  Shooes  in  Snow: 

tet's  whip  thefe  Stragglers  o'er  the  Seas  again, 
tafli  hence  thefe  ov^r- wearing  Ra^sof  France^  .      . 
V*ti  IV;  N  thtf* 
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Thefe  famifti'd  Beggars,  weary  of  their  Lives, 
Who,  but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  Exploit, 

For  want  of  means,  poor  Rats,  had  hang'd  themfelves. 
If  we  be  conquer'd,  let  Men  conquer  us, 
And  not  thofe  Baftard-Zfrv/^/tf/,  whom  our  Fathers 

Have  in  their  own  Land  beaten,  bobb'd  and  thump'd, 
And  on  Record,  left  them  the  Heirs  of  Shame. 
Shall  thefe  enjoy  our  Lands?  lye  with  our  Wives  ? 
Ravifli  our  Daughters  ?  [Drum  *far  off. 
Hark,  I  hear  their  Drum, 

Right  Gentlemen  of  England,  fight  boldly,  Yeomen, 
Draw,  Archers,  draw  your  Arrows  to  the  Head. 
Spur  your  proud  Horfes  hard,  and  ride  in  Blood, 
/maze  the  Welkin  with  your  broken  Staves. 

Enter  a  A<fejfenger. 

What  fays  Lord  Stanley,  will  he  bring  his  Power? 
Mef.  My  Lord,  he  doth  deny  to  come. 

K.  Rich.  Off  with  his  Son  George's  Head. 
Nor.  My  Lord,  the  Enemy  is  pad  the  Marfti ; 

After  the  Battel  let  George  Stanley  dye. 
K.  Rich.  A  thoufand  Hearts  are  great  within  my  Bofom. 

Advance  our  Standard',  fet  upon  our  Foes, 
Our  ancient  word  of  Courage,  fair  Sr.  George^ 
Infpire  us  with  the  fpleen  of  fiery  Dragons: 
Upon  them,  Vi&ory  fits  on  our  Helms.      {Exeunt. 

Alarum.  Excurfions.     Enter  Catesby. 

*  Catef.  Refcue,  my  Lord  of  Norfolk^ Refcue,  Refcue : 

The  King  enacts  more  Wonders  than  a  Man, 
Daring  an  oppoflte  to  every  Danger: 

,  H  s  Horfe  is  (lain,  and  all  on  foot  he  fights, 
Seeking  for  Richmond  in  the  throat  of  Death: 
Refcue,  fair  Lord,  or  dk  the  Day  is  loft. 

Alarums.     Enter  King  Richard. 
K.  Rich.  A  Horfe,  a  Horfe,  my  Kingdom  for  a  Horfe. 

.  Catef.  Withdraw,  my  Lord,  Til  help  you  to  a  Horfe. 
K.  Rich.  Slave,  I  have  fet  my  Life  upon  a  caft, 

And  I  will  ftand  the, hazard  of  the  Die: 

I  think  there- be  fix  Richmond*  in  the  Field, 
Five  have  I  flain  to  Day,  infteadof  him. 
A  Horfe,  aHoife,  my  Kingdom  for  a  Horfe. 

Alarum. 
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Alarum.     Enter  King  Richard  and  Richmond,  they  fight, 
Richard  is  flain* 

Retreat,  and  Flourijb.     Enter  Richmond,  Derby  bearing 
the  Crown,  with  divers  other  Lords* 

Richm.  God  and  your  Arms  be  prais'd,  Victorious  Friends; 
The  Day  is  ours,  the  bloody  Dog  is  dead 

Derby.  Couragious  Richmond,  well  haft  thou  acquit  thee: 
Lo,  here  thefe  long  ufurped  Royalties, 
From  the  dead  Temples  of  this  bloody  Wretch, 
Have  I  pluckt  off,  to  grace  thy  Brows  withal. 
Wear  it,  and  make  ufe  of  it. 

Richm.  Great  God  of  Heaven,  fay  Amen  to  all. 
But  tell  me,  is  young  George  Stanley  living  ? 

Derby.  He  is,  my  Lord,  and  fafe  in  Leicefter  Town ; 
\Vhither,  if  you  pleafe,  we  may  withdraw  us. 

Richm.  VVhatMenof  Note  are  (lain  on  either  Side? 

Derby.  John  Duke  of  Norfolk*  Walter  Lord  Ferris, 
Sir  Robert  Brakenbury,  and  Sir  Wdltam  Brandon. 

Richm.  Inter  their  Bodies  as  becomes  their  Births, 
Proclaim  a  Pardon  to  the  Soldiers  fled, 
That  in  Submiflion  will  return  to  us: 

And  then,  as  we  have  ta'en  the  Sacrament, 
We  will  unite  the  White  Rofe,  and  the  Red. 

Smile  Heav'n  upon  this  fair  Conjunction, 
That  long  hath  frown'd  upon  their  Enmity : 
What  Traitor  hears  me,  and  fays  not  Amen? 

England  hath  long  been  mad,  and  fcar'd  her  felf  j 
The  Brother  blihdly  (bed  the  Brother's  Blood; 
The  Father  raflily  fliughter'd  his  own  Son; 
The  Sons,  compell'd,  been  Butchers  to  the  Sire  i 
All  this  divided  Tork^  and  Lancafter, 
Divided  in  their  dire  Divifion. 
O  now  let  Richmond  and  Elizabeth, 

The  true  Succeeders  of  each  Royal  Houfej 

By  God's  fair  Ordinance,  conjoin  together: 
And  let  thy  Heirs,  God,  if  tlieit  Will  be  fo, 

Enrich  the  time  to  come,  with  fmooth-fac'd  Peace* 
With  fmiling  Plenty,  and  fair  profperous  Day>. 
Abate  the  ed^  of  Traitor?,  Gracious  Lord, 

N  %  that 



lji6 The  Life  and  Death 
That  would  reduce  thefe  bloody  Days  again, 
And  make  poor  England  weep  in  dreams  of  Blood. 

Let  them  not  live  to  tafte  this  Land's  encreafe, 
That  would  with  Treafon  wound  this  fair  Land's  Peace, 

Now  Civil  Wounds  are  ftopp'd,  Peace  lives  again; 
That  ihe  may  long  live  here,  God  fay,  Amen.        [Exeunt* 
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PROLOGUE 
I    Come  no  more  to  make  you  laugh ;  Things  nowy 

That  bear  a  Weighty ,  and  a  Serious  Brow, 
Sad,  high %  and  working,  full  of  State  and  Woe; 
Such  noble  Scenes,  as  draw  the  Eye  to  flow, 
Wc  now  prefcnt.     Thofe  that  can  Pity,  here 
May,  iftliey  thinkjtt  well,  let  fall  a  Tear, 
The  Sub  jell  will  dejerve  it.     Such  as  give 
Tn*w  Aiony  out  of  hope  they  may  believe, 
[May  here  find  Truth  too,     Thofe  that  come  to  fee 
Only  a  flow  or  two,  and  fo  agree, 
The  Play  may  pafs  :  If  they  be  ft  ill,  and  willing* 
1 11  undertake  may  fee  away  their  Shilling 
Richly  in  two  fhort  Hours.     Only  they 
That  come  to  hear  a  merry,  bawdy  Play, 
Anoife  of  Targets:  Or  to  fee  a  Fellow 
In  a  long  Motley  Coat,  guarded  with  Yellow^ 

Will  be  deceived:  For,  gentle  Hearers,  know 
To  ran!^  our  chofen  Truth  with  fuch  a  floow 
.As  Fool,  and  Fight  is,  befide  forfeiting 
Our  own  Brains,  and  the  Opinion  that  we  bring 
That  make  that  only  true,  we  now  intend, 
Will  leave  us  never  an  under  ft  anding  Friend* 
Therefore,  for  Goodnefs  fake*  and  <*•*  you  are  known 
The  fir  ft  and  happieft  Hearers  of  the  Town, 

Be  fad)  as  we  would  make  ye '.     Think^ye  fee 
The  very  Perfons  of  our  noble  Story, 
As  they  were  Living  :  Thinly  you  fee  them  Great, 

And  followed  with  the  general  Throng,  and  fweat 
Of  thoufand  Friends',  then,  in  a  moment l,  fee 
How  foon  this  Mightinefs  meets  Mifery* 

[And  if  you  can  be  merry  then,  I'll  fay > 
A  M&n  may  weep  upon  his  Wedding  Day. 

T  H  -1 
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A  C  T  I.    SCENE    L 

Enter  the  <Duke  of  Norfolk  at  one  T>oor :  At  the 
other  >  the  7)uke  of  Buckingham,  and  the  Lord 
Abergavenny. 

BVCKINGHAM. 

O  O  D  morrow,  and  well  met.      How  have 

Since  laft  we  faw  y'in  France?         [ye  dons 
Nor.  I  thank  your  Grace: 

Healthful,  and  ever  fince  a  frem  admirer 
Of  what  I  faw  there. 

Buck;.  An  untimely  Ague  ' Staid  me  a  Prifoner  in  my  Chamber,  when 
Tbofe  Sons  of  Glory,  thofe  two  Lighrs  of  Men 
Met  in  the  vale  of  Ardrcs. 

Nor.  Twixt  Guynes  and  Anlre:% 
I  was  thsn  prefent,  faw  them  falute  on  Horfe-back, 

; 

Beheld 
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Beheld  them  when  they  lighted,  how  they  clung 
In  their  Embracemenr,  as  they  grew  together ; 
Which  had  they, 

What  four  Thron'd  ones  could  have  weigh'd 
Such  a  compounded  one  ? 

Buck.  All  the  whole  time 

I  was  my  Chamber's  Prifoner. 
Nor.  Then  you  loft 

The  view  of  earthly  ©lory :  Men  might  fay 

'Till  this  time  Pomp  was  fingle,  but  now  married 
To  one  above  it  felf.   Each  following  day 

Became  the  next  Day's  Matter,  'till  the  laft 
Made  former  Wonders,  its.     To  day  the  French^ 
All  Clinquant,  all  in  Gold,  like  Heathens  Gods 
Shone  down  the  Englijh;  and  to  morrow,  they 
Made  Britain,  India :  Every  Man  that  flood, 

Shew'd  like  a  Mine.     Their  Dwarfifti  Pages  were 
As  Cherubins,  all  gilt ;  the  Madams  too, 

Not  us'd  to  toil,  did  almoft  fweat  to  bear 
The  Pride  upon  them,  that  their  very  labour 
Was  to  them  as  a  Painting.     Now  this  Mask 

Was  cry *d  incomparable;  and  th'enfuing  night 
Made  it  a  Fool,  and  ̂ eggar.     The  two  Kings 
Equal  in  luftre,  were  now  beft,  now  worft 
As  prefence  did  prefent  them;  him  in  Eye, 
Still  him  in  praife;  and  being  prefent  both, 

3Twas  faid  they  few  but  one,  and  no  Difcerner 
Durft  wag  his  Tongue  in  cenfure.  When  thefe  Suns, 

For  fo  they  phrafe  'em,  by  their  Heralds,  challeng'd 
The  noble  Spirits  to  Arms,  they  did  perform 

Beyond  thought's  cornpafs,  that  former  fabulous  Story 
Being  now  feen  poffible  enough,  got  credit 
That  Bevis  was  believ'd 

Buck*  Oh,  you  go  far. 
Nor.  As  I  belong  to  worftiip,  and  affed? 

In  Honour,  Honefty,  the  trad  of  ev'ry  thing 
Would  by  a  good  Difcourfer  lofe  fome  life, 
Which  A&ions  felf  was  Tongue  to. 

Buck*  All  was  Royal, 

To  the  difpofing  of  it  nought  rebell'd, 
Order  gave  each  thing  view.    The  Office  did 

«r  Diftinctly 
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Diftinftly  his  full  Function ;  who  did  guide, 
I  mean  who  fet  the  Body  and  the  Limbs 
Of  this  great  fport  together, 
As  you  guefs? 

Nor.  One  certes,  that  promifes  no  Element 
In  fuch  a  Bufinefs. 

Back.  I  pray  you,  who,  my  Lord  ? 

Nor.  All  this  wasorder'd  by  the  good  Difcretion 
Of  the  right  Reverend  Cardinal  of  York. 

Buck,.  The  Devil  fpeed  him :  No  Man's  Py e  is  freed 
From  his  ambitious  Finger.     What  had  he 
To  do  in  thefe  fierce  Vanities?  I  wonder 

That  fuch  a  Ketch  can  with  his  vtry  Bulk 

Take  up  the  Rays  o'th'  Beneficial  Sun, 
And  keep  it  from  the  Earth. 

Nor.  Surely,  Sir, 

There's  in  him  fluff  that  puts  him  to  thefe  Ends : 
For  being  not  propt  by  Anceftry,  whofe  Grace 

Chalks  Succeffors  their  way  ;  nor  call'd  upon 
For  high  Feats  done  to  th'  Crown ;  neither  Allied 
To  eminent  Affiftants;  but  Spider-like 
Out  of  his  felf-drawing  Web.     O  !  gives  us  note, 
The  force  of  his  own  merit  maizes  his  way, 
A  Gift  that  Heaven  gives  for  him,  which  buys 
A  place  next  to  the  King. 

Abcr.  I  cannot  tell 

What  Heav'n  hath  given  him;  let  fome  graver  Eye Pierce  into  that :  but  I  can  fee  his  Pride 

Peep  through  each  part  of  him;  whence  has  he  that, 
If  not  from  Hell  ?  the  Devil  is  a  Niggard, 
Or  has  given  him  all  before,  and  he  begins 
A  new  Hell  in  himfelf. 

Buck*  Why  the  Devil, 
Upon  this  French  going  out,  took  he  upon  him, 

Without  the  privity  o'th'  King,  t'  appoint 
Who  fhould  attend  on  him?  he  makes  up  the  File 
Of  all  the  Gentry;  for  the  moft  part  fuch 
To  whom  as  great  a  Charge  as  little  Honour 
He  meant  to  lay  upon;  and  his  own  Letter 
The  Honourable  Board  of  Council  out 
Muft  fetch  him  in,  he  Papers. 

Ab 

cr. 
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Aber.  I  do  know 

Kinfmen  of  mine,  three  at  the  leaft,  that  have 

By  this  fo  ficken'd  their  Eftates,  that  never 
They  fhall  abound,  as  formerly. 

Buck*  O  many 

Have  broke  their  Backs  with  laying  Manors  on  pcm 
For  this  great  Journey.     What  did  this  Vanity 
But  mimfter  Communication  of 

A  mod  poor  Iffue. 
Nor.  Grievingly,  I  thinly 

The  Peace  between  the  French  and  us  not  values. 
The  Coft  that  did  conclude  it. 

Buck*  Every  Man, 

After  the  hideous  Storm  that  follow'd,  was 

A  thing  infpir'd,  and  not  confulting,  broke 
Into  a  general  Prophefie;  that  this  Tempefr, 
Darning  the  Garment  of  this  Peace,  aboaded 

The  fudden  breach  on't. 
Nor.  Which  is  budded  out: 

Tor  France  hath  flaw'd  the  League^  and  hath  attath'd Our  Merchants  Goods  at  Bourdeattx. 
Aber.  h  it  therefore 

Th'AmbafTador  is  filene'd? 

Nor.  Marry  is'r. 
Aber.  A  proper  Title  of  Peace,  and  purchas'd 

At  a  fupeifluois  rate. 
Buc^  Why  all  this  bufinefs 

Our  Reverend  Cardinal  carried. 

Nor.  Like  it  your  Grace, 
The  State  rakes  notice  of  the  private  Difference 
Betwixt  you  and  the  Cardinal.     I  advife  you 
(And  take  it  from  a  Heart  that  wifhes  towards  your 
H  <nour,  and  plenteous  SafetyJ  that  you  read 

•The  Cardinal's  Malice,  and  his  Potency 
Together:   To  con flder  further,  that 
What  his  high  Hatred  would  effect,  wants  not 
A  Minifterin  his  Power.     You  know  his  Nature* 

That  he's  revengeful;  and  I  know,  his  Sword 
Hath  a  fharp  edge:  It's  long,  and't  may  be  faid3 
It  reaches  far,  and  where  'twill  not  extend, 
Thither  he  darts  it.     Bofom  up  my  Counfel* 

You'B 
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You'll  find  it  wholfome.     Lo,  where  comes  tBat  Rock 
That  I  advife  your  fhunning. 

Enter  Cardinal  Wolfey,  the  Purfe  born  before  him>  certain  of 
the  Guards  and  two  Secretaries  with  Papers ;  the  Cardinal 
in  his  pajfage  fixeth  his  Eye  en  Buckingham,  and  Bucking- 

ham on  himy  both  full  of  difdain. 

WoL  The  Duke  of  Buckingham 's  Surveyor?  Ha  \ 
Where's  his  Examination  ? 

Seer.  Here,  fo  pleafe  you. 
WoL  Is  he  in  Perfon  ready  ? 

Seer.  Ay,  an't  pleafe  your  Grace. 
WoL  Well,  we  ihall  then  know  more,  and  Buckingham  (hall 

leffen  his  big  look.  [_Exeunt  Cardinal  with  his  Train* 

Buck.  This  Butcher's  Cur  is  ven^me  mouth'd,  and  I 
Have  not  the  power  to  muzzle  him,  therefore  btft 

Not  wake  him  in  his  (lumber.     A  Beggar's  Book 
Out-worths  t  Noble's  Blood. 

Nor.  What,  are  you  chaf'd? 
Ask  God  for  temp'rance,  that's  th'  appliance  only 
Which  your  Difeafe  requires. 

Buck*  I  read  in's  Looks 
Matter  againft  me,  and  his  Eye  revil'd 
Me  as  his  abject  Object,  at  this  inftant 

He  bores  me  with  fome  Trick ;  he's  gone  to  th'  King : 
I'll  follow  and  out-ftare  him. 

Nor.  Stay,  my  Lord, 
And  let  your  Reafon  with  your  Choler  queftion 

What  'tis  you  go  about;  to  climb  fteep  Hills 
Requires  flow  pace  at  firft.     Anger  is  like 

A  full-hot  Horfe,  who  being  allow'd  his  way 
Self-mettle  tires  him.*  Not  a  Man  in  England 
Can  advife  me,  like  you:  Be  to  your  (elf, 
As  you  would  to  your  Friend. 

Buck.  I'll  to  the  King, 
And,  from  a  mouth  of  Honour,  quite  cry  down 

This  Ipfwich  Fellow's  Infolence;  or  proclaim, 
^There's  difference  in  no  Perfons. 

Nor.  Be  advis'd ; 
Heat  not  a  Furnace  for  your  Foe  fo  hot 
That  it  dofinge  your  felf.     We  may  gut-run 
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By  violent  fwiftnefs,  that  which  we  run  at; 
And  lofe  by  our  over-running:  Know  you  nor, 
The  Fire  that  mounts  the  Liquor  till't  run  o'er, 
In  Teeming  to  augment  it,  waftes  it :  Be  advis'd; 
I  fay  again,  there  is  no  Englijb  Soul 
More  ftronger  to  direft  you  than  your  felf, 
If  with  the  fap  of  Reafon  you  would  quench, 
Or  but  allay  the  fire  of  Paflion. 

Bfick^  Sir, 

I  am  thankful  to  you,  and  I'll  go  along 
By  your  Prefcription ;  but  this  top-proud  Fellow, 
Whom  from  the  flow  of  Gall  I  name.not,  but 
From  fincere  Motions,  by  intelligence, 
And  proofs  as  clear  as  Founts  in  July,  when 
We  fee  each  grain  of  Gravel,  I  do  know 
To  be  corrupt  and  treafonous. 

Nor.  Say  not,  treafonous. 

Buckt  To  th' King  Pllfay't,  and  make  my  vouch  as  ftrong 
As  fhore  of  Rock   attend*     This  holy  Fox, 

Or  Wolf,  or  both  ('for  he  is  equal  rav'nous 
As  he  is  fubtle,  and  as  prone  to  rnifchief, 

As  able  to  perform't)  his  Mind  and  Place 
Infe&ing  one  another;  yea  reciprocally, 
Only  to  fhew  his  Pomp,  as  well  in  France, 
As  here  at  home,  fuggefts  the  King  our  Mailer 

To  this  laft  coftly  Treaty,  th'enterview, 
That  fwallaw'd  fo  much  Treafure,  and  like  a  Glafs 
Did  break  i"th"  wrenching. 

Nor*  Faith,  and  fo  it  did. 

Buck,  Pray  give  me  favour,  Sir— —this  cunning  Cardinal 
The  Articles  o^h'  Combination  drew 

As  himfelf  pleas'd  ;  and  they  were  ratifi'd 
As  he  cry'd,  Thus  let  it  be'        -to  as  much  end, 
As  give  a  Crutch  to  th'dead*    But  our  Count-Cardinal 
Has  done  this,  and  'tis  well   for  worthy  Wolfey, 
Who  cannot  err,  he  did  it.     Now  this  follows, 
(Which,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  kind  of  Puppy 

To  th*  old  Dam,  Treafon)  Charles  the  Emperor, 
Under  pretence  to  fee  the  Queen  his  Aunt, 

(For  'rvvas  indeed  his  Colour,  but  he  came 
To  whifpcr  Wolfey)  here  makes  Vifitation  i 

Mis 
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His  Fears  were  that  the  Interview  betwixt 

England  and  France,  might  through  their  Amity 
Breed  him  fome  prejudice;  for  from  this  League 

Peep'd  harms,  that  menac'd  him.     He  privily 
Deals  with  our  Cardinal,  and  as  I  trow, 

Which  I  do  well   for  I  am  fure  the  Emperor 

Paid  e'er  he  promis'd,  whereby  his  fuit  was  granted 
E'er  it  was  ask'd.     But  when  the  way  was  made, 
And  pav'd  with  Gold;  the  Emperor  thus  defir'd, 
That  he  would  pleafe  to  alter  the  King's  courfe, 
And  break  the  forefaid  Peace.     Let  the  King  know, 
As  foon  he  (hall  by  me,  that  thus  the  Cardinal 
Does  buy  and  fell  Jiis  Honour  as  he  pleafcs, 
And  for  his  own  Advantage. 

Nor.  I  am  forry 
To  hear  this  of  him;  and  could  wifh  you  were 

Something  miftaken  in't.  % 
Buck.  No,  not  a  Syllable: 

I  do  pronounce  him  in  that  very  Shape 
He  fhall  appear  in  proof. 
Enter  Brandon,   a  Serjeant  at  jfyms  before  him,  and  two  or 

three  of  the  Guard. 
Bran.  Your  Office,  Serjeant;  execute  it. 
Serj.  Sir, 

My  Lord  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  Earl 
Of  Hertford,  Stafford  and  Northampton,  I 
Arreft  thee  of  High  Treafon,  in  the  name 
Of  our  moft  Sovereign  King. 

Buck.  Lo  you,  my  Lord, 
The  Net  has  falfn  upon  me  ;  I  fhall  perifli 
Under  device  and  pra&ice. 

Bran.  I  am  forry 

To  fee  you  ta'en  from  Liberty,  to  look  on 
The  bufinefs  prefent.     *Tis  his  Highnefs  pleafure 
You  (hall  to  th*  Tower. 

Buck.  It  will  help  me  nothing 
To  plead  mine  Innocence;  for  that  Dye  is  on  me, 

Which  makes  my  whit'ft  part  black.     The  will  of  Heav'n 
Be  done  in  this  and  all  things :  1  obey. 
O  my  Lord  Abergavenny  fare  ye  well. 

Bran. 
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Bran,  Nay,  he  muft  bear  you  Company.     The  King 

Is  pleas'd  you  ih  ail  ro  th'  Tower,  'till  you  know How  he  determines  further. 
Aber.  As  the  Duke  faid, 

The  Will  of  Heav  n  be  done*  and  the  King's  Pkafure 

By  me  obey'd. Bran.  Here  is  a  Warrant  from 

The  King,  t'attach  Lord  Montague,  and  the  Bodies 
Of  the  Duke's  Confeflbr,  John  de  la.  Car, 
One  Gilbert  Peck,  his  Counfellor. 

Buck*  So,  fa; 

Thefe  are  the  Lambs  o'th'  Plot,  no  more,  I  hope. 
Bran.   A  Monk  o'th'  Chartreux. 
Buck.  O  Michael  Hopkins. 
Bran.  He. 

Buck.  Mi y  Surveyor  is  falfe,  the  o'er-great  Cardinal 
Hath  ftiew'd  him  Gold;  rny  Life  is  fpann'd  already: 
I  am  the  ill  ado  w  of  poor  Buckingham, 
Whofe  Figure  even  this  infhnt  Cloud  puts  on, 

By  dark'ning  my  clear  Sun.     My  Lord,  farewel.     [Exeunt* 

SCENE    II. 

Cornets,  Enter  King  Hen  ry >  leaning  on  the  Cardinal? s  Shoulder ; 
the  Nobles  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovel;  the  Cardinal  places  him 

under  the  King's  Feet,  on  his  right  fide. 

King.  My  Life  it  felf,  and  the  beft  Heart  of  it, 

Thanks  you  for  this  great  Care:  I  flood  i'th'  level 
Of  a  full-charg'd  Confederacy,  and  give  thanks 
To  you  that  choak'd  it.     Let  be  call'd  before  us 
That  Gentleman  of  Buckingham's  in  Perfon, 
I'll  hear  him  his  Confeffions  juftifie, 
And  point  by  point  the  Treafons  of  his  Mafter 
He  lliall  again  relate. 

Anoifi,  with  crying,  Room  for  the  Queen,  Vflxrdhj  thet)ukb 
of  Norfolk.  Enter  the  Queen,  Norfolk  and  Suffolk ;  (he 
kneels.  The  King  rifeth  from  his  State,  takes  her  up,  kiffet 
and  placet h  her  by  him. 

Queen.  Nay,  we  muft  longer  kneel ;  lama  Suitor,    u 
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King.  Arife,  and  take  place  by  us ;  half  your  Suit 

Never  name  to  us;  you  have  half  our  Power: 

The  other  moiety  e'er  you  ask  is  given ; 
Repeat  your  Will,  and  take  it. 

Queen.  Thank  your  Majefty. 
That  you  would  Jove  your  felf,  and  in  that  love 
Not  unconfidered  leave  your  Honour,  nor 
The  dignity  of  your  Office,  is  the  point 
Of  my  Petition. 

King.  Lady  mine,  proceed. 
Queen.  I  am  foil ici ted,  not  by  a  few, 

•Andthofeof  true  Condition,  that  your  Subjects 
Are  in  great  Gi  ievance ;  there  have  been  Commifllons 

Sent  down  among 'em,  which  have  flaw'd  the  Heart 
Of  all  their  Loyalties;  wherein,  although,         [To  VVolfey^ 
My  good  Lord  Cardinal,  they  vent  Reproaches 
Moft  bitterly  on  you,  as  putter  on 
Of  thefe  Exactions,  yet  the  King,  our  Mailer, 

Whofe  Honour  Heav'n  fhieldfrom  Soil,  even  he  efcapes  not 
Language  unmannerly;  yea,  fuch  which  breaks 
The  fides  of  Loyalty,  and  almoft  appears 
In  loud  Rebellion. 

Norf.  Not  almoft  appears, 
It  doth  appear;  for,  upon  thefe  Taxations, 
The  Clothiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 

The  many  to  them  'longing,  have  put  off 
The  Spinfters,  Carders,  Fullers,  Weavers,  who, 

Unfit  for  other  Life,  compell'd  by  Hunger, 
And  lack  of  other  Means,  in  defperate  manner, 

Daring  th'  event  to  th'  Teeth,  are  all  in  uproar* 
And  danger  ferves  among  them. 

King.  Taxation  ? 
Wherein?  and  what  Taxation?  My  Lord  Cardinal, 

You  that  are  blam'd  for  it  alike  with  us, 
Know  you  of  this  Taxation  ? 

W$l.  Pleafe  you,  Sir, 
I  know  but  of  a  fingle  part  in  ought 
Pertains  to  th'  State,  and  front  but  in  that  file 
Where  others  tell  Steps  with  me. 

Queen.  No,  my  Lord, 
You  know  no  more  than  others:  but  you  frame 
Vol.  IV.  r;  Q  Things 
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Things  that  are  known  alike,  which  are  not  wholfome 
To  thofe  which  would  not  know  them,  andyetmuft 
Perforce  be  their  acquaintance.  •  Thefe  Exactions 

('Whereof  my  Sovereign  would  have  note)  they  are 
Mod  peftilent  to  eh'  hearing,  and  to  bear  'em, 
The  Back  is  facrifice  to  th*  Load;  they  fay, 
They  are  devis'd  by  you,  or  elfe  you  fuffer Too  hard  an  Exclamation. 

King.  Still  Exaction ! 

The  nature  of  it,  in  what  kind,  let's  know, 
Is  this  Exaction? 

Queen.  I  am  much  too  venturous 
In  tempting  of  your  Patience,  but  am  boldned 

Under  your  promis'd  Pardon.     The  Subjects  Grief 
Comes  through  Commiffions,  which  compels  from  each 
The  fixth  part  of  his  Subftance,  to  be  levied 
Without  delay;  and  the  pretence  for  this 

Is  nam'd,  your  Wars  in  France ;  this  makes  bold  Mouths  ; 
Tongues  fpit  their  Duties  out,  and  cold  Hearts  freeze 
Allegiance  in  them  ;  their  Curfes  now 

Live  where  their  Prayers  did  ;  and  it's  come  to  pafs, That  tractable  Obedience  is  a  Slave 

To  each  incenfed  Will:  I  would  your  Highnefs 
Would  give  it  quick  Confideration,  for 
There  is  no  p?imer  bafenefs. 

King.  By  my  Life, 
kThis  is  againft  our  Pleafure. 

Wri.  And  for  me, 
I  have  no  further  gone  in  this,  tlan  by 
A  fingle  Voice,  and  that  not  paft  me,  but 
By  learned  Approbation  of  the  Judges :  If  lam 

Traduc'd  by  ignorant  Tongues,  which  neither  know 
My  Facultits  nor  Perfon,  yet  will  be 
The  Chronicles  of  my  doing;  let  me  fay, 

'Tis  but  the  fate  of  Place,  and  the  rough  Brake 
That  Virtue  muft  go  through :  We  muft  notftint 
OurneceiTary  Actions  in  the  fear 
To  cope  malicious  Cenfurers,  which  ever, 

As  rav'nous  Fifhes,  do  a  Veffel  follow 
That  is  new  trimm'd;  but  benefit  no  further 

Than  vainly  longing.    What  weofttlo  belt," 

By 
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By  fick  Interpreters,  once  weak  ones,  is 

Not  ours,  or  not  allow'd;  what  worfl:,  as  oft 

Hitting  a  g  rotifer  quality,  is  cry'd  up For  our  beft  Adfc;  if  we  ftand  flill, 

In  fear  our  morion  will  be  mock'd  or  carp'd  at, Wefhould  take  root  here  where  we  fit; 

Or  fit  State- Statues  only. 
King.  Things  done  wel!, 

-  And  with  a  care,  exempt  themfelves  from  fear. 
Things  done  without  Example,  in  their  iflue 

Are  to  be  fear'd.     Have  you  a  Prefident 
Of  this  CommiiTion?  I  believe  not  any. 
We  mull:  not  rend  our  Subjeds  from  our  Laws, 
And  flick  them  in  our  Will.     Sixth  part  of  each! 
A  trembling  Contribution   why  we  take 

From  every  Tree,  Lop,  Bark,  and  part  o'th*  Timber: 
And  though  we  leave  it  with  a  root  thus  hackt, 
The  Air  will  drink  the  Sap.     To  every  County 

Where  this  is  queftion'd,  lend  our  Letters,  with 
Free  pardon  to  each  Man  that  has  deny'd 
The  Force  of  this  Commiflion ;  pray  look  to'r, 
I  put  it  to  your  Care. 

WoU  A  word  with  you.  [To  the  Secretary. 
Let  there  be  Letters  writ  to  every  Shire 

Of  the  King's  Grace  and  Pardon;  the  gn'ev'd Commons 
Hardly  conceive  of  me.     Let  it  be  nois'd, 
That  through  our  Interceffion,  this  Revokement 
And  Pardon  comes;  I  (hall  anon  advife  you 
Further  in  the  Proceeding.  [Exit  Secretary. 

Enter  Surveyor. 

Queen.  I  am  forry  that  the  Duke  of  Buckingham 
Is  run  in  your  Difpleafure. 

King.  It  grieves  many; 

The  Gentleman  is  Learn'd,  and  a  mod  rare  Speaker, 

To  JTature  "none  more  bound,  his  training  fuch, That  he  may  furnifh  and  inftrud  great  Teachers, 
And  never  feek  for  Aid  out  of  himfelf ;  yet  fee, 
When  thefe  fo  Noble  Benefits  mail  prove 

Not  well  difpos'd,  the  Mind  growing  once  corrupt, 
They  turn  to  vicious  Forms,  ten  times  more  ugly 
Than  ever  they  were  fair.    This  Man  fo  compleat, 

O  ik  Who 
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Who  was  enroli'd  'mongfl  Wonders;  and  when  we 
Almoft  with  raviflit  Liftning,  could  not  find 
His  hour  of  Speech,  a  minute;   He,  my  Lady* 
Hath  into  monftrous  habits  put  the  Graces 
That  once  were  his,  and  is  become  as  black, 

As  if  befmear'din  Hell.  Sit  by  us,  and  you  mail  hear 
(  This  was  his  Gentleman  in  truft)  of  him 
Things  to  ftrike  Honour  fad.     Bid  him  recount 
The  fore-recited  Practices,  whereof 
We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 

Wol.  Stand  forth,  and  with  bold  Spirit  relate,  what  you, 
Moft  like  a  careful  Subject,  have  collected 
Out  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham. 

King.  Speak  freely. 
Surv.  Firft,  it  was  ufual  with  him  every  day, 

It  would  infed:  his  Speech,  that  if  the  King 

Sluuld  without  IfTue  dye,  he'll  carry  it  fo 
To  make  the  Scepter  his.     Thefe  very  Words 

I've  heard  him  utter  to  his  Son-in-law, 
Lord  Abergavenny   to  whom  by  Oath  he  menae'd 
Revenge  upon  the  Cardinal. 

Wol.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs,  note 
This  dangerous  Conception  in  this  Point, 
Not  friended  by  his  wifh  to  your  high  Perfonj 
Hs Will  is  moft  malignant,  and  it  ftretches 
Beyond  you  to  your  Friends. 

Queen.  My  learned  Lord  Cardinal, 
Deliver  all  with  Charity. 

King.  Speak  on ; 
How  grounded  he  his  Title  to  the  Crown 
Upon  our  fail ;  to  this  point  haft  thou  heard  him, 
At  any  time  fpeak  ought? 

Surv.  He  was  brought  to  this, 
By  a  vain  Prophefie  of  Nicholas  Henton. 

King.  What  was  that  Henton*. 
Surv.  Sir,  a  Chartreux  Friar, 

His  ConfefTor,  who  fed  him  every  minute 
With  words  of  Sovereignty. 

King.  How  know'ftthou  this? 
Surv.  Not  long  before  your  Highnefs  fped  to  France, 

The  Duke  being  at  the  Rofe,  within  the  Parifti 
St. 
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St.  Lawrence  Fonltneyy  did  of  me  demand 
What  was  the  Speech  among  the  Londoners 

Concerning  the  French  Journey.     I  reply'd, 
Men  fear  the  French  would  prove  perfidious 

To  the  King's  danger ;  prefently  the  Duke 
Said,  'twas  the  fear  indeed,  and  that  he  doubted 
'Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  Words 
Spoke  by  a  holy  Monk,  that  oft,  fays  he*  • 
Hath  fent  to  me,  wiihing  me  to  permit 
John  de  la  Car,  my  Chaplain,  a  choice  hour 
To  hear  from  him  a  Matter  of  fome  moment : 
Whom  after,  under  the  Commiffions  Seal, 
He  folemnly  had  fworn,  that  what  he  fpoke 
My  Chaplain  to  no  Creature  living,  but 
To  me,  mould  utter,  with  demure  Confidence, 

Thus  paufingly  cnfii'd;  neither  the  King,  nor's  Heirs 
(Tell  you  theDukej  fliallprofper,  bid  him  ftrive 

To  gain  the  love  o'th' Commonalty,  the  Duke 
Shall  govern  England   

Queen.  If  I  know  you  well, 

You  were  the  Duke's  Surveyor,  and  loft  your  Office 
On  the  complaint  o'th'  Tenants;  take  good  heed 
You  charge  not  in  your  Spleen  a  Noble  Perfon, 
And  fpoil  your  Noble  Soul;  I  fay,  take  heed; 
Yes,  heart:.!  y  f  befeech  you. 

King.  Let  him  on.     Go  forward. 

Snrv.  On  my  Soul,  I'll  fpeak  but  truth. 
I  told  my  Lord  the  Duke,  by  th'  Devil's  Ulufions 
The  Monk  might  be  deceiv'd,  and  tint  'twas  clang'rous For  Him  to  ruminate  on  this  fo  far,  until 

It  forg'd  him  fome  Defign,  which,  being  believ'd, 
It  was  much  like  to  dos  He  anfwer'd,  Turn, 
It  can  do  me  no  damage;  adding  further, 

That  had  the  King  in  his  laft  ficknefs  fail'd, 
The  Cardinal's  and  Sir  Thomas  LoveWs  Heads 
Should  have  gone  off. 

King.  Ha!  What,  fo  rank?  Ah,  ha   

There's  Mifchief  in  this  Man ;  canft  thou  fay  further  ? 
Surv.  I  can,  my  Liege. 
King.  Proceed. 

O  $  Surv 
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Shyv.  Being  at  Greenwich, 

After  your  Highnefs  had  reprov'd  the  Duke 
About  Sir  William  Blumer-*   

King.  I  remember  of  fuch  a  time,  being  my  fworn  Servant, 
The  Duke  retain'd  him  his.     But  on  ;  what  hence? 

Sarv.  If,  quoth  he,  I  for  this  Deed  had  been  committed, 
As  to  the  ToweY,  I  thought;  I  would  have  plaid 
The  Part  my  Father  meant  to  Ad:  upon 

Th'  Ufurper  RichaYd,  who  being  at  Salisbury, 
Made  fuit  to  come  in*s  prefence;  which,  if  granted, (As  he  made  femblance  of  his  Duty)  would 
Have  put  his  Knife  into  him. 

King.  A  Giant  Traitor! 
Wol.  Now,  Madam,  may  his  Highnefs  live  in  freedom, 

And  this  Man  out  of  Prifon  ? 

Queen*  God  mend  all.  ffay'ft  ? 
King.  There's  fomething  more  would  out  of  thee;  what Shyv.  After  the  Duke  his  Father,  with  the  Knife- 

He  ftretch'd  him,  and  with  one  Hand  on  his  Dagger, 
Another  fpread  on's  Breaft,  mounting  his  Eyes, 
He  did  discharge  a  horrible  Oath,  whofe  tenour 

Was,  were  he  evil  us'd,  he  would  out-go 
His  Father,  by  as  much  as  a  performance 
Does  an  irrefolute  pufpofe. 

King.  There's  his  period, 
To  fheath  his  Knife  in  us;  he  is  attached, 
Call  him  to  prefent  Trial;  if  he  may 

Find  Mercy  in  the  Law,  'tis  his;  if  none, 
Let  him  not  feek't  of  us :  By  Day  and  Night 
He's  Traitor  to  th' height.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

EnteY LoYd  ChambeYlain,  and  LoYd  Sands. 

Cham.  Is't  pofliBle  the  Spells  of  Fvance  mould  juggle 
Men  into  fuch  ftrange  Myfieries .? 

Sands.  New  Cuftoms, 

Though  they  be  never  fo  ridiculous, 

Kay  let  *em  be  unmanly,  yet  are  follow'd. Cham. 
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Cham.  As  far  as  I  fee,  all  the  good  our  Engliflj 

Have  got  by  the  late  Voyage,  is  but  meerly 

A  fit  or  twoo'th'  Face,  but  they  are  fhrew'd  ones; 
For  v/hen  they  hold  'em,  you  would  (wear  directly 
Their  very  Nofes  had  been  Counfellors 
To  Pepin  or  Clotharius,  they  keep  State  fo. 

Sands.  They  have  all  new  Legs, 

"And  lame  ones  ;  one  would  take  ir, 
That  never  fee  'em  pace  before,  the  Spavin, 
A  Spring-halt,  reign  *d  among  'em. 

Cham.  Death  J  my  Lord, 
Their  Cloarhs  are  after  fuch  a  Pagan  Cut  too, 
That  fure  trfhave  worn  out  Chriftendom :  How  now? 
What  News,  Sir  Thomas  Lovell  ? 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Lovell. 

Lov.  'Faith,  my  Lord, 
I  hear  of  none,  but  the  new  Proclamation 

That's  clap'd  upon  the  Couit  Gate. 
Cham.  What  is't  for  ? 
Lov.  The  Reformation  of  our  travel  I'd  Gallants, 

That  fill  the  Court  with  Quarrels,  Talk  and  Tailors. 

Cham.  I'm  glad  'tis  there  ; 
Now  I  would  pray  our  Monfieurs 
To  think  an  Englijlj  Courtier  may  be  wife, 
And  never  fee  the  Louvre. 

Lov.  They  muft  either 
(For  fo  run  the  Conditions)  leave  thofe  Remnants 
Of  Fool  and  Feather,  that  they  got  in  France, 
With  all  their  honourable  Points  of  Ignorance 
Pertaining  thereunto,  as  Fights  and  Fire-works, 
Abufing  better  Men  than  they  can  be 
Out  of  a  foreign  Wifdom,  renouncing  clean 
The  Faith  they  have  in  Tennis  and  tall  Stockings, 
Short  bolftred  Breeches,  and  thofe  types  of  Travel, 
And  underftand  again  like  honeft  Men  ; 
Or  pack  to  their  old  Play-fellows,  there  I  take  it, 
They  may,  Cum  Privilegio,  wear  away 

The  Lag-end  of  their  Lewdnefs,  and  be  laugh'd  at. 
Sands.  'Tis  time  to  give  them  Phyfick,  their  Difeafes 

Are  grown  fo  catching. 
O  4  Cham. 
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Cham.  What  a  lofs  our  Ladies 

Will  have  of  thefe  trim  Vanities? 
Lov.  Ay  marry, 

There  will  be  wo  indeed,  Lords,  the  fly  Whorefons 
Have  got  a  fpeeding  Trick  to  Jay  down  Ladies : 
A  French  Song  and  a  Fiddle,  has  no  Fellow, 

Sands.  The  Devil  fiddle 'em ; 
I  am  glad  they  are  going, 

For  fure  there's  no  converting  'em  :  Now An  honeft  Country  Lord,  as  I  am,  beaten 
A  long  timeout  of  play,  may  bring  his  plain  Song, 
And  have  an  hour  of  hearing,  andby'r  Lady Held  currant  Mufick  too. 

Cham.  Well  faid,  Lord  Sands, 
Your  Colts  Tooth  is  not  caft  yet? 

Sands.  No,  my  Lord, 
Nor  mall  not,  while  I  have  a  Stump, Cham.  Sir  Thomas, 
Whither  were  you  a-going  ? 

Lov.  To  the  Cardinal's; 
Your  Lordfliip  is  a  Gueft  too. 

Cham.  O,  'tis  true ; 
This  Night  he  makes  a  Supper,  and  a  great  one^ 
To  many  Lords  and  Ladies;  there  will  be 
The  Beauty  of  this  Kingdom,  I'll  aflure  you. Lov.  That  Churchman 
Bears  a  bounteous  mind  indeed  ; 
A  hand  as  fruitful  as  the  Land  that  feeds  us, 
His  Dew  falls  every  where. 

Cham.  No  doubr,  he's  noble  ; 
He  had  a  black  Mouth  that  faid  other  of  him. 

Sands.  He  may,  my  Lord, 
Ha's  wherewithal  in  him; 
Sparing  would  (hew  a  worfe  fin,  than  ill  Doctrine, 
Men  of  his  way  mould  be  moft  liberal, 
.They  are  kt  here  for  Examples. 

Cham,  True,  they  are  fo  ; 
But  few  now  give  fo  great  ones : 
My  Barge  flays  ; 
lYour  Lordftiip  ihall along:  Come,  good  Sir  Thomas, 
iWe  fliall  be  late  dfet  which  I  would  not  be, For 
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For  I  was  fpoke  to,  with  Sir  Henry  Guilford, 
This  Night  to  be  Comptrollers. 

San*  I  am  your  Lord/hip's.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE     IV. 

Hautboy.  A  [mail  Table  under  a  State  for  the  Cardinal,  a 
longer  Table  for  the  Guejls.  Then  enter  Anne  Bullen,  and 
divers  other  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  as  Guefts  at  one  Door ; 
at  another  Door  enter  Sir  Henry  Guilford. 

GuiL  Ladief, 
A  general  Welcome  from  his  Grace 
Salutes  ye  all  :  This  Night  he  dedicates 
To  fair  Content,  and  you  :  None  here  he  hopes, 
In  all  this  noble  Bevy,  has  brought  with  her 
One  Care  abroad :  he  would  have  all  as  merry, 
As  firft,  good  Company,  good  Wine,  good  Welcome, 
Can  make  good  People. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  LordSands,  andLovdh 

0  my  Lord,  y'are  tardy; 
The  very  thought  of  this  fair  Company 

Clap'd  Wings  to  mr. 
Cham.  You  are  young,  Sir  Henry  Guilford* 
Sands.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  had  the  Cardinal 

But  half  my  Lay-thoughts  in  him,   fome  of  thefe 

Should  find  a  running  panquet,  e'er  they  refted, 
1  think  would  better  pleafe  'em  :  By.  my  Life, 
They  are  a  fweet  Society  of  fair  ones. 

Lov.  O  that  your  Lordfhip  were  but  now  Cocfeflbr 
To  one  or  two  of  thefe. 

Sands.  I  would  I  were, 

They  mould  find  eafie  Penance. 

Lov.  'Faith,  how  eafie  ? 
Sands.  As  eafie  as  a  Down  Bed  would  afford  it. 

Cham.  Sweet  Ladies,  will  it  pleafe  you  fit :  Sir  Harrj, 

Place  you  that  fide,  I'll  take  the  charge  of  this  : 
His  Grace  is  entring,  nay  you  muft  not  freeze, 

Two  Women  plac'd  together  makes  cold  Weather : 
My  Lord  Sands,  you  are  one  will  keep  3em  waking } 
Pray  fit  between  thefe  Ladies. Sand:* 
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Sands.  By  my  Faith, 

And  thank  your  Lordfhip.     By  your  leave,  fweet  Ladies, 
If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little  wild,  forgive  me: 
I  had  it  from  my  Father. 

Anne*.  Was   he  mad,  Sjr  ? 

Sands.  O  very  mad,  exceeding  mad,  in  love  too ; 
But  he  would  bite  none,  jufl:  as  I  do  now, 
He  would  kifs  you  twenty  with  a  breath. 

Cham.  Well  faid,  my  Lord  : 

So  now  y'are  fairly  feated  :  Gentlemen, 
The  Penance  lyes  on  you,  if  thefe  fair  Ladies 
Pafs  away  frowning. 

Sands.  For  my  little  Cue, 
Let  me  alone. 

Hautboys.     Enter  Cardinal  Wolfey,  and  takes  his  State* 

Wol.  Y'are  welcome,  my  fair  Guefts  ,•  that  noble  Lady 
Or  Gentleman  that  is  not  freely  merry 
Is  not  my  Friend.     This  to  confirm  my  welcome, 
And  to  you  all  good  Health. 

Sands.  Your  Grace  is  Noble, 
Let  me  have  fuch  a  Bowl  may  hold  my  Thanks, 
And  fave  me  fo  much  talking. 

Wot.  My  Lord  Sands, 

I  am  beholding  to  you  ,*  cheer  your  Neighbour: 
Ladies,  you  are  not  merry;  Gentlemen, 
Whofe  fault  is  this  ? 

Sands.  The  red  Wine  firfl:  muft  rife 

In  their  fair  Cheeks,  my  Lord,  then  wefhall  have  'em Talk  us  to  filence. 

Anne.  You  are  a  merry  Gamefter, 

My  Lord  Sands. 
Sands.  Yes,  if  I  make  my  Play : 

Here's  to  your  Ladifhip,  and  pledge  it,  Madam  : 
For  'tis  to  fuch  a  thing   Anne.  You  cannot  mew  me. 

[Drum  and  Trumpets,  Chambers  difcharged. 
Sands.  I  told  your  Grace,  they  would  talk  anon. 

Wol.  What's  that  ? 
Cham.  Look  out  there,  fome  of  ye. 
Wol.  What  warlike  Voice, 

And  to  what  end  is  this  ?  Nay,  Ladies,  fear  not ; 

By  all  the  Laws  of  War  y'are  privilegedt  Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

Cham.  How  now,  what  is't  ? 
Ser.  A  noble  Troop  of  Strangers, 

For  fo  they  feem;  they  have  left  their  Barge  and  Landed, 
And  hither  make,  as  great  Ambaffadors 
From  Foreign  Princes. 

Wol.  Good  Lord-Chamberlain, 

Go,  give 'em  welcome;  you  can  fpeak  the  French  Tongue, 
And  pray  receive  'cm  Nobly,  and  conduct  'em 
Into  our  Prefence,  where  this  Heav'n  of  Beauty 
Shall  fhine  at  full  upon  them.     Some  attend  him. 

\_All  arife,  and  Tables  removed. 

You  have  now  a  broken  Banquet,  but  we'll  mend  it. 
A  £ood  Digeftion  to  you  all  ;  and  once  more 
I  ihowre  a  welcome  on  ye  :  welcome  all. 

Hautboy.  Enter  King  and  others  as  Maskers,  habited  like 

Shepherds,  ufier'd  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain.  They  pafs  di- 
retlly  before  the  Cardinal^  and  gracefully  faint e  him, 

A  Noble  Company  :  what  are  their  Plcafures  ? 

Cham.  Becaufe  they  fpeak  no  Englijhy  thus  they  pray'd 
To  tell  your  Grace,  that  having  heard  by  Fame 
Of  this  (o  noble  and  fo  fair  AfTembly, 
This  Night  to  meet  here,  they  could  do  no  Iefs, 
Out  of  the  great  refpecl:  they  bear  to  Beautv, 
But  leave  their  Flocks,  and  under  your  fair  Condud 
Crave  leave  to  view  thefe  Ladies,  and  entreat 

An  hour  of  Revels  with  'em. 
Wol.  Say,  Lord  Chamberlain, 

They  have  done  my  poor  Houfe  grace  : 

For  which  I  pay  'em  a  thoufand  thanks, 
And  pray  'em  take  their  P.eafures. 

[Chafe  Ladies,  King  and  Anne  Bullen. 

King.  The  faired:  hand  I  ever  touch'd :  O  Beauty, 
'Till  now  I  never  knew  thee. 

[Mufickj  Vance. Wol.  My  Lord. 
Cham.  Your  Grace. 

Wol.  Pray  tell  'em  thus  much  from  me : 
There  mould  be  one  amongft  'em  by  his  Perfon 
More  worthy  this  Place  than  my  felf,  to  whom, 

If 
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If  I  but  knew  him,  with  my  Love  and  Duty 
I  would  furrender  it.  [Whifier. 

Cham.  I  will,  my  Lord. 
Wol.  What  fay  they  ? 
Cham.  Such  a  one,  they  all  confefs, 

There  is  indeed,  which  they  would  have  your  Grace 
Find  out,  and  he  will  take  it. 

Wol.  Let  me  fee  then, 

By  all  your  good  leaves,  Gentlemen,  here  I'll  make 
My  Royal  Choice. 

King.  You  have  found  him,  Cardinal : 
You  hold  a  fair  Affembly,  you  do  well,  Lord. 

You  afe  a  Church-man,  or  I'll  tell  you,  Cardinal^ 
I  {hould  judge  now  unhappily. 

Wol.  I  am  glad 
Your  Grace  is  grown  fo  pleafant. 

King.  My  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Prithee  come  hither,  what  fair  Lady's  that? 
Cham.  A  n't  pleafe  your  Grace, 

Sir  Thomas  Bullen's  Daughter,  the  Vifcount  Rochford, 
One  of  her  Highnefs's  Women. 

King.  By  Heav'n  (he's  a  dainty  one  :   Sweet  heart, 
I  were  unmannerly  to  take  you  out,  [To  Anne  BiiUen, 
And  not  to  Kifs  you.     A  Health,  Gentlemen, 
Let  it  go  round. 

W6L  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  is  the  Banquet  ready 
IW  Privy  Chamber? 

Lov.  Yes,  my  Lord. 
Wol.  Your  Grace, 

I  fear,  with  Dancing  is  a  little  heated. 
King.  I  fear  too  much. 

Wol.  There's  frefh  Air,  my  Lord, In  the  next  Chamber. 

King.  Lead  in  your  Ladies  every  one :  Sweet  Partner* 

I  muft  not  yet  forfake  you  ;  let's  be  merry, 
Good  my  Lord  Cardinal :  I  have  half  a  dozen  Healths 
To  drink  to  thefe  fair  Ladies,  and  a  meafure 

To  lead  'em  once  again,  and  then  let's  dream 
Who's  belt  in  Favour.    Let  the  Mufick  knock  it. 

[Exeunt  with  Trumpets. 

ACT 
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ACT     II.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen  at  feveral  Boors. 

I  G^*\\  /"Hither  away  fo  faft? VV     zGen.  O,  Godfaveyc: 
Even  to  the  Hall,  to  hear  what  fliall  become 
Of  the  great  Duke  of  Buckingham. 

r  Gen.  I'll  fave  you 
That  labour,  Sir.  All's  now  done,  but  the  Ceremony 
Of  bringing  back  the  Prifoner. 

2  Gen.  Were  you  there? 
i  Gen.  Yes  indeed  was  I. 

2  Gen.  Pray  fpeak  what  has  bapned. 
i  Gen.  You  may  guefs  quickly  what. 
2  Gen.  Is  he  found  guilty? 
i  Gen.  Yts,  truly  is  he, 

And  condemn'd  upon't. 
2  Gen.  I  am  forry  for't. i  Gen.  So  are  a  number  more. 

2  Gen.  But  pray  how  pad  it? 

i  Gen.  I'll  tell  you  in  a  little.   The  great  Duke Came  to  the  Bar;  where,  to  his  Accufations 

He  pleaded  ftill  Not  guilty,  and  alledged 
Many  (harp  Reafons  to  defeat  the  Law. 

The  King's  Attorney,  on  the  contrary, 
Urg'd  on  the  Examinations,  Proofs,  Confeffions Of  divers  WitnelTes,  which  the  Duke  dehYd 
To  have  brought  viva  voce  to  his  Face  ; 

At  which  appeared  againft  him,  his  Surveyor, 
Sir  Gilbert  Pecke,  his  Chancellor,  and  John  Car 
ConfeiTor  to  him,  with  that  Devil  Monk, 
Hopkins,  that  made  this  mifchief. 

2  Gen.  That  was  he, 
That  fed  him  with  his  Prophecies. 

i  Gen.  The  feme. 

All  thefe  accus'd  him  ftrongly,  which  he  fain 
Would  have  flung  from  him;  but  indeed  he  could  not, 
And  fo  his  Peers  upon  this  Evidence, 
Have  found  him  guilty  of  high  Treafon.    Much 

He 
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He  fpoke,  and  learnedly  for  Life;  but  all 
Was  either  pitied  in  him,  or  forgotten. 

2  Gen.  After  all  this,  how  did  he  bear  himfelf  ? 

i  Gen.  When  he  was  brought  again  to  th'Bar,  to  hear 
His  Knell  rung  out,  his  Judgment,  he  was  ftirr'd 
With  fuch  an  Agony,  he  fweat  extreamly, 
And  fomething  fpoke  in  choler,  ill  and  hafty  ; 
But  he  fell  to  himfelf  again,  and  fweetly, 

In  all  the  reft,  fhew'd  a  moft  noble  Patience. 
2  Gen.  I  do  not  think  he  fears  death. 
i  Gen.  Sure  he  does  not, 

He  never  was  fo  Wormnifh,  the  caufe 

He  may  a  little  grieve  at. 
z  Gen.  Certainly,  < 

The  Cardinal  is  the  end  of  this. 

i  Gen.  'Tis  likely, 
By  all  conjectures :  Firft  Kildare's  Attainder, 
Then  Deputy  of  Ireland,  who  remov'd, 
Earl  Surrey  was  fent  thither,  and  in  hafte  too, 
Left  he  ihould  help  his  Father. 

2  Gen.  That  trick  of  State 

Was  a  deep  envious  one. 
i  Gen.  At  his  return, 

No  doubt  he  will  requite  it;  this  is  noted 
And  generally,  who  ever  the  King  favours, 
The  Cardinal  inftantly  will  find  employment  for, 
And  far  enough  from  Court  too. 

2  Gen.  AH  the  Commons 

Hate  him  pernicioufly,  and  O'  my  Confcience, 
Wifh  him  ten  Fathom  deep  :  This  Duke  as  much 
They  love  and  doat  on,  call  him  Bounteous  Buckingham, 
The  Mirror  of  all  Courtefie. 

Enter  Buckingham  from  his  Arraignment.  Tipfiaves  before 
him,  the  Axe  with  the  edge  towards  himy  Halberds  on  each 
fide,  accompanied  with  Sir  Thorn  is  Lovel,  Sir  Nicholas 
Vaux,  Walter  Sands,  and  common  People,  &c. 

i  Gen.  Stay  there,  Sir, 

And  fee  the  noble  ruin'd  Man  you  fpeak  of. 
2  Gen.  Let's  ftand  clofe  and  behold  him. 

"Bucks 
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Buck*  All  good  People, 

You  that  thus  far  have  come  to  pity  me; 
Hear  what  I  fay,  and  then  go  home  and  lofe  me. 

I  have  this  day  receiv'd  a  Traitor's  Judgment, 
And  by  that  name  muft  die;  yet  Heav'n  bear  witnefs, And  if  I  have  a  Conscience,  let  it  fink  me, 
Even  as  the  Axe  falls,  if  I  be  not  faithful. 

To  th*  Law  I  bear  no  malice  for  my  death, 
'T  has  done  upon  the  Premifes,  but  Juftice  : 
Butthofe  that  fought  it,  I  could  vvifli  more  Chriftians: 

Be  what  they  will,  I  heartily  forgive  'em; 
Yet  let  'em  look  they  glory  not  in  mifchief, 
Nor  build  their  evils  en  the  Graves  of  great  Men; 

For  then,  my  guiklefs  Blood  mull:  cry  againflt  'em. 
For  further  life  in  this  World  I  ne'er  hope, 
Nor  will  I  fue,  although  the  King  have  Mercies 
More  than  I  dare  make  Faults. 

You  few  that  lov'd  me, 
And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham, 
His  noble  Friends  and  Fellows,  whom  to  leave 
Is  only  bitter  to  him,  only  dying, 
Go  with  me  like  good  Angels  to  my  end,  . 
And  as  the  long  divorce  of  Steel  falls  on  me, 
Mike  of  your  Prayers  one  fweet  Sacrifice, 

And  lift  my  Soul  to  Heav'n. 
Lead  on  a  God's  Name. 

Lov.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  for  Charity, 
If  ever  any  malice  in  your  Heart 
Were  hid  againft  me,  now  to  forgive  me  frankly. 

Buck.  Sir  Thomas  LovelL,  I  as  free  forgive  you 
As  T  would  be  forgiven:  I  forgive  alJ. 
There  cannot  be  thofe  numberlefs  Offences 

'Gainft,  me,  that  I  cannot  take  peace  with: 
No  black  envy  fliall  make  my  Grave. 
Commend  me  to  his  Grace: 

And  if  he  fpeak  of  Buckingham,  pray  tell  him, 
You  met  him  half  in  Heav'n :  My  Vows  and  Prayers* 
Yet  are  the  King's ;  and  'till  my  Soul  forfake  me, 
Shall  cry  for  Bleffings  on  him.     May  he  live 
Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  Years; 

Ever 
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Ever  belov'd  and  loving  may  his  Rule  be; 
And  when  old  time  (hall  lead  him  to  his  end, 
Goodnefs  and  lie  fill  up  one  Monument. 

Lov.  To  th'  Water-fide  I  muft  conduct  your  Grace, 
Then  give  my  Charge  up  to  Sir  Nicholas  Fauxy 
Who  undertakes  you  to  your  end. 

(faux.  Prepare  there, 
The  Duke  is  coming:  See  the  Barge  be  ready, 
And  fit  it  with  fuch  Furniture  as  fuits 

The  greatnefs  of  his  Perfon. 
Buck*  Nay,  Sir  Nicholas, 

Let  it  alone;  my  State  now  will  but  mock  me* 
When  T  came  hither,  I  was  Lord  High  Conftable, 
And  Duke  of  Buckingham ;  now,  poor  Edward  Bohun% 
Yet  I  am  richer  than  my  bafe  Accufers, 
That  never  knew  what  Truth  meant :  I  now  feal  it ; 

And  with  that  Blood  will  make  'em  one  Day  groan  for't* 
My  noble  Father,  Henry  of  Buckingham, 

Who  firft  rais'd  head  againft  Ufurping  Richard^ 
Flying  for  fuccour  to  his  Servant  Banifier, 

Being  diftreft,  was  by  that  wretch  betray 'd, 
And  without  Trial,  fell;  God's  peace  be  with  him* 
Henry  the  Seventh  fucceeding,  truly  pitying 

My  Father's  lofs,  like  a  moft  Royal  Prince 
Reftor'd  me  to  my  Honours ;  and  out  of  Ruins 
Made  my  Name  once  more  Noble.   Now  his  Son, 
Henry  the  Eighth,  Life,  Honour,  Name,  and  all 
That  made  me  happy,  at  one  ftroke  has  taken 
For  ever  from  the  World.     I  had  my  Trial, 
And  muft  needs  fay,  a  Noble  one;  which  makes  me 
A  little  happier  than  my  wretched  Father: 
Yet  thus  far  are  we  one  in  Fortune,  both 

Fell  by  our  Servants,  by  thofe  Men  we  lov'd  moft : A  moft  unnatural  and  faithlefs  Service. 

Heav'n  has  an  end  in  all ;  yet,  you  that  hear  me, 
This  from  a  dying  Man  receive  as  certain : 
Where  you  are  liberal  of  your  Loves  and  Counfels, 
Be  fure  you  be  not  loofe;  for  thofe  you  make  Friends, 
And  give  your  Hearts  to,  when  they  once  perceive 
The  leaft  ruj?  in  your  Fortunes,  fall  away 

Like 
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Like  Water  from  ye,  never  found  again, 

Bat  where  they  mean  ro  link  ye;  all  good  People 

Pray    or  me,  I  muf-  forfafceye;   the  laft  hour 
Of  rriy  I :;n->  weary  Lite  is  come  upon  me: 
Farewel;  a"* J  when  y«^u  would  fay  femething  that  is  fad* 
Speik  how  I  ftl!. 
I  have  done;    and  God  forgive  me. 

[Exeunt  Buckingham  and  Train* 
1  Gen.  O,  this  is  full  of  pity ;  Sir,  it  calls, 

1  fear,  too  many  curfej  on  their  Heads, 
That  were  the  Authors, 

2  Gen.  If  the  Duke  be  guiltlefs, 

'Tis  full  of  woe;  yet  I  can  give  you  inkling 
Of  an  enfuing  evil,  if  it  fall, 
Greater  than  thi\ 

i  Gen.  G-od  Angels  keep  it  from  us : 
What  may  it  be?  you  do  not  doubt  my  Faith,  Sir  5 

2  Gen.  This  Secret  is  fo  weighty,  'twill  require 
A  ftrong  fait'i  to  conceal  it; 

i  Gen.  Let  me  have  it; 
I  do  not  talk  much. 

i  Gen.   I  am  confident; 

Yon  ih;l!,  Sir:  Did  you  not  of  late  Days  hear 
A  buzz;og,  of  a  Separation, 
Between  the  King  and  Katharine  f 

1  Gen.  Yes,  but  it  held  not; 
For  when  the  King  once  heard  if,  out  of  anger 
He  fent  command  to  the  Lord  Mayor  ftraighfc 
To  flop  the  Rumour,  and  allay  the  Tongues 
That  durft  difperfe  it. 

2  Gen    Bit  that  {lander,  Sir, 
Is  a  found  truth  now ;  for  it  grows  again 

Frefher  than  e'er  it  wac,  and  held  for  certain 
rhe  King  will  venture  at  it.     Either  the  Cardinal*. 
Or  fome  about  him  near,  have,  out  of  malice 
To  the  good  Queen,  poiTeft.  him  with  a  fcruple 
That  will  undo  her:  To  confirm  this  too, 

Cardinal  Campcius  is  arrived,  and  htdy, As  all  think,  for  this  bufinefs.  ^ 

i  Gen.  'Tis  the  Cardinal; 
And  meerly  to  revenge  him  on  the  Emperor* 
Yot.  IV*  P 
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For  not  bellowing  on  him,  at  his  asking, 

The  Arch-Bifhoprick  of  Toledo,  this  is  purpos'd. 
2  Gen.  I  think 

You  have  hit  the  mark ;  but  is't  not  cruel, 
That  Ihe  mould  feel  the  fmart  of  this?  the  Cardinal 
Will  have  his  Will,  and  ihe  muft  fall. 

2  Gen.  'Tis  woful. 
We  are  too  open  here  to  argue  this : 

Let's  think  in  Private  more.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  reading  a  Letter. 

MT  Lord,  the  Horfes  jour  Lord pip  fent  for,  with  all 
the  care  I  had  I  Jaw  well  ch&fen,  ridden,  and  fur-1 

nijlfd.  They  were  young  and  handfome,  and  of  the  befl  Breed 
in  the  North.  When  they  were  read)  to  jet  out  for  London, 
a  Man  of  my  Lord  Cardinals,  by  Commijfion  and  main  Power 

too!^  yem  from  me^  with  this  reajon :  His  Mafier  would  be 
fervd  before  a  Subject^  if  not  before  the  King,  which  ftopfd 
our  Mouths,  Sir, 

I  fear,  he  will  indeed ;  well,  let  him  have  them;   he  will 
have  all,  I  think. 

Enter  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain^   the  Dukes  of  Norfolk 
and  Suffolk. 

Nor.  Well  met,  my  Lord  Chamberlain. 
Cham.  Good  day  to  both  your  Graces. 

Suf.  How  is  the  King  employ'd  ? 
Cham.  I  left  him  private, 

Full  of  fad  Thoughts  and  Troubles* 

Nor.  What's  the  Caufe? 
Cham.  It  feems  the  Marriage  with  his  Brother's  Wife/ 

Has  crept  too  near  his  Confcience. 
Suf.  No,  his  Confcience 

Has  crept  too  near  another  Lady. 
Nor.  'Tis  fo; 

This  is  the  Cardinal's  doing;  the  King-Cardinals 
That  blind  Prieft,  like  the  eldeft  Son  of  Fortune, 

Turns  what  he  lift.     The  King  will  know  him  one  Day.' 

Suf. 
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Suf.  Pray  God  he  do, 

He'll  never  know  himfelf  elfe. 
Nor.  How  holily  he  works  in  all  his  Biififiefs, 

And  with  wrrat  zeal?  For  now  he  has  cracktthe  League 

Between  us  and  the  Emperor,  the  Queen's  great  Nephew, 
He  dives  inro  the  King's  Soul,  and  there  fcatters 
Danger?,  Doubts,  wringing  of  the  Conference, 
Fears,  and  Defpairs,  and  all  thefe  for  his  Marriage* 
And  out  of  all  thefe,  to  reftore  the  King, 
He  counfels  a  Divorce,  a  lofs  of  her, 
That  like  a  Jewel,  has  hung  twenty  Years 
About  his  Neck,  yet  never  loft  her  Luftre; 
Of  her  that  loves  him  with  that  excellence, 
That  Angels  love  good  Men  with ;  even  of  her* 
Thar,  when  the  greateft  ftroke  of  Fortune  falls$ 
Will  blefs  the  King;  and  is  not  this  courfe  pious? 

Cham.  Heav'n  keep  me  from  fuch  Counfel;  'tis  mod  rruej 

Thefe  News  are  every  where,  every  Tongue  fpea'ks  'em3 
And  eery  true  H^art  Weeps  for't.     All  that  dare 
took  into  thefe  Affairs,  fee  his  main  end, 

The  French  King's  Sifter.   Heav'n  will  one  day  op'eri 
The  King's  Eyes,  that  fo  long  have  flept  upon This  bold  bad  Man. 

Suf.  And  free  us  from  his  Slavery. 
Nor.  We  had  need  pray, 

And  heartily,  for  our  deliverance; 
Or  this  Imperious  Man  will  work  us  all 
From  Princes  into  Pages;  all  Mens  Honours, 

Lye  like  one  lump  before  him,  to  be  fafhion'd 
Into  what  pitch  he  pleafe. 

Suf.  For  me,'  mv  Lords, 
I  love  him  not,  nor  fear  him,  there's  my  Creed? 
As  I  am  made  without  him,  fo  I'll  (land, 
If  the  King  pleafe;  his  Curfes  and  his  Bleflings 

Touch  me  alike;  th"  are  breath  I  not  believe  in; 
I  knew  him,  and  I  know  him;  fo  t  leave  him 
To  him  that  made  him  proud,  the  Pope. 

Nor.  Let's  in  ; 
And  with  fome  other  Buflnefs,  put  the  King 
from  thefe  fad  Thoughts,  that  woilc  too  much  upbfr  hiftii 

'j  Lord*'  you'll  bear  us  company? jp  i  mMi 
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The  Kmg  has  fent  me  other-where:  Befides 
You'll  find  a  moft  unfit  time  to  difturb  him: 
Health  to  your  Lordfhips.  [Exit  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Nor.  Thanks,  my  good  Lord  Chamberlain. 
The  Scene  draws,  and  dif covers  the  King  fitting  and  read- 

ing penfevely. 
Sttf.  How  Tad  he  looks;  Cure  he  is  much  affli&ed. 

King.  Who's  there?  Ha? 
Nor.  Pray  God,  he  be  not  angry. 

King.  Who's  there,  I  fay  ?  how  dare  you  thrufl:  your  felv« 
Into  my  private  Meditations? 
Who  ami?  ha  ? 

Nor.  A  gracious  King,  th^t  pardons  all  Offences 

Malice  ne'er  meant:  Our  breach  of  Dury  this  way, 
Is  Bufinefs  of  Eftate;  in  which,  we  come 

To  know  your  Royal  P'eafure. 
-  King.  Ye  are  too  bold  : 

Go  to;  I'll  make  ye  know  your  times  of  Bufinefs : Is  this  an  hour  for  temporal  Affairs?  ha  ? 

Enter  WoKcyyand  Campeius  the  Pope's  Legate  with  a  Coinwijjion. 
Who's  there?  my  good  Lord  Cardinal?  O  my  JVolfey, 
The  quiet  of  my  wounded  Confcienc  ; 

Thou  art  a  cure  fit  for  the  King ;  you're  welcome, 
Moft  learned  reverend  Sir,  into  our  Kmgdom, 

life  us,  and  it;  my  good  Lord,  have  g> eat  care, 
I  be  net  found  a  Talker. 

JVoL  Sir,  you  cannot: 
I  would  your  Grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Of  private  Conference. 

King.  We  are  bufie;  go. 
Nor.  This  Prieft  has  no  Pride  in  him? 

Sufi.  Not  to  fpeak  of: 
I  would  not  be  fo  fick  though,  for  his  place: 
B  it  this  cannot  continue. 

Nor.  If  it  do,  Vll  venture  one  heave  at  him. 
Sufi  I  another.  [Exeunt  Norfolk  and  Suffolk* 
Wol.  Your  Grace  has  given  a  Precedent  of  Wifdoni 

Above  all  Princes,  in  committing  freely 
Your  fcruple  to  the  Voice  ofChriftendom: 

Who 
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Who  can  be  angry  now?  what  envy  reach  you? 

The  Spaniard,  ty'd  by  blood  and  favour  to  her, 
Muft  now  confefs,  if  they  have  any  goodnefs, 
The  Trial  juft  and  noble.     All  the  Clerks, 
I  mean  the  learned  ones  in  Chriftian  Kingdoms 
Have  their  free  Voices.     Rome,  the  Nurfe  of  Judgment, 
Invited  by  your  Noble  klfy  hath  fent 
One  gcncial  Tongue  unto  us,  this  good  Man, 
This  juft  and  learned  Prieft,  Cardinal  Campciusy 
Whom  once  rmre  I  prefent  unto  your  Highnels. 

King*  And  once  more  in  mine  Arms  I  bid  him  welcome, 
And  thank  the  holy  Conclave  for  their  Lovts, 
They  have  fent  me  fuch  a  Man  I  would  have  winVd  for. 

Cam,  Your  Grace  muft  needs  deferve  all  Strangers  loves, 
You  are  fo  Noble :  To  your  HighnefTes  Hand 
I  tender  my  Commiffion;  by  whofe  virtue, 
The  Court  of  Rome  commanding,  You,  my  Lord, 

Cardinal  of  Tort*,  are  join'd  with  me,  their  Servant, 
In  the  impartial  judging  of  this  Bufinefs. 

King,  Two  equal  Men:  The  Queen  iTiall  be  acquainted 

Forthwith  for  what  you  come.     Where's  Gardiner  I 
WoL  I  know  your  Majefty  has  always  lov'd  her 

So  dear  in  Hearr,  not  to  deny  her  that, 
A  Wcman  of  lefs  Place  might  ask  by  Law, 

Scholars  allow'd,  freely  ro  argue  for  her. 
King.  Ay,  and  the  be  ft  fhe  mall  have;  and  my  favour 

To  him  that  does  beft,  God  forbid  elfe;   Cardinal, 
Prithee  call  Gardiner  to  me,  my  new  Secretary, 
I  find  him  a  fit  Fellow. 

Enter  Gardiner* 

WoL  Give  me  your  Hand;  much  joy  and  favour  to  yn  ; 

You  are  the  King's  now. 
Gard.   But  to  be  commanded 

For  ever  by  your  Grace,  whofe  hand  has  raiVd  me. 
King.  Come  hither,  Gardiner.  [}Valks  and  whifpers. 
Cam.  My  Lord  of  York*  was  not  one  Doctor  Pose 

In  this  Man's  place  before  him? 
WoL  Yes,  he  wt«." 
Cam.  Was  he  nor  held  a  learned  Man  ? 
WoL  Yes,  forely. 

P  3  Cam.. 
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Cam.  Believe  me,  there's  an  ill  Opinion  fpread  then 
pven  of  your  felf,  Lord  Cardinal. 

Wol.  How?  of  me? 

Cam.  They  will  not  ftick  to  fay,  you  envy'd  him; 
And  fearing  he  would  rife,  he  was  fo  virtuous, 

Kept  him  a  foreign  Man  ftill,  which  fo  griev'd  him, 
That  he  ran  Mad,  and  dy'd. 

WoL  Heav'n's  peace  be  with  him; 
That's  Chriftian  care  enough;  for  living  murmurers, 
There's  places  of  rebuke.     He  was  a  Fool, 
For  he  would  needs  be  vimious.     That  good  Fellow,  • 
If  I  command  him,  follows  my  appointment; 
I  will  have  none  fo  near  elfe.     Learn  this,  Brother, 

We  live  not  to  be  grip'd  by  meaner  Perfons. 
King.  Deliver  this  with  modefty  to  th'  Queen. 

\_Exh  Gardiner, The  mofl  conveniert  place  that  I  can  think  of, 
For  fuch  receit  of  Learning,  is  Black^Frjars  ? 
There  ye  mall  meet  about  this  weighty  Bufinefs. 

My  Wolfey,  fee  it  furnim'd.     O  my  Lord, 
'twould  it  not  grieve  an  able  Man  to  leave 
Sofweet  a  Bedfellow?  ButConfcience,Confciencc-   

P  *cis  a  tender  Place,  and  I  muft  leave  her.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE   III. 

Enter  Anne  Bull  en,  and  ax  old  Lady. 

jinne.  Not  for  that  neither — here's  the  pang  that  pinches* 
His  Highnefs  having  liv'd  fo  long  with  her,  and  flie 
Jo  good  a  Lady,  that  no  Tongue  could  ever 
Pronounce  dishonour  of  her;  by  my  Life, 
She  never  knew  harm-doing  :  Oh,  now  after 

So  many  courfes  of  the  Sun  enthron'd, Still  growing  in  a  Majefty  and  Pomp,  the  which 
To  leave,  a  thoufand  fold  more  bitter,  than 

5Tis  fweet  at  firfl:  t'acquire.     After  this  Procefs, 
To  give  her  the  Avaunt,  it  is  a  pity 
Would  move  a  Monfter. 

Old  L.  Hearts  of  mofl:  hard  temper 
Melt  and  lament  for  her. 
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Anne.  O'  God's  Will,  much  better 

She  ne'er  had  known  Pomp;  though't  be  temporal, 
Yet  if  that  quarrel,  Fortune,  do  divorce 

It  from  the  bearer,  'tis  a  fufferance,  panging 
As  Soul  and  Body's  fevering.^ 

Old  L.  Alas,  poor  Lady, 

She's  Stranger  now  again. Anne.  So  much  the  more 

Muft  pity  drop  upon  her;  verily 

I  fwear,  'tis  better  to  be  lowly  born, 
And  range  with  humble  livers  in  Content, 

Than  to  be  perk'd  up  in  a  glift'ring  Grief* 
And  wear  a  golden  Sorrow. 

OldL.  Our  Content 

Is  our  beft  having. 
Anns.  By  my  troth  and  Maidenhead* 

I  would  not  be  a  Queen. 
OldL.  Befhrew  me,  I  would, 

And  venture  Maidenhead  for't,  and  fo  v/ould  you 
For  all  this  fpice  of  your  Hypocrifie; 
You  that  have  fo  fair  parts  of  Woman  on  you, 

Have,  too,  a  Woman's  Heart,  which  ever  yet 
Affected  Eminence,  Wealth,  Sovereignty; 
Which,  to  fay  footh,  are  Bieffings;  and  whichGifts 

('Saving  your  mincing)  the  Capacity 
Of  your  foft  C  hiverel  Confcience  would  receive, 
If  you  might  pleafe  to  ftretch  it. 

Anne.  Nay,  good  troth   
OldL.  Yes,  troth  and  troth;  you  would  not  be  a  Queen? 
Anne.  No,  not  for  all  the  Riches  under  Heav'n. 

OldL.  'Tis  ftrange;  a  three-pence  bow'd  now  would  hire 
Old  as  lam,  to  Queen  it;  but  f  pray  you,  (me, 
What  think  you  of  a  Dutchefs?  haye  you  Limbs 
To  bear  that  load  of  Title  ? 

Anne.  No,  in  truth. 

Old  L.  Then  you  are  weakly  made,  pluck  off  a  little, 
I  would  not  be  a  young  Count  in  your  way, 
For  more  than  blufliiog  comes  to:  If  your  Back 
Cannot  vouchfafe  this  burthen,  'tis  too  weak 
Ever  to  get  a  Boy 

P  4  Anne. 
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Anne.  How  you  do  talk  /  \  2 

I  fwear  again,  I  would  not  be  a  Queen 
For  all  the  World. 

OldL.  In  faith  for  little  England 

You'll  venture  an  emballing:  I  my  felf 
Would  for  Carnarvanpire}  although  there  long'd 
No  moje  to  th*  Crown  but  that.  Lo,  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cham.  Good  morrow,  Ladies;  what wer't  worth  to  kno^ 
The  fecretof  your  Conference? 

Anne.  My  good  Lord, 
Not  your  demand;  it  values  not  your  asking: 
Our  Miftrefs  Sorrows  we  were  pitying. 

Cham,  It  was  a  gentle  Bufinefs,  and  becoming 
The  action  of  good  Women,  there  is  hope 
All  will  be  well, 

Anne.  Now  I  pray  God,  Amen. 
Cham.  You  bear  a  gentle  Mind,  and  heavenly  Bleflings 

Follow  fuch  Creatures.     That  you  may,  fair  Lady, 
Perceive  I  fpeak  fincerely,  and  high  Notes 

Ta'en  of  your  many  Virtues;  the  King's  Majefty 
Commends  his  good  Opinion  of  you,  to  you;  and 
Does  purpofe  Honour  to  you  no  lefs  flowing 
Than  Marchionefs  of  Pembroo!^;  to  which  Title 
A  thoufand  pound  a  year,  Annual  fupport, 
Out  of  his  Grace,  he  adds, 

Anne.  I  do  not  know 
What  kind  of  Obedience,  I  mould  tender; 

More  than  my  All,  is  nothing :  Nor  my  Pray^  rs 

Are  not  Words  duly  hallowed,  nor  my  Wiflu-s 
More  worth  than  empty  Vanities ;  yet  Prayers  and  Wiflies 

Are  all  I  can  return,     'Befeech  your  Lordfhip, 
Vouchfafe  to  fpeak  my  Thanks,  and  my  Obedience, 
As  from  ablufhing  Handmaid  to  his  Highnefs; 
Whofe  Health  and  Royalty  I  pray  for. 

Cham.  Lady ; 

1  (hall  not  fail  %'  approve  the  fair  conceit 
The  King  hath  of  you.     I  haveperus'd  her  well, ju  auty  and  Honour  in  her  are  fo  mingled, 
That  they  have  caught  the  King;  and  who  knows  yet? 
Bit  from  this  J-ady  may  proceed  a  Gem, 

I  Tp 
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To  lighten  all  this  Mle  f  I'll  to  the  King, 
And  fay  I  fpoke  with  you.  [Exit  ChamberUin. 

Anne.  My  honour'd  Lord. 
QUL.  Why  this  it  is:  See,  fee, 

I  have  been  begging  fixteen  Years  in  Court 
(Am  yet  a  Courtier  beggarly)  nor  could 
Come  pat  betwixt  too  early,  and  too  late 
For  any  fuit  of  Pounds ;  and  you,  oh  fate, 
A  very  frefh  Fifh  here;  fie,  fie,  fie  upon 

This  compeird  fortune,  have  your  Mouth  fill'd  up, 
Before  you  open  it, 

Anne.  This  is  ftrange  to  me. 
OldL.  Howtaftes  it?  Is  it  bitter?  Forty  Pence,  no: 

•There  was  an  old  Lady  once  ('tis  an  old  Stop.) 
That  would  not  be  a  Queen,  that  would  (lie  nor, 
For  all  the  mud  in  Egjpt;  have  you  heard  it? 

Anne.  Come,  you  are  pleafant. 
OldL.  With  yourTheme,  I  could 

O'er-mountthe  Lark;  theMarchionefsof  Pembrook* 
A  thoufand  pounds  a  year,  for  pure  rtfped  ? 
No  other  Obligation  \  By  my  Life, 
That  promifes  more  thoufands:  Honours  train 
Is  longer  than  his  Pore-skirt;  by  this  time 
I  know  your  Back  will  bear  a  Dutchifs.     Say, 
Are  you  not  ftronger  than  you  were  \ 

Anne.  Good  Lady, 

Make  your felf  Mirth  with  your  p.irticular'Fancv, 
And  leave  me  out  on'r.     Would  I  had  no  bein^, 
If  this  falute  my  Blood  a  jot;  it  faints  me 
To  think  what  follows. 

The  Qjeen  is  comfortlefs,  and  we  forgetful 
In  our  long  abfence;  pray  do  not  deliver, 

What  here  y'ave  heard  to  her, 
OldL.  What  do  you  think  me-   •  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    IV. 

Trumpets^  Sonnet^  and  Cornets.  Enter  two  Verger s>  with  JJjcrt 
Silver  Wands;  next  them  two  Scribes  in  the  habits  of  DoBors : 
After  them^  the Bi /hop of  Canterbury  alone;  after„himy  the. 
fiifiops  of  Lincoln,  Ely,  Rochefter,tfW&.  Afaph;  next  them, 

with 
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with  fome  [mall  diflance,  follows  a  Gentleman  bearing  the 
Purfe,  with  the  great  Seal,  and  a  Cardinal* $  Hat;  then  two 
Priefls,  bearing  each  a  Silver  Crofs ;  then  a  Gentleman-VJlwr 
bare-headed,  accompanied  with  a  Serjeant  at  Arms,  bearing 
a  Mace  ;  then  two  Gentlemen,  bearing  two  Silver  Pillars  ; 

after 'them,  fide  by  fide -,  the  two  Cardinals,  two  Noblemen^ 
with  the  Sword  and  Mace.  The  King  takes  place  under  the 
Cloth  of  State ;  the  two  Cardinals  fit  under  him  as  Judges* 
The  Queen  takes  place  fome  diflance  from  the  King.  The  Bi- 
jhops  place  themfelves  on  each  fide  the  Court  in  manner  of  a 
Confijlory :  Below  them,  the  Scribes.  The  Lords  fit  next  the 
Bi  jhops.  The  reft  of  the  Attendants  fland  in  convenient  order 
about  the  Stave. 

WoL  Whilft  our  Commiffion  from  Rome  is  read. 
Let  filence  be  commanded. 

King.  What's  the  need? 
It  hath  already  publickly  been  read, 

And  on  all  iides  th'  Authority  allow'd. 
You  may  then  fpare  that  time. 

WoL  Be't  To,  proceed. 
Scribe.  Say, //<?wjrKing  of  England*  come  into  the  Court. 
Cryer.  Henry  King  of  England,  &c. 
King.  Here. 
Scribe.  Say,  Katherine  Queen  of  England, 

Come  into  the  Court. 

Cryer,  Katheriney  Queen  of  England,  &c. 
The  Queen  makes  no  anfwer,  rifes  out  of  her  Chair,  goes  about 

the  Court,  comes  to  the  King,  and  kneels  at  his  Feet  \  then 

fpeaks; 
Sir,  I  defire  you  to  do  me  Right  and  Juftice, 

And  to  beftow  your  Pity  on  me;  for 
I  am  a  mod  poor  Woman,  and  a  Stranger, 

Born  out  of  your  Dominions ;  having  here 

No  Judge  indifferent,  nor  no  more  affurance 

Of  equal  Friendship  and  Proceeding.    
 
Alas,  Sir, 

In  what  have  I  offended  you  ?  What  caufe 

Hath  my  behaviour  given  to  your  difpleafure, 

That  thus  you  ihould  proceed  to  put  me  off, 

And  take  your  good  Grace  from  me?  Heav'n  witnefs, 
I  have  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  Wife, 

At 
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^.t  $11  times  to  your  Will  conformable : 
Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  diflike, 
Yea,  fubjed  to  your  Countenance;  glad,  or  forry. 
As  I  faw  it  inclin'd  ?  when  was  the  hour 
I  ever  contradicted  your  Defire? 
Or  made  it  not  mine  too?  Or  which  of  your  Friends 
Have  I  not  (trove  to  Love?  although  I  knew 
He  were  mine  Enemy?  What  Friend  of  mine, 

That  had  to  him  deriv'd  your  Anger,  did  I 
Continue  in  my  liking?  nay,  gave  notice 

He  was  from  thence  difcharg'd  ?  Sir,  call  to  mind, 
That  I  have  been  your  Wife,  in  this  Obedience, 
Upward  of  twenty  Years,  and  have  been  bleft 
With  many  Children  by  you.     If  in  the  courfe 
And  procefs  of  this  time  you  can  report, 
And  prove  it  too,  againfl:  mine  Honour  ought, 
My  bond  of  Wedlock,  or  my  Love  and  Duty 

Againft  your  Sacred  Perfon;  in  God's  name 
Turn  me  away  ;  and  let  foul'ft  Contempt 
Shut  door  upon  me,  and  fo  give  me  up 

To  thefharp'ft  kind  of  Juftice.     Pleafeyou,  Sir, 
The  King,  your  Father,  was  reputed  for 
A  Prince  mod  prudent,  and  an  excellent 

And  unmatch'd  Wit  and  Judgment.     Ferdinand 
My  Father,  King  of  Spain,  was  reckon'd  one 
The  wifeft  Prince,  that  there  had  reign'd,  by  many 
A  year  before.     It  is  not  to  be  queftion'd, 
That  they  had  gather'd  a  wife  Council  to  them 
Of  every  Realm,  that  did  debate  this  Bufinefs, 

Whodeem'd  our  Marriage  lawful.Whereforel  humbly 
Befeech  yoiT,  Sir,  to  fpare  me,  'till  I  may 
Be  by  my  Friends  in  Spain  advis'd;  whofe  CounfeJ 
I  will  implore.     If  nor,  i'th'  name  of  God 
Your  pleafure  be  fulfill'd. 

Wol.  You  have  here,  Lady, 
(And  of  your  choice,)  thefe  Reverend  Fathers,  Men 
Of  lingular  Integrity  and  Learning: 

Yea,  the  eled  o'th'  Land,  who  are  afTembled 
To  plead  your  Caufe.     It  fhall  be  therefore  bootlefs? 
That  longer  you  defer  the  Court,  as  well 

for 
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For  your  own  quiet,  as  to  re&ifie  \ 
What  is  unfettled  in  the  King, 

Cam.  His  Grace 

Hath  fpoken  well,  andjuftly;  therefore,  Madam, 

It's  fit  this  Royal  Seffion  do  proceed, 
And  that,  without  delay,  their  Arguments 

Be  now  produc'd,  and  heard. 
Queen.  Lord  Cardinal,  to  you  I  fpeak. 
WoL  Your  pleafure,  Madam. 
Queen.  Sir„  I  am  about  to  weep;  but  thinking  that 

We  are  a  Queen,  or  long  have  dream'd  fo,  certain 
The  Daughter  of  a  King,  my  drops  of  Tears 

I'll  turn  to  fparks  of  Fire. 
WoL  Be  patient  yet   
Queen.  I  will,  when  you  are  humble,  nay  before^ 

Or  God  willpunimme.     I  do  believe, 

Induc'd  by  potent  Circumftances,  that 
You  are  mine  Enemy,  and  make  my  Challenge. 
You  fliali  not  be  my  Judge.     For  it  is  you 
Have  blown  this  Coal,  betwixt  my  Lord  and  me, 

Which  God's  dew  quench;  therefote,  I  fay  again, 
I  utterly  abhor,  yea,  from  my  Soul 
Refufe  you  for  my  Judge,    whom  yet  once  more 
I  hold  my  moil:  malicious  Foe,  and  think  not 
At  all  a  Friend  to  Truth. 

WoL  I  do  profefs 
You  fpeak  not  like  yourfelf,  whoever  yet 

Have  flood  to  Charity,  and  difplay'd  th' effects 
Of  Difpofition  gentle,  and  of  Wifdom 

O'er-topping  Woman's  power.     Madam,  you  do  mc  wrong, 
I  have  no  Spleen  againfl:  you,  nor  Injuftice 
For  you,  or  any;  how  far  I  have  proceeded, 
Or  how  far  further  ill  all,  is  warranted 
By  a  Commiflion  from  theConfiftory, 
Yea,  the  whole  Confiftory  of  Rome.  You  charge  me, 
That  I  have  blown  this  Coal;  I  do  deny  it, 
The  King  is  prefent:  If  it  be  known  to  him, 
That  I  gainfay  my  Deed,  how  may  he  wound, 
And  worthily,  my  Falfhood?   yea,  as  much 
As  you  have  done  my  Truth.     If  he  know 
That  I  am  free  of  your  Report,  he  knows 
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I  am  not  of  your  Wrong.     Therefore  in  him 
It  lyes  to  cure  me,  and  the  Cure  is  to 
Remove  thefe  thoughts  from  you.  The  which  before 
His  Highnefs  (hall  fpeak  in,  I  do  befeech 
You,  gracious  Madam,  to  unthink  your  fpeaking, 
And  to  fay  no  more. 

Queen.  My  Lord,  my  Lord, 
I  am  a  fimple  Woman,  much  too  weak 

T'oppofe  your  Cunning.    Y'aremeek,  and  humble  mouth'd, 
You  (ign  your  Place  and  Calling,  in  full  feeming, 
With  Meeknefs  and  Humility;  but  your  Heart 

Iscramm'd  with  Arrogance,  Spleen  and  Pride, 
You  have  by  Fortune  and  his  Highnefs  Faveurs, 

Gone  (lightly  o'er  low  Steps,  and  now  are  mounted 
Where  Powers  are  your  Retainers,  and  your  Words, 

Domefticks  to  you,  ferveyour  Will,  as't  pleafe 
Your  felf  pronounce  their  Office.     I  muft  tell  you, 

You  tender  more  your  Perfon's  Honour,  than 
Your  high  Profeflion  Spiritual.     That  again 
I  do  refufe  you  for  my  Judge,  and  here 
Before  you  all,  Appeal  unto  the  Pope, 

To  bring  my  whole  Caufe  'fore  hisHolinefs, 
And  to  be  judg'd  by  him. 

She  curt  pes  to  the  Kin*,  and  offers  to  depart. 
Cam.  The  Queen  is  obftinate, 

Stubborn  to  Juilice,  apt  to  accufe  it,  and 

Difdainful  to  be  try'd  by't ;  'tis  not  well. 
She's  going  away. 

King    Call  her  again. 
Cryer:  Katherine,  Queen  of  England,  come  into  the  Court. 

Vfler.  Madam,  you  are  call'd  back. 
Queen.  What  need  you  note  it?  pray  you  keep  your  way* 

When  you  are  call'd,  return.     Now  the  Lord  help, 
They  vex  me  paft  my  patience   pray  you  pafs  on  ; 
I  will  not  tarry;  no,  nor  ever  more 
Upon  this  buhnefs  my  appearance  make 
In  any  of  their  Courts. 

[Exeunt  Oueen,  and  her  Attendants. 
King.  Go  thy  ways,  Kate, 

That  Man  i'th*  World,  who  ihall  report  he  has 
A  better  Wife,  let  him  in  nought  be  trufted, 

For 
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For  fpeaking  falfe  in  that ;  thou  art  alone* 
If  thy  rare  Qualities,  fweet  Gentlenefs, 

Thy  Meeknefs  Saint-like,  Wife-like  Government,1 
Obeying  in  commanding,  and  thy  Parts 
Sovereign  and  Pious,  could  fpeak  thee  out, 

The  Q-ieen  of  earthly  Queens i  She's  Noble  born  ; 
And  like  her  true  Nobility,  fhe  has 
Carried  her  felf  towards  me, 

Wol.   Mo  ft  gracious  Sir, 
In  humbleft  manner  I  require  your  Highnefs, 
That  it  fhall  pleafe  you  to  declare  in  hearing 

Of  all  thefe  Ears  ffor  where  I  am  robb'd  and  bounds 
There  rauft  I  be  unloos'd,  although  not  there 
At  once,  and  fully  fatisfy'd)  whether  ever  I 
Did  broach  this  Bufinefs  to  your  Highnefs,  or 
Laid  any  feruple  in  your  way,  which  might 

Induce  you  to  the  queftion  on't;  or  ever 
Have  to  you,  but  with  thanks  to  God  for  fuch 
A  Royal  Lady,  fpake  one,  the  leaft  word  that  might 
Be  the  prejudice  of  her  prefent  State, 
Or  touch  of  her  good  Perfon  ? 

King.  My  Lord  Cardinal, 
I  do  excufe  you ;  yea,  upon  mine  Honour, 

I  free  you  from't :  You  are  not  to  be  taught, 
That  you  have  many  Enemies,  that  know  not 
Why  they  are  fo,  but  like  the  Village  Curs, 
Bark  when  their  fellows  do.     By  forhe  of  thefe 

The  Queen  is  put  in  anger  ;  y'are  excus'd  : 
But  will  you  be  more  juftify'd?    You  ever 
Have  winVd  the  fleepingof  this  Bufinefs,  never  defied 

It  to  be  ftirr'd  ;  but  oft  have  hindred,  oft, 
The  PalTages  made  toward  it ;  on  my  Honour, 
I  fpeak  my  good  Lord  Cardinal  to  this  point; 
And  thus  far  clear  him. 

Now,  what  mov'd  me  to't, 

I  will  be  bold  with  time  and  your  attention  :' 
Then  mark  th'inducement.     Thus  it  came;  give  heed  ttfii 
My  Confcience  firft  receiv'd  a  tendernefs, 
Scruple,  and  prick,  on  certain  Speeches  utter'd 
By  the  Bifhop  of  Bay  on,  then  French  Ambaflador^ 
Who  had  been  hither  fent  on  the  debating 
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And  Marriage  'twixt  the  Duke  of  Orleans,  and 
Our  Daughter  Mary  :  I'th'  Progrtfsoftbisbufinefs, 
E'er  a  determinate  refolution,  he, 
I  mean  the  Biftiop,  did  require  a  refpite, 
Wherein  he  might  the  King  his  Lord  advertife, 
Whether  our  Daughter  were  Legitimate, 
Refpe&ing  this  our  Marriage  with  the  Dowager, 

Sometimes  our  Brother's  Wife.     This  refpite  (hook 
Thebofom  of  my  Confcicnce,  enter'd  me, 
Yea,  with  a  fplitting  Power,  and  made  to  tremble 

The  region  of  my  Breaft,  which  fore'd  fuch  way, 
That  many  maz'd  Confiderings  did  throng 
And  preft  in  with  this  Caution.     Fir  ft,  nu thought 

I  flood  not  in  the  fmile  of  Heav'n,  who  had 
Commanded  Nature,  that  my  Lady's  Womb, 
If  it  conceiv'd  a  Male-child  by  me*  fhould 
Do  no  more  Offices  of  Life  to't,  than 
The  Grave  does  to  th'Dead;  for  her  Mai e- 1  flu r, 
Or  died  where  they  were  made,  or  lhortly  after 

This  World  had  air'd  them.  Hence  I  tookathoughrj 
This  was  a  Judgment  on  me,  that  my  Kingdom, 

Well  worthy  the  bell:  Heir  o'th'  World,  fhould  not 
Be  glad  in't  by  me.     Then  follows,  that 
I  weigh'd  the  Danger  which  my  Realms  flood  in 
By  this  my  Iflues  fail,  and  that  gave  to  me 
Many  a  groaning  throw;    thus  hulling  in 
The  wild  Sea  of  my  Confcience,  I  did  fleer 
Towards  this  Remedy,  whereupon  we  are 

Now  prefent  here  together ;  that's  to  fay, 
I  meant  to  re&ifle  my  Confcience,  which 
I  then  did  feel  full  fick,  and  yet  not  well, 
By  all  the  Reverend  Fathers  of  the  Land, 

"And  Doctors  learned.     Firft,  I  began  in  private, 
With  you,  my  Lord  of  Lincoln;  you  remember 
How  under  my  Oppreffion  I  did  reel, 

When  I  firft  mov'd  you. 
Lin.  Very  well,  my  Liege, 

King.  I  have  fpoke  long,  be  pleas'd  your  felf  to  fay 
How  far  you  fatisfy'd  me. 

Lin.  So  pleafe  your  Highnefs, 
The  Queftion  did  at  firft  fo  ftagger  me, 

earing 
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Bearing  a  ftate  of  mighty  moment  in't, 
And  confequence  of  dread,  that  I  committed 

The  daring'ft  Councel  which  I  had  to  doubt, 
And  did  mtreat  your  Highnefs  to  this  Courfe, 
Which  you  are  running  here. 

King.  I  then  mov'd  you, 
My  Lord  of  Canter  bury ,  and  got  your  leave 
To  make  this  prefent  Summons  unfollicited. 
I  kk  no  reverend  Perron  in  this  Court, 

But  by  particular  confent  proceeded 
Under  your  Hands  and  Seals;  therefore  go  on, 

For  no  diflike  i'th'  World  againft  the  Perfbn 
Of  our  good  Queen,  but  the  fharp  thorny  Points 
Of  my  alledged  Reafons,  drives  this  forward  : 
Prove  but  our  Marriage  lawful,  by  my  Life 
And  kingly  Dignity,  we  are  contented 
To  wear  our  mortal  State  to  come,  with  her 

(Katharine- our  Queen)  before  the  primeft  Creature 

That's  Paragon'd  o'th'  World. 
Cam*  So  pleafe  your  Highnefs* 

The  Queen  being  abfent,  'tis  a  needful  fitnefs, 
That  we  Adjourn  this  Court  to  a  further  day  j 
Mean  while  muft  be  an  earneft  motion 

Made  to  the  Queen,  to  call  back  her  Appeal 
She  intends  unto  his  Holinefs. 

King.  I  may  perceive 
Thefe  Cardinals  trifle  with  me  :  I  abhor 

This  dilatory. Sloth,  and  Tricks  of  Rome. 

My  learned  and  well-beloved  Servant  Cranmer, 
Prithee  return ;  with  thy  approach,  I  know, 
My  comfort  comes  along  :  break  up  the  Court; 

I  fay,  fet  on.  {Exeunt y  in  manner  as  they  entered* 

ACT  III.    SCENE    I. 

Enter  Queen  and  her  Womeny  at  at  Work* 

Queen  f~T*  A  K  E  thy  Lute,  Wench, 
X    My  Soul  grows  fad  with  Troubles, 

Sing,  and  difperfe  'em  if  thou  can'il: :  leave  working* SONG. 
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SONG. 

ORpheus,  with  his  Late,  made  Trtesy 
And  the  Mountain  tvps,  that  freeze9 

Bow  thcmfelves  when  he  did  fing. 
To  his  Mufickj  Plants  and  Flowers 

Ever  fpring,  as  Sun  and  Showers 
There  had  made  a  lafting  Spring. 
Every  thing  that  heard  him  play 9 
Even  the  Billows  of  the  Sea, 

Hung  their  Heads,  and  then  la)  by. 
Infweet  Mnfick  is  fuch  Art, 
Killing  Care,  and  Grief  of  Hearty 
Fall  afleep,  or  hearing  dye. 

Enter  a  Gentleman* 

Queen.  How  now  ? 

Gent.  And't  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  two  great  Cardinal Wait  in  the  Prefence. 

Queen.  Would  they  fpeak  with  me  ? 
Gent.  They  wilPd  me  fay  fo,  Madam. 
Queen.  Pray  their  Graces 

To  come  near;  what  can  be  their  Bufinefs 

With  me,  a  poor  weak  Woman,  fall'n  from  Favour? 
I  do  not  like  their  coming.     Now  I  think  on't, 
They  mould  be  good  Men,  their  Affairs  are  Righteous 
But,  All  Hoods  make  not  Monks. 

Enter  the   Cardinals  Wolfey  and  Campeius<s 
Wol.  Peace  to  your  Highnefs. 
Queen.  Your  Graces  find  me  tare  part  of  a  Houfe-wife^ 

(I  would  be  all, J  againft  the  word:  may  happen  i 
What  are  your  Pieafures  with  me,  Reverend  Lords? 

Wol.  May  it  pleafe  you,  Noble  Madam,  to  withdraw 
Into  your  private  Chamber ;  we  (hall  give  yoti 
The  full  Caufe  of  our  coming. 

Queen.  Speak  it  here. 

There's  nothing  I  have  done  yet*  o'my  Confcience* Deferves  a  Corner;  would  all  other  Women 
Could  fpeak  this  with  as  free  a  Soul,  as  I  do : 
My  Lords*  I  care  not(fo  much  I  am  happy 
Above  a  number^  if  my  Actions 
V$l.  IV*  Q  Wtfi 
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Were  try'd  by  every  Tongue,  every  Eye  faw  'em, 
Envy  and  bafe  Opinion  fet  againft  'em, 
I  know  my  Life  fo  even.     If  your  Buiinefs 
Seek  me  out,  and  that  way  I  am  Wife  in  ; 
Out  with  it  boldly:  Truth  loves  open  Dealing. 

Wo  I.  Tantaefl  erga  te  mentis  integritasy  Regina  ScreniJJima.-- 
Queen.  Good  my  Lord,  no  Latin ; 

I  am  not  fuch  a  Truant  fince  my  coming, 

As  not  to  know  the  Language  I  have  liv'd  in  : 
A  ftrange  Tongue  makes  my  caufe  more  ftrange,  fufpicious  3 
Pray  fpesk  in  EngliJJj;  here  are  fome  will  thank  you, 
If  you  fpeak  truth,  for  their  poor  Miftrefs  fake  ; 
Believe  me  fhe  has  had  much  wrong.     Lord  Cardinal, 

The  willing'ft  Sin  I  ever  yet  committed, 
Mav  be  abfolv'd  in  Englijh. 

Wol  Noble  Lady, 
I  am  forry  my  Integrity  fhould  breed 
(And  Service  to  his  Majefty  and  you) 
So  deep  Sufpicion,  where  all  Faith  was  meant ; 
We  come  not  by  the  way  of  Accufation, 
To  taint  that  Honour  every  good  Tongue  bleffes  ; 
Nor  to  betray  you  any  way  to  Sorrow, 
You  have  too  much,  good  Lady :  But  to  know 
How  you  ftand  minded  in  the  weighty  Difference 
Between  the  King  and  you,  and  to  deliver, 
Like  free  and  honeft  Men,  our  juft  Opinions, 
And  comforts  to  your  Caufc. 

Cam.  Moll:  honoured  Madam, 

My  Lord  ofTork^  out  of  his  noble  Nature, 
Zeal  and  Obedience,  he  ftill  bore  your  Grace* 
Forgetting,  like  a  good  Man,  your  late  Cenfure 

'   Both  of  his  Truth  and  him,  ( which  was  too  far) 
Offers,  as  I  do,  in  a  fign  of  Peace, 
His  Service  and  his  Counfel. 

Queen.  To  betray  me. 
My  Lords,  I  thank  you  both  for  your  good  wills* 
Ye  fpeak  like  honeft  Men,  pray  God  ye  prove  fo, 
But  how  to  make  ye  fuddenly  an  Anfwer 
In  fuch  a  point  of  weight,  fo  near  mine  Honour, 
(More  near  my  Life,  I  fearj  with  my  weak  Wit^ 
And  to  fuch  M^n  of  Gravity  and  Learning  > u 
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in  truth  I  know  not.     I  was  fet  at  work 

Among  my  Maids,  full  little,  God  knows,  looking 
Either  for  fuch  Men,  or  fuch  Bufinefs; 
For  her  fake  that  I  have  been,  for  I  feel 

The  laft  fit  of  my  Greatnefs,  good  your  Graces, 
Let  me  have  Time  and  Council  for  my  Caufc : 
Alas,  f  am  a  Woman  friendlefs,  hopelefs. 

Wol.  Madam, 

You  wrong  the  King's  Love  with  thofe  Fears, 
Your  Hopes  and  Friends  are  infinite. 

Queen.  In  England^ 
But  little  for  my  profit  :  Can  you  think*  Lord, 
That  any  Englifo  Man  dare  give  me  Counfel  ? 

Or  be  a  known  Friend  'gainft  his  Highnefspleafure3 
Though  he  be  grown  fo  defperate  to  be  honeft. 
And  live  a  Subject?  Nay  forfooth,  my  Friends, 
They  that  muft  weigh  out  my  Afflictions, 
They  that  my  truft  muft  grow  to,  live  not  here* 
They  are,  as  all  my  other  Comforts,  far  hence 
In  mine  own  Country,  Lords. 

Cam.  I  would  your  Grace 
Would  leave  your  Griefs,  and  take  my  Counfel, 

Queen.  How,  Sir? 

Cam.   Put  your  main  Caufe  into  the  King's  Prote£t.'oft£ 
He's  loving  and  mod  gracious.    'Twill  be  much 
Both  for  your  Honour  better,  and  your  Caufe  : 

For  if  the  Trial  of  the  Law  o'er-take  ye, 
You'll  part  away  difgrae'd. 

WoL  He  tells  you  rightly. 
Queen.  Ye  tell  me  what  ye  wifh  for  both,  my  Ruin  : 

Is  this  your  Chriftian  Coanfel  ?  Out  upon  ye, 

Heav'n  is  above  all  yet ;  there  fits  a  Judge, 
That  no  King  can  corrupt. 

Cam.  Your  Rage  miftakes  us» 
Queen.  The  more  fhame  for  ye ;  holy  Men  I  thought  ye* 

Upon  my  Soul,  two  reverend  Cardinal  Virtues  ; 
But  Cardinal  Sins,  and  hollow  Hearts,  I  fear  ye  : 

Mend  'em  for  fhame,  my  Lords:  Is  this  your  comfjrt? 
The  Cordial  that  ye  bring  a  wretched  Lady  ? 

A  Woman  loft  among  ye,  laugh'd  at,  fcorn'd  ? 
t  will  not  wifh  ye  half  my  Miferies. 

Q>  t 
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I  have  more  Charity.     But  fay  I  warn'd  ye; 
Take  heed,  for  Heav'ns  fake  take  heed,  left  at  once* 
The  burthen  of  my  Sorrows  fall  upon  ye. 

IVoL  Midam,  this  is  a  meer  Diftracfcion, 
You  turn  the  Good  we  offer  into  Envy. 

Queen.  Ye  turn  me  into  nothing.     Wo  upm  ye, 
And  all  fuch  falfe  ProfefTors.     Would  you  have  me, 
(  \£  you  have  any  Juftice,  any  Pity, 
If  ye  be  any  thing,  but  Churchmers  Habits,) 
Put  my  fick  Caufe  into  his  Hands  that  hates  me? 

Alas,  h'as  banifli'd  me  his  Bed  already, 
His  Love  too,  long  ago..    I  am  old,  my  Lords, 
And  all  the  Fellowship  I  hold  now  with  him 
Is  only  by  Obedience.     What  can  happen 
To  me,  above  this  wretchednefs  ?  All  your  Studies 
M:ke  me  a  Curfe,  like  this. 

Cam.  Your  fears  are  worfe.   

Queen.  Have  I  liv'd  thus  long  (let  me  fpeak  my  fe)f, 
Since  Virtue  finds  no  Friends)  a  Wife,  a  rrue  one? 
A  Woman  (I  dare  fay  without  Vain-glory) 
Never  yet  branded  with  Sufpicion  ? 
Have  I,  with  d\  my  full  Affections 

Still  met  t[ie  King  ?  lov'd  him  next  Hcav'n,  obey'd  him  ? 
Beeiiy  out  of  fondnefs,  fuperftitious  to  him  ? 
Almoft  forgot  my  Prayers  to  content  him? 

And  am  I  thus  rewarded  ?  'tis  not  well,  Lords. 
B  in£  me  a  conftant  Woman  to  her  Husband, 

One  that  ne'er  dream'd  a  Joy,  beyond  his  pleafure: 
And  to  that  Woman,  when  fhe  has  done  moft, 
Yet  will  I  add  an  Honour ;  a  great  Patience. 

TVoL  Madam,  you  v/ander  from  the  good 
We  aim  at. 

Quezft.  My  Lord, 
I  dare  not  make  my  felf  fo  guilty, 
To  ̂ ive  up  willingly  that  noble  Title 
Your  Mailer  wed  me  to :  Nothing  but  Death 

Shall  e'er  divorce  my  Dignities, 
Wol.  Pray,  hear  me  — =   
Queen.  Would  f  had  never  trod  this  EngllJJj  Earth, 

Or  idt  the  Flatteries  that  grow  upon  it  : 

Yc  have  Angels  Faces,  but  Heav'n  knows  your  Hearts,' 

LWhae 
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What  (hall  become  of  me  now!  wretched  Lady! 
I  am  the  moft  unhappy  Woman  living. 
Alas,  poor  Wenches,  where  are  now  your  Fortunes  ? 

\  To  her  Women* 

Ship-wrack'd  upon  a  Kingdom,  where  no  Pity, 
No  Friends,  no  Hope,  no  Kindred  weep  for  me? 

Almoft  no  Grave  aliow'd  me?  like  the  Lilly, 
That  once  was  Miftrefsof  the  Field,  andfiouriih'd, 
I'll  hang  my  Head,  and  perifh. 

WoL  If  your  Grace 
Could  but  be  brought  to  know  our  Ends  are  hone  ft, 

You'll  feel  more  comfort.  Why  fhould  we, good  Lady, 
Upon  what  caufc  wrong  you  \  Alas,-  our  Places, 
The  way  of  our  Profeflion  is  againft  it; 
We  are  to  cure  fuch  Sorrows,  not  to  fow  'em. 
For  goodnefs  fake  confider  what  you  do9 
How  you  ma\  hurt  your  felf,  ay,  utterly 

Grow  from  the  King's  Acquaintance,  by  this  Carriage. 
The  Hearts  of  Princes  kjfs  Obedience, . 
So  much  they  love  it :  But  to  ftubborn  Spirits, 
They  fwell  and  grow  as  terrible  as  Storms. 
I  know  you  have  a  gentle,  noble  Temper, 
A  Soul  as  even  as  a  Calm  ;  pray  think  us, 

ri  hofe  we  profefs,  Peace-makers,  Friends  end  Servants. 
Cam,  Madam,  you'll  find  ic  fo : 

You  wrong  your  Virtues 
With  thele  weak  Womens  fears.     A  Noble  Spirir, 
As  yours  was,  pi  t  into  you  ever  cafts 
Such  doubts  as  falfe  Coin  from  it.  The  King  loves  you, 
Beware  you  lofe  it  not ;  for  us  (if  you  pleafe 
To  trull:  us  in  your  Bufinefs^  we  are  ready 
To  ufe  our  utmoft  Studies  in  your  Service. 

Queen.  Do  what  you  will,  my  Lords; 
And  pray  forgive  me, 

If  I  have  us'd  my  felf  unmannerly  ; 
You  know  I  am  a  Womin,  lacking  wit 
To  make  a  feemly  anfwer  to  fuch  Perfons. 
Pray  do  my  Service  to  his  Majefty,    • 
He  has  my  Heart  yet ;  and  fhall  have  my  Prayers 
While  I  fhall  have  my  Life.     Come,  Reverend  Father, 
Beftow  your  Counfels  on  me.    She  now  begs 

Q  5  Thit 
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That  little  thought  when  (he  fet  footing  here, 
She  fhould  have  bought  her  Dignities  fo  dear.         [Exeunt* 

S  C  E  N  E   II. 

Enter  the  Dttktof  Norfolk,  Dnke  of  Suffolk,  Lord  Surrey, 
and  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Nor.  If  you  will  now  unite  in  your  Complaints, 
And  force  them  with  a  Conftancy,  the  Cardinal 
Cannot  ftand  under  them.     If  you  omit 
The  offer  of  this  time,  I  cannot  promife, 
But  that  you  fhall  fuftain  more  new  Difgraces^ 
With  thefe  you  bear  already. 

Sur.  I  am  joyful 
To  meet  the  leaft  Occafion  that  may  give  me 
Remembrance  of  my  Father-in-law  the  Duke^ 

LTo  be  reveng'd  on  him, 
Suf.  Which  of  the  Peers 

Have  uncontemn'd  gone  by  him,  or  at  lead 
Strangely  neglected?  When  did  he  regard 
The  ftamp  of  Noblenefs  in  any  Perfon 
Out  of  himfelf  ? 

Cham.  My  Lords,  you  fpeak  your  Pleafures: 
What  he  deferves  of  you  and  me,  I  know  : 
What  we  can  do  him  (though  now  the  time 
Gives  way  to  us)  I  much  fear.     If  you  cannot 

Bar  his  accefs  to  th'King,  never  attempt 
Any  thing  on  him;  for  he  hath  a  witchcraft 

Over  the  Kingin's  Tongue. Nor.  O  fear  him  not, 

His  Spell  in  that  is  out ;  the  King  hath  found 
Matter  againft  him    that  for  ever  mars 

The  Hony  of  his  Language.     No,  he's  fettled, 
Not  to  come  off,  in  his  high  Difpleafure. 

Sur,  Sir9 

I  fhoujd  be  glad  to  hear  fuch  News  as  this 
Once  every  hour. 

Nor.  Believe  it,  this  is  true. 
In  the  Divorce,  his  contrary  Proceedings 
Are  all  unfolded  i  wherein  heappearsj, 



King  Henry  VIII.  1767 
As  I  would  wifh  mine  Enemy. 

Sur.  How  came 

His  Practices  to  light? 
Sufi  Mofl  ftrangely. 
Stir.  O  how  ?  how  ? 

Suf.  The  Cardinal's  Letters  to  the  Pope  mifcarried, 
And  came  to  th' Eye  o^n.' King,  wherein  was  read, How  that  the  Cardinal  did  intreat  his  Holinefs 

To  flay  the  Judgment  o'th'  Divorce;  for  if 
Jt  did  take  place,  I  do,  quoth  he,  perceive 
My  King  is  tangled  in  AffedUon,  to 

A  Creature  of  the  Queen's,  Lady  Anne  Bullen* 
Sur.  Ha's  the  King  this? 
Sufi  Believe  it, 
Sur.  Will  this  work  ? 

Cham.  The  King  in  this  perceives  him,  how  he  coafls 
And  hedges  his  own  way.     But  in  this  Point, 
All  his  tricks  founder,  and  he  brings  his  Phyfick 

After  his  Patient's  death;  the  King  already 
Hath  married  the  fair  Lady. 

Sur.  Would  he  had. 

Sufi  May  you  be  happy  in  your  wifli,  my  Lord, 
For  I  profefs  you  have  ir. 

Sur.  Now  all  my  joy 
Trace  the  Conjunction. 

Suf.  My  Amen  to'r. Nor.  All  Mens. 

Suf.  There's  order  given  for  her  Coronation  : 
Marry  this  is  but -young,  and  may  be  left 
To  fome  Ears  unrecounted.     Bur,  my  Lords, 
She  is  a  gallant  Creature,  and  compleat 
In  Mind  and  Feature,  I  perfuade  me  from  her 
Will  fall  (bme  Bkfling  to  this  Land,  which  ill  all 

In  it  be  memoriz'd. 
Sur.  But  will  the  King 

Digeft  this  Letter  of  the  Cardinal's  ? The  Lord  forbid. 

Nor.  Marry,  Amen. 
Sufi  No,  no : 

There  be  moe  Wafps  that  buz  about  his  Nofe, 
Will  make  this  fling  the  fooiier.     Cardinal  Campeius, 

Q  4  Is 
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Is  ftoln  away  to  Rome,  luth  ta'cn  no  leave, 
Has  left  the  Caufe  to  th'Kingunhandled>  and 
Imported  as  the  Agent  of  our  Cardinal, 
To  fecond  all  his  Plot.     I  do  affaire  you, 

The  King  cry'd  Ha!  at  this. 
Cham.  Now  God  incenfe  him  5 

And  let  him  cry  Ha,  louder. 
Nor.  But,  my  Lord, 

When  returns  Cranmer  § 

Snf.  He  is  return'd  with  his  Opinions,  which 
Have  fatisfy'd  the  King  for  his  Divorce, 
©ather'd  from,  all  the  famous  Colleges 
Almoft  in  Chriftendom;  fhortly,  I  believe, 
His  fecond  Marriage  mail  be  publiuVd,  and 
Her  Coronation.     Katherine  no  more 

Shall  be  call'd  Queen,  but  Princefs  Dowager, 
A  Widow  to  Prince  -Arthur. 

Nor.   This  fame  Cranmer  s 

A  worthy  Fellow,  and  hath  ta'en  much  pain 
In  the  King's  Bufinefs. 

Suf.  He  has,  and  we  mall  fee  him* 
For  it,  an  Archbifliop. 

Nor.  So  I  hear. 

Suf.  'Tis  fo,  * 
Enter  Wolfey  and  Cromwel. 

The  Cardinal. 

Nor.  Obferve,  obferve,  he's  moody. 
WoL  The  Packet,  Cromwel^ 

Gav't  you  the  King? 
Crom.  To  hj[s  own  Hand,  in's  Bed-chamber. 
WoL  Look'd  he  o'th-  infide  of  the  Paper? 
Crom.  Prefently, 

He  did  unfeal  them,  and  the  firft  he  view'd, He  did  it  with  a  ferious  Mind ;  a  heed 
Was  in  his  Countenance,     You  he  bad 
Attend  him  here  this  Morning. 

WoL  Is  he  ready  to  come  Abroad? 
Crom*  I  think  by  this  he  is. 
WqI.  Leave  me  a  while.  [£#/>  Cromwel. 

It  (hall  be  to  the  Dutchefs  of  Alenfon,  \_Aftt.t. 

The  French  King's  Sifter  \  he  fjiall  marry  her, 
Ann; 
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jinne Baikal — No,  I'JJ  no  Anne  Bnllensiox  him,   
There's  more  in'tthan  fair  Vifage   Bttllenl   
No,  we'll  no  Bullens   Speedily  I  wifli 
To  hear  from  Rome   the  Marchionefs  of  PembrooJ^J—* 

Nor.  He's  difcontented. 
Suf.  May  be  he  hears  the  King 

Does  whet  his  anger  to  him. 
Shy.  Sharp  enough, 

Lord  for  thy  Juftice. 

Wol.  \_AJide?\  The  late  Queen's  Gentlewoman ! 
A  Knight's  Daughter  J 
To  be  her  Miftrefs's  Miftrefs  J  the  Queen's  Queen  J— 
This  Candle  burns  not  clear,  'tis  I  mufl  (huff  ir, 
Then  out  it  goes   What  though  I  know  her  virtuous 
And  well-deferving?  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  fplceny  Lutheran,  and  not  wholfom  to 

Our  Caufe!   that  (lie  (hould  Ive  fth'  Bofom  of 

Our  hard-rul'd  King  !   Again,  there  is  fprung  up 
AnHeretick,  an  arch  one  ;  Cranmery  one 

Hath  crawl'd  into  the  favour  of  the  King, And  is  his  Oracle. 

Norf.  He's  vex'd  at  fomething. 
Enter  King,  reading  of  a.  Schedule. 

Sur.  I  would  'twere  fomething  that  would  fret  the  firing 
The  Mafter-cord  on's  Heart. 

Suf.  The  King,  the  King, 
King.  What  piles  of  Wealth  hath  he  accumulated 

To  his  own  Portion  I  and  what  expence  by  th'  hour 
Seems  to  flow  from  him !  how  i'th'  name  of  Thrift 
Does  he  rake  this  together !  Now,  my  Lords, 
Saw  you  the  Cardinal? 

Nor.  My  Lord^  we  have 
Stood  here  observing  him.  Some  ftrange  Commotion 
Is  in  his  Brain]  he  bites  his  Lip  and  (tarts, 
Stops  on  a  fudden,  looks  upon  the  Ground, 
Then  lays  his  Finger  on  his  Temple  ;  ftraight 
Springs  out  into  fad:  Gate,  then  flops  again, 
Strikes  his  Breaft  hard,  and  then  anon,  he  calls 
His  Eye  againft  the  Moon,  in  mod  ftrange  Poftures 
We  have  feen  him  fet  himfelf, 

King.  It  may  well  be, 
There 
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There  is  a  Mutiny  in's  mind.     This  Morning, 
Papers  of  State  he  fent  me  to  perufe, 

As  I  requir'd;  and  wot  you  what  I  found 
There,  on  my  Conference  put  unwittingly, 
Forfooth  an  Inventory,  thus  importing 
The  feveral  parcels  of  his  Plate,  his  Treafure, 
Rich  Stuffs  and  Ornaments  of  Houfhold,  which 

I  find  at  fuch  a  proud  Rate,  that  it  out-fpeaks 
Pofleffion  of  a  Subject. 

Nor.  It's  Heaven's  will, 
Some  Spirit  put  this  Paper  in  the  Packets, 
To  blefs  your  Eye  withal. 

King.  If  we  did  think 
His  Contemplations  were  above  the  Earth, 

And  fix'd  on  fpiritual  Objects,  he  mould  ftill 
Dwell  in  his  Mufings,  but  I  am  afraid 
His  thinkings  are  below  the  Moon,  nor  worth 
His  ferious  confidering. 

King  takes  his -Seat,  whifpers  Lovel,  who  goei  to  Wolfe^ 
WoL  Heaven  forgive  me-   

Ever  God  blefs  your  Highnefs   ■ 
King.  Good  my  Lord, 

You  are  full  of  heavenly  Stuff,  and  bear  the  Inventory 
Of  your  beft  Graces,  in  your  Mind;  the  which 

You  were  now  running  o'er;  you  have  fcarce  time 
To  fteal  from  fpiritual  leifure,  a  brief  fpan 
To  keep  your  earthly  Audit,  fure  in  that 
I  deem  you  an  ill  Husband,  and  am  glad 
To  have  you  therein  my  Companion. 

WoL  Sir, 

For  Holy  Offices  I  have  a  time;  a  time 
To  think  upon  the  part  of  Bufinefs,  whicfy 

I  bearish'  State;  and  Natute  does  require 
Her  times  of  Prefervation,  which  perforce 
I  her  frail  Son,  amongft  my  Brethren  mortal, 
Muft  give  my  tendance  to. 

King.  You  have  faid  well, 

WoL  And  ever  may  your  Highnefs  yoke  together,^ 
As  I  v/ill  lend  you  caufe,  my  doing  welk 
With  my  well  faying. 

King.  'Tis  well  faid  againa And 
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\nd  'tis  a  kind  of  good  Deed  to  fay  well, 

knd  yet  Words  are  no  Deeds.  My  Father  lov'd  you, tfe  faid  he  did,  and  with  this  Deed  did  crown 
Sis  Word  upon  you.     Since  I  had  my  Office 
[  have  kept  you  next  my  Heart,  have  not  alone 

[mploy'd  you  where  high  Profits  might  come  home, 
But  par'd  my  prefent  Havings,  to  beflow 
My  Bounties  upon  you. 

Wol.  What  mould  this  mean?  {Jffide, 
Stir.  The  Lord  increafe  this  Bufinefs.        \Afide. 
King.  Have  I  not  made  you 

The  prime  Man  of  the  State?  I  pray  you  tell  me, 
If  what  I  now  pronounce,  you  have  found  true  : 
And  if  you  may  confefs  it3  fay  withal 
If  you  are  to  bound  to  us,  or  no.     What  fay  you  ? 

Wol.  My  Sovereign,  I  confefs  your  Royal  Graces 

Showr'd  on  me  daily,  have  been  more  than  could 
Myftudied  purpofes  require,  which  went 

Beyond  all  Man's  endeavours.     My  endeavours, 
Have  ever  come  too  fhort  of  my  defirts, 

Yet  fill'd  with  my  Abilities:  Mine  own  Ends 
Have  been  fo,  that  evermore  they  pointed 

Toth'good  of  your  mofr.  Sacred  Perfcn,  and 
The  profit  of  trie  State  :  For  your  great  Graces 

Heap'd  upon  me,  poor  Undcferver,  I 
Can  nothing  render  but  Allegiant  Thanks, 
My  Prayers  to  Heaven  for  you ;  my  Loyalty, 
Which  ever  has,  and  ever  mall  be  growing, 
'Till  Death,  that  Winter,  kill  it. 

King.  Fairly  anfwer'd: 
A  Loyal  and  Obedient  Subject  is 
Therein  illuftrated,  the  Honour  of  it 

Does  pay  the  Act  of  ir,  as  i'th*  contrary 
The  foulnefs  is  the  Punifhmcnt.     I  prefume, 

That  as  my  Hand  has  open'd  Bounty  to  you, 
My  Heart  dropp'd  Love,  my  Pow'r  rain'd  Honour,  more 
On  you,  than  anys  fo  your  Hand  and  Heart, 
Your  Brain,  and  every  Function  of  your  Power, 

Should,  notwithstanding  that  your  bond  of  Duty, 
As  'twere  in  Love's  particular,  be  more 
To  me,  your  Friend,  than  any. 

Wol 
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Wol.  I  do  profefs, 

That  for  your  Highnefs  good,  I  ever  labour'd 
More  than  mine  own;  That  am  I,  have  been,  and  will  be  ; 
Though  all  the  World  fhould  crack  their  duty  to  you, 
And  throw  it  from  their  Soul;  though  perils  did 

Abound,  as  thick  as  thought  could  make  'em,  and 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid ;  yet,  my  Duty, 
As  doth  a  Rock  againft:  the  chiding  Flood, 
Should  the  approach  of  this  wild  River  break? 
And  ftand  unfhaken  yours. 

King.  'Tis  nobly  fpokcn; 
Take  notice  Lords,  he  has  a  loyal  Breafly 

For  you  havefeen  him  open't.     Read  o'er  this, And  after  this,  and  then  to  Breakfaft  with 
What  appetite  you  may, 

[Exit  King)  frowning  upon  Cardinal  W"ol fey,  the  Nobles throng  after  him  whijpering  and  failings 
WoL  What  fhould  this  mean? 

What  fudden  Anger's  this?  How  have  I  reap'd  it? 
He  parted  frowning  from  me,  as  if  Ruin 

Leap'd  from  his  Eyes.    So  looks  the  chafed  Lion 
Upon  the  daring  Huntfman  that  has  gall'd  him, 
Then  makes  him  nothing.  I  mufl  read  this  Paper : 

I  fear,  the  Story  of  his  Anger   'Tis  fo — — 
This  Paper  has  undone  me«   Tis  th' Account 
Of  all  that  World  of  Wealth  I  have  drawn  together 
For  mine  own  ends,  indeed  to  gain  the  Popedom, 
And  fee  my  Friends  in  Rome,     O  Negligence ! 
Fit  for  a  Fool  to  fall  by :  What  crofs  Devil 
Made  me  put  this  main  Secret  in  the  Packet 
I  fent  .the  King?  Is  there  no  way  to  cure  this? 
No  new  device  to  beat  this  from  his  Brains? 

I  Know  'twill  ftir  him  ftrongly;  yet  I  know 
A  way,  if  it  take  right,  in  fpight  of  Fortune 

Will  bring  me  off  again.   What's  this   To  the  Pope  \ The  Letter,  as  I  live,  with  all  the  Bufinefs 

I  writ  to'-s  Holinefs.     Nay,  then  farewel; 
I  have  touch'd  the  higheft  point  of  all  my  Greatnefs, 
And  from  that  full  Meridian  of  my  Glory, 
I  hafte  now  to  my  Setting,  I  fiiall  fall 

Like 
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Like  a  bright  Exhalation  in  the  Evening, 
And  no  Man  fee  me  more. 

Enter  to  Wolfey,  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk  and  Suffolk,  the  Earl 
of  Surrey,  and  the  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Nor.  Hear  the  King's  pJeafure,  Cardinal, 
Who  commands  you 
To  render  up  the  great  Seal  prefently 
Into  our  hands,  and  to  confine  your  felf 

To  Afljer-houfe^  my  Lord  of  Winchefter's, 
'Till  you  hear  further  from  his  Highnefs. 

IVoL  Stay: 

Where's  your  Commiffion,  Lords  ?  words  cannot  carry Authority  fo  mighty, 

Suf.  Who  dare  crofs  'em, 
Bearing  the  King's  Will  from  his  Mouth  exprefsly? 

WoL  'Till  I  find  more  than  will,  or  words  to  do  it* 
I  mean  your  Malice,  know,  Officious  Lords, 
I  dare,  and  muft  der.y  it.     Now  I  feel 
Of  what  courfe  Metal  ye  are  molded   Envy: 
Mow  eagerly  ye  follow  my  Difgrace 
As  if  it  fed  ye,  and  how  fleek  and  wanton 
Ye  appear  in  every  thing  may  bring  my  Ruin  ? 
Follow  your  envious  Courfes,  Men  of  Malice; 

You  have  a  Chnftian  warrant  for  'em,  and  no  doubt 
In  time  will  find  their  fit  Rewards.     That  Seal 

You  ask  with  fuch  a  Violence,  the  King, 
Mine,  and  your  Matter,  with  his  own  hand  gave  me: 
B?d  me  enjoy  ir,  with  the  Place,  and  Honours 
During  my  life;  and  to  confirm  his  gocdnefs, 

LT)  'd  it  by  Letters  Patents.     Now,  who'll  take  it  ? 
Snr.  The  King  that  gave  it. 
WoL  It  mart  be  himfelf  then. 

Sur.  Thou  art  a  proud  Traitor,  Priefr. 
WoL  Proud  Lord,  thou  lyeft  : 

Within  thefe  6  >rty  hours,  Surrey  durfl  better 
Have  burnt  that  Tongue,  than  laid  fo* 

Sur.  Thy  Ambition, 

Tho  1  *ca.  let  Sinner,  robb'd  this  bewailing  Land 
Of  noble  Buch.  rham9  my  Father-in-Law : 

Jhe  Heads  of  all"  rhy  Brother  Cardinals, With 
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With  thee,  .and  all  thy  beft  parts  bound  together^ 
Weigh'd  not  a  Hair  of  his.     Plague  of  your  Policy, You  fent  me  Deputy  for  Irelandy 
Far  from  his  fuccour;  from  the  King,  from  all       1 

That  might  have  mercy  on  the  fault,  thou  gav'fr,  hirii  • 
Whil'ft  your  great  Goodnefs,  out  of  holy  Pity, 
Abfolv'd  him  with  an  Axe. 

WoL  This,  and  ail  elfe 

This  talking  Lord  can  lay  upon  my  Credit; 
I  anfwer,  is  rhoft  faHe.     The  Duke  by  Law 
Found  his  defers.     How  innocent  I  was 

From  any  private  malice  in  his  end, 
His  noble  Jury,  and  foul  Caufe  can  witnefs. 

If  I  Jov'd  many  words,  Lord,  I  mould  tell  yott*, 
You  have  as  little  Honefty,  as  Honour, 
That  in  the  way  of  Loyalty,  and  Truth 
Toward  the  King,  my  ever  Royal  Matter, 
Dare  mate  a  founder  Man  than  Surrey  can  be$ 
And  all  that  love  h;s  Follies* 

Stir.  By  my  Soul, 
Your  long  Coat,  Prieft,  protects  you, 
Thou  mould'ft  feel 

My  Sword  i'th'  Life-Blood  of  thee  elfe.  My  Lord% 
Can  ye  endure  to  hear  this  Arrogance? 
And  from  this  Fellow.?  If  we  live  thus  tamely, 
To  be  thus  Jaded  by  a  piece  of  Scarlet, 
Farewel  Nobility;  let  his  Grace  go  forward* 
And  dare  us  with  his  Cap,  like  Larks* 

WoL  All  Goodnefs 

Is  poifon  to  thy  Stomach. 
Snr.  Yes,  that  Goodnefs 

Of  gleaning  all  the  Lands-wealth  into  one, 

Into  your  own  hands,  Cardinal,  by  Extortion: 
The  goodnefs  of  your  intercepted  Packets 
You  writ  to  the  Pope,  againft  the  King ;  your  goodnefe 
Since  you  provoke  me,  l^all  be  moft  notorious. 
My  Lord  of  Norfolk,  as  you  are  truly  noble, 
As  you  refpecl:  the  common  Goodj  the  State 

Of  our  defpis'd  N  ability,  our  Iffues* 
Who,  if  he  live,  will  fcarce  be  Gentlemen, 
Produce  the  grand  fum  of  his  Sinsj  the  Articled 
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fcolle&ed  from  his  Life.     Ill  fiartle  you 

Worfe  than  the  facnng  Bell,  when  the  brown  Wench 

Lay  killing  in  your  Arms,  Lord  Cardinal. 

WoU  How  much  methinks  I  could  defpife  this  Man, 
But  that  I  am  bound  in  Charity  againlT  it. 

Nor.  Thofe  Articles,  my  Lord,  are  in  the  King's  Hand : 
But  thus  much,  they  are  foul  ones, 

WoL  So  much  fairer 

And  fpotlefs  (hall  mine  Innocence  arife* 
When  the  King  kno^s  my  Truth. 

Stir.  This  cannot  fave  you: 
I  thank  my  Memory,  I  yet  remember 
Some  of  thefe  Articles,  and  out  they  mall. 
Now,  if  you  can  blufh,  and  cry  Guilty,  Cardinal, 

You'll  ihew  a  little  Honefty. 
Wol.  Speak  on,  Sir, 

I  dare  your  worfl  Objections:  If  I  bluQi,     v 
It  is  to  fee  a  Nobleman  want  Manners. 

Sur.  I  had  rather  want  thofe,  than  my  Head; 
Have  at  you. 

Firft,  that  without  the  King's  affent  or  knowledge, 
You  wrought  to  be  a  Legat,  by  which  power 
You  maim/d  the  Jurifdiclion  or  all  Bifhops. 

Nor.  Then,  that  in  all  you  writ  to  Rome>  or  elfe 
To  foreign  Princes,  Ego  &  Rex  metis 

Was  (till  inferib'd;  in  which  you  brought  the  King 
To  be  your  Servant. 

Sufi  Then,  that  without  the  knowledge 
Either  of  King  or  Council,  when  you  went 
Ambaffador  to  the  Emperor,  you  made  bold 
To  carry  into  Flanders  the  great  Seal. 

Stir.  Item>  You  fent  a  large  Commiffion 
To  Gregory  de  Cajfalis,  to  conclude 

Without  the  King's  Will,  or  the  States  allowance, 
A  League  between  his  Highnefs  and  Ferrara. 

Suf.  That  out  of  meer  Ambition,  you  have  caus'd 
Your  Holy-Hat  to  be  ftamp'd  on  the  King's  Coin. 

Sur.  Then,  that  you  have  fent  innumerable  fubflance, 
By  what  means  got  I  leave  to  your  own  Confcience, 
To  furnifli  Rome,  and  to  prepare  the  ways 
You  have  for  Dignities,  to  the  meer  undoing Of 
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Of  all  the  Kingdom.     Many  more  there  are* 
Which  fince  they  are  of  you,  and  odious* 
I  w>Il  not  taint  my  Mouth  with. 

Cham.    O  fny  Lord, 

Prcfs  not  a  falling  Man  too  far;  'tis  Virtue: 
H:s  Faults  lye  open  to  the  Laws,  let  them, 
Not  you,  correct  him.  My  Heart  weeps  to  fee  him 
So  little,  of  his  great  Self. 

Sur.  I  forgive  hjm0 

Sufi  Lord  Cardinal,  the  King's  further  pleafure  is, 
Becaufe.ali  thofe  things  you  have  done  of  late, 
By  your  power  Legantine,  within  this  Kingdom* 
Fall  into  the  compafsof  a  Praemunire; 
That  therefore  fuch  a  Writ  be  fued  againfl:  you$ 
To  forfeit  all  your  Goods,  Lands,  Tenements, 
Caftles,  and  whatever,  and  to  be 

Out  of  the  King's  Protection.  This  is  my  Charge. 
ISTor.  And  fo  we'll  leave  you  to  your  Meditation? 

How  to  live  better*     For  your  ftubborn  anfwer 
About  the  giving  back  the  great  Seal  to  us, 
The  King  fhall  know  it,  and,  no  doubt,  (hall  thank  you. 
So  fare  you  well,  my  little  good  Lord  Cardinal. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Wolfey* 
WoL  So  farewel  to  the  little  good  you  bear  me. 

farewel,   a  long  farewel  to  all  my  Greatnefs; 
This  is  the  ftate  of  Man;  to  day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  Leaves  of  Hopes,  to  morrow  BloiToms, 
And  bears  his  blufhing  Honours  thick  upon  him: 
The  third  Day  comes  a  Froft,  a  killing  Frolr, 
And  when  he  thinks,  good  eafie  Man,  full  furely 
His  Greatnefs  is  a  ripening,  nips  his  Root, 

And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do.    I  have  ventur'd, 
Like  little  wanton  Boys  that  fwim  on  Bladders, 
This  many  Summers  in  a  Sea  of  Glory* 
But  far  beyond  my  depth:  my  high-blown  Pride; 
At  length  broke  under  me,  and  now  has  left  me 
Weary,  and  old  with  Service*  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rude  Stream,  that  rhufl  for  ever  hide  me. 
Vain  pomp,  and  glory  of  the  WoJd,  i  h    e  ye> 

I  feel  my  Heart  new  open'd*    Oh  how  wretched 
Is  that  poor  Man  that  hangs  on  Princes  Favours  ? fkr! 
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There  is  betwixt  that  fmile  we  would  afpire  to, 
That  fweet  Afped  of  Princes,  and  their  ruin, 
More  pangs  and  fears  than  Wars  or  Women  have: 
And  when  he  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 
Never  to  hope  again. 

Enter  Cromwell  (landing  amaz?dt . 
Why,  how  now,  Cromwell  f 

Crom.  I  have  no  power  to  fpeak,  Sir. 

Wol.  Whit,  amaz'd 
At  my  Misfortunes?  Can  thy  Spirit  wonder 
A  great  Man  mould  decline.     Nay,  and  you  weep 
I  am  fall'n  indeed. 

Crom.  How  does  your  Grace  ? 

Wol.  Why,  well;  ' Never  fo  truly  hippy,  my  good  Cromwell, 
I  know  my  felf  now,  and  I  feel  within  me, 
A  Peace  above  all  Earthly  Dignities, 

A  ftill  and  quiet  Confcience.  The  King  has  cur'd  me, 
I  humbly  thank  his  Grace;  and  from  thefe  Shoulders 

This  ruin'd  Pillar,  out  of  pity,  taken 
A  load  would  fink  a  Navy,  too  much  Honour.  ] 

0  'tis  a  Burden,  Cromwell,  'tis  a  Burden 
Too  heavy  for  a  Man,  that  hopes  for  Heav'n0 

Crom.  I  am  glad  your  Grace 
Has  made  that  right  ufe  of  it. 

Wol,  I  hope  I  have : 
1  am  able. now,  methinks, 
Out  of  a  fortitude  of  Soul,  I  feel, 
To  endure  more  Miferies,  and  greater  far 
Than  my  weak-hearted  Enemies  dare  offer* 
What  News  abroad  ? 

Crom.  The  heavieft,  and  the  worft, 
■  Is  your  difpleafure  with  the  King. 

Wol.  God  blefs  him. 
Crom.  The  next  is,  that  Sir  Thomas  Moor  is  chofen 

Lord  Chancellor,  in  your  place. 
Wol.  That's  fomewhat  fudden- 

r 

c 
* 

But  he's  a  learned  Man.     May  he  continue 
Long  in  his  Highnefs  favour,  and  do  Juftice 

For  Truth's-fake,  and  his  Confcience ;  that  his  Bone?," Vol.  IV.  R 
When 
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When  he  has  run  rus  courfe,  and  deeps  in  Bleffing?, 
May  have  a  Tomb  of  Orphans  Tears  wept  on  him. 
What  more? 

Crom.  That  Cranmer  is  return'd  with  welcome; 
Inftaird  Lord  Archbimop  of  Canterbury. 

Wol.  That's  News  indeed. 
Crom,  Laft,  that  the  Lady  Anne, 

Whom  the  King  hath  in  ftcrecy  long  married, 

This  day  was  view'd  in  open,  as  his  Queen, 
Going  to  Chappel ;  and  the  Voice  is  now 
Only  about  her  Coronation. 

WoL  There  was  the  weight  that  pull*d  me  down. 0  Cromwell, 

The  King  has  gone  beyond  me:  All  my  Glories 
In  that  one  Woman  I  have  loft  for  ever. 
No  Sun  (hall  ever  ufher  forth  mine  Honour?, 
Or  gild  again  the  nobie  Troops  that  waited 
Upon  my  Smiles.    Go  get  thee  from  me,  Cromwell* 

t   lama  poor  fallen  Man,  unworthy  now 
To  be  thy  Lord  and  MUfter.     Seek  the  King, 
That  Sun,  I  pray  may  never  fet ;  I  have  told  him, 
What,  and  how  true  thcu  art ;  he  will  advance  thee : 

•  Some  little  memory  of  me  will  ftir  him, 
1  know  his  noble  Nature,  not  to  let 
Thy  hopeful  fervice  perifh  too.     Good  Cromwell^ 
Neglect  him  not;  make  ufe  now,  and  provide 
For  thine  own  future  fafety. 

Crom.  O  my  Lord, 
Muft  I  then  leave  you?  Muft  I  needs  forgo 
So  good,  fo  noble,  and  fo  true  a  Mafter? 
Bear  witnefs,  all  that  have  not  Hearts  of  Iron, 
With  what  a  forrow  Cromjvell  leaves  his  Lord. 

The  King  fhall  have  my  fervice;  but  my  Prayer? 
For  ever  and  for  ever  mall  be  yours. 
WoL  Cromwell,  I  did  not  think  to  ihed  a  Tear 

In  all  my  Miferies;  but  thou  haft  fore'd  me, 
Out  of  thy  honeft  truth,  to  play  the  Woman. 

Let's  dry  our  Eyes :  And  thus  far  hear  me,  Cromwdt^ 
And  when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  fhall  be, 
And  fleep  in  dull  cold  Marble*  where  no  mention 
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OF  me  more  muft  be  beards  Say*  I  taught  thee; 
Say,  Wolfey,  that  once  trod  the  ways  of  Glory, 
And  founded  all  the  Depths  and  Shoals  of  Honour*, 
Found  thee  a  way,  out  of  his  Wrack,  to  rife  in: 
A  fure,  and  fafe  one,  though  thy  Matter  mift  it. 

Mark  but  my  Fall,  and  that  that  ruin'd  me: 
Cromwell,  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  Ambition, 
By  that  Sin  fell  the  Angels;  how  can  Man  then, 
The  Image  of  his  Maker,  hope  to  win  it* 
Love  thy  felfiaiT,  cherifiithofe  Hearts  that  hate  thee: 
Corruption  wins  not  more  than  Honefty. 
Still  in  thy  right  Hand,  carry  gentle  Peace 
To  filence  envious  Tongues.    Be  jufT,  and  fear  nor. 

Let  all  the  ends  thou  aim'ft  at,  be  thy  Country's, 
Thy  God's  and  Truth's;  then  if  thou  fall'ft,  O  Cromwell* 
Thou  fall'ft  a  bkfled  Martyr. 
Serve  the  King;  and  prithee  lead  me  in: 
There  take  an  Inventory  of  all  I  have, 

To  the  lafl  Penny,  'tis  the  King's.     My  Robe, 
And  my  Integrity  to  Heav'n,  is  all, 
I  dare  now  call  mine  own.     O  Cromwell,  Cromwell? 

Hid  I  but  ferv'd  my  God,  with  half  the  Zeal 
I  ferv'd  my  King  ;  he  would  not  in  mine  Age Have  left  me  nak  d  to  mine  Enemies. 

Crom.  Good  Sir,  have  patience. 
WoL  So  I  have.  Farewel 

1rhe  hopes  of  Court,  my  hopes  in  Heav'n  do  dwdh 

[Exeunt* 

ACT    IV.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen,  meeting  one  another* 

i  fj^j/.X/Ou're  well  met  once  againa 
A     1  Gen.  So  are  you. 

1  Gen.  You  come  to  take  your  Stand  here,  and  behold 
The  Lady  Anne  pafs  from  her  Coronation. 

i  Gen.  'Tis  all  my  Bufinefs.     At  our  lafl:  encounter, 
The  Pake  of  Bdchmgham  came  from  his  Trial, 

R  %  i  Sik 
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i  Gen.  'Tis  very  true.     But  that  time  offer'd  Sorrow, 
This,  general  Joy. 

2  Gen.  'Tjs  well;  the  Citizens 
I  am  fure  have  fhewn  at-full  their  Royal  Minds, 

And  let  'ern  have  their  rights,  they  are  ever  forward 
In  Celebration  of  this  day  with  Shews, 
Pag  ants,  and  Sights  of  Honour. 

i  Gen,  Never  greater, 

Nor  I'll  afTure  you  better  taken,  Sir. 
2  Gen.  May  I  be  bold  to  ask  what  that  contains, 

That  Paper  in  your  Hands  ? 

i  Gen.  Yes,  'tis  the  Lift 

Of  thofe'  that  claim  their  Offices  this  Day, By  cuftom  of  the  Coronation. 
The  Duke  of  Suffblkjs  the  firft,  and  claims 
To  be  high  Steward;  next  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^ 
He  to  be  Earl  Marfhal;  you  may  read  the  reft. 

2  Gen.  I  thank  you,  Sir ;   had  I  not  known  thofe  Cuftoms* 
I  fhould  have  been  beholding  to  your  Paper : 

But  I  befeech  you  what's  become  of  Katharine, 
The  Princefs  Dowager?  How  goes  her  Bufinefs? 

i  Gen.  That  I  can  tell  you  too;  the  Archbifhop 
Of  Canterbury,  accompanied  with  other 
Learned,  and  Reverend  Fathers  of  his  Order, 
Held  a  late  Court  at  Dunflable,  fix  Miles  off 
From  dmpthil,  where  the  Princefs  lay,  to  which 

She  was  often  cited  by  them,  but  appear'd  not : 
And  to  be  fhort,  for  not  A  ppearance,  and 

The  King's  late  fcruple,  by  the  main  aflent 
Of  all  thefe  learned  Men,  frre  was  Divorc'd, 
And  the  late  Marriage  made  of  none  effed: : 
Since  which,  fhe  was  removed  to  Kimbolton* 
Where  fhe  remains  now  fick. 

2  Gen.  Alas  good  Lady  \ 
The  Trumpets  found;  ftand  clofe* 
The  Queen  is  coming*  [Hautboys. 

The 
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The  Order  of  the  Coronation, 

1  •  A  lively  Flour ifi  of  Trumpets, 
2.  Then  two  Judges, 
3.  Lord  Chancellor ,  with  the  Pur fe  and  Mace  before  him.. 
4.  Qmrifiers  Jinging.  j_Mufi  dr. 
5.  Major  of  London,  bearing  the  Mace.  Then  Garter  tn 

his  Coat  of  Arms,  and  on  his  Head  a  Gilt  Copper 
Crown. 

6.  Mar  que fs  of  Dorfet,  bearing  a  Scepter  of  Gold,  on  his 
Head  a  Demi-Coronal  of  Gold.  With  him>  the  Earl  of 
Surrey,  bearing  the  Rod  of  Silver  with  the  Dove,  Crown  d 

with  an  Earl's  Coronet.    Collars  of  SS. 
7.  Duke,  of  Suffolk,  in  his  Robe  of  Eft  ate,  his  Coronet  on  his 

Head,  bearing  a  long  white  Wand,  as  High  Steward.  With 
him  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  with  the  Rod  of  MarJhalJJjip, 
a  Coronet  on  his  Head,     Collars  of  SS, 

8.  A  Canopy  born  by  four  of  the  Cinque-ports,  under  it  the 
Queen  in  her  Robe;  in  her  Hair,  richly  adorned  with  Pearly 
Crowned.  On  each  fide  her  the  Bijhops  of  London  and 
Winchefter. 

9.  The  old  Dutchefs  of  Norfolk,  Hn  a  Coronal  of  Gold,  wrought 

with  Flowers,  bearing  the  Queen's  Train. 
10.  Certain  Ladies  or  Countejfes,  with  plain  Circlets  of  Gold 

without  Flowers. 

They  pafs  over  the  Stage  in  Order  and  State,  and  then  Exeunt, 
with  a  great  Flour ifh  of  Trumpets, 

1  Gen,  A  Royal  Train,  believe  me;  thefe  I  know; 

Who's  that  bears  the  Scepter? 
1  Gen.  Marquefs  Dorfet. 

And  that  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  with  the  Rod. 
2  Gen.  A  bold  brave  Gentleman.     That  fliould  be 

The  Duke  of  Suffolk. 

1  Gen,  'Tis  the  fame:  High  Steward. 
2  Gen.  And  that  my  Lord  of  Norfolk^ 
1  Gen.  Yes. 

2  Gen.  Heav'n  blefs  thee, 
Thou  haft  the  fweeteft  Face  I  ever  look'd  oiu 

R  $  Sir, 
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Sir,  as  I  have  a  Soul,  me  is  an  Angel; 
Our  King  has  all  the  Indies  in  his  Arms, 
And  more,  and  richer,  when  he  ftrains  that  Lady? 
I  cannot  b'ame  his  Confcience. 

I  Gen.  They  that  bear 
The  Cloth  of  Honour  oyer  her,  are  four  Barons 
Of  the  Cinque- Ports. 

z  Gen.  Thofe  Men  are  happy, 
And  fo  are  all,  are  near  her. 

%  take  it,  fhe  that  carries  up  the  Train, 
ts  that  old  noble  Lacjy,  the  Dutchefs  of  Norfolk. 

t  Gen.  It  is,  and  all  the  reft  are  CountefTes. 

%  Gen*  Their  Coronets  fay  fo.   Thefe  are  Stais  indeed5 
And  fometimes  falling  onef. 

1  Gen.  No  more  of  that, 
Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

pod  fave  you  Sir.   Where  have  you  been  broiling? 

3  Gen.  Among  the  croud  Tth'  Abby,  where  a  Fjngev 
Could  not  be  wedg'd  in  more;  I  am  ftifled 
With  the  meer  Ranknefs  of  their  Joy. 

2  Gen.  You  faw  the  Ceremony  ? 
3  Gent  I  did. 
I  Gen.  How  was  it? 

3  Gen.  Well  worth  the  feeing. 
Z  Gen.  Good  Sir,  fpeak  it  to  us.  j 
$  Gen.  As  well  as  I  am  able.    The  rich  Stream, 

Pf  Lords  and  Ladies,  havirg  brought  the  Queen 
To  a  prepaid  place  in  the  Quire,  fell  off 
A  diftance  from  her ;  while  her  Grace  fate  down 
To  reft  a  while,  fome  half  an  hour,  or  fo, 
In  a  rich  Chair  of  State,  oppofing  freely 

The  Beauty  of  her  Perfon  i   'he  People. 
Believe  me,  Sir,  fhe  is  the  gooc'ieft  Woman 
That  ever  lay  by  Man;  which  when  the  People 
Had  the  full  View  of,  fuch  a  noife  arofe, 
As  the  fhrov/ds  make  at  Sea  in  a  ftfff  Tempeft, 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  tunes.     Hats,  Cloaks, 
Doublets,  I  think,  flew  up,  and  had  their  Faces 
Been  loofe,  this  day  they  had  been  loft.    Such  joy 

I  never  faw  before.    Great- belly'd  Women, 
I'hat  had  not  half  a  Week  to  go,  like  Rams 
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In  the  old  time  of  War,  would  ftiake  the  Prefs 

And  make  'em  reel  before  'em.    No  Man  living 
Could  fay,  this  is  my  Wife  there,  all  were  woven 
So  ftrangely  in  one  piece. 

iGen.  But  what  follow'd? 
3  Gen.  At  length  her  Grace  rofe  and  with  modefl  PaaV 

Came  to  the  Altar,  where  (he  kneel'd,  and  Saint-like 
Caft  her  fair  Eyes  to  Heav'n,  and  pray'd  devoutly. 
Then  rofe  again,  and  bow'd  her  to  the  People : 
When  by  the  Archbifliop  of  Canterbury, 
She  had  all  the  Royal  makings  of  a  Queen; 

As  holy  Oil,  Edward  ConfefTor's  Crown, 
The  Rod,  and  Bird  of  Peace,  and  all  fuch  Emblems 

Laid  nobly  on  her:  which  performed,  the  Quire 
With  all  the  ch  iceft  Mufick  of  the  Kingdom, 
Together  fung  Te  Denm.     So  (he  parted, 

And  wirh  the  fame  full  State  pac'd  back  again 
To  Torl^-Place,  where  the  Feaft  is  held. 

1  Gen.   Sir, 

You  muft  no  more  call  it  YorJ^PLicc,  that's  paft. 
For  fince  the  Cardinal  fell,  that  Title's  loft, 

Tis  now  the  King's,  and  call'd  Whitehall. 
5  Gen.  I  know  it : 

But  'tis  fo  lately  alter'd,  that  the  old  Name Is  frefk  about  me. 

z  Gen.  What  two  Reverend  Biftiops 
Were  thofe,  that  went  on  each  fide  of  the  Queen  ? 

3  Gen.  Stokejly  and  Gar  diner  y  the  one  ofWinchefttr* 

Newly  prcferr'd  from  the  King's  Secretary : The  other,  London. 

z  Gen.   He  of  Winch e ft er 

\s  held  no  great  ̂ ood  Lover  of  the  Archbifhop, 
The  virtuous  Cranmcr 

3  Gen.  All  the  Land  knows  thst: 

However  yet  there  is  no  great  breach,  when  it  comes, 
Cranmer  will  find  a  Friend  will  not  fli rink  from  hm, 

1  Gen.  Who  may  be  that,  I  pray  you? 
3  Geny  Thomas  Cromwell, 

A  Man  in  much  efteem  with  th'King,  and  truly A  worthy  Friend.     The  King  has  made  him 
R  4  Mallei 
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Matter  o'th'  Jewel  Houfe, 
And  one  already  of  the  Privy-Council. 

2  Gent.  He  will  deferve  more. 

3  Gent.  Yes,  without  all  doubt. 
Come,  Gentlemen,  ye  (hall  go  my  way, 

Which  is  to  th'Courr,  and  there  ye  (hall  be  my  Guefts: 
Something  I  can  command;  as  I  walk  thither 

I'll  tell  ye  more. 
Both.  You  may  command  us,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  Katharine  Dowager,  fak*  led  between  Griffith  her 
Gentleman-Ufoer,  and  Patience  her  Woman. 

Grif.  How  does  your  Grace? 
Kath.  O  Griffith,  lick  to  death  : 

MyJlegs  like  loaded  Branches  bow  to  Earth, 
Willing  to  leave  their  Burthen:  Reach  a  Chair   
So   now  methinks  I  feel  a  little  eafe.         [Sitting  down,. 

Didft  thou  not  tell  me,  Griffith,  as  thou  lead'ft  me, 
That  the  great  Child  of  Honour,  Cardinal  JVclfey, 
Was  dead? 

Grif.  Yes,  Madam;  but  I  think  your  Grace, 

Out  of  the  pain  you  fuffer'd,  gave  no  ear  to't. 
Kath.  Prithee,  good  Griffith,  tell  me  how  hedy'd. 

If  well,  he  ftept  before  me  happily 
For  my  Example. 

Grif.  Wei),  the  Voice  goes,  Madam; 
For  after  the  flout  Earl  Northumberland 

Arretted  him  at  TorJ^,  and  brought  him  forward 
Asa  Man  forely  tainted,  to  his  Anfwer, 
He  fell  fick  fuddenly,  and  grew  fo  ill 
He  could  net  fit  his  Mule. 

Kath.  Alas  poor  Man. 
Grif.  At  laft,  with  eafie  Roads  he  came  to  Leicefler, 

Lodged  in  the  Abby;  where  the  reverend  Abbor, 
With  all  his  Convent,  honourably  receiv'd  him  > 
To  whom  he  gave  thefe  Words.     O  Father  Abbot, 
An  old  Man  broken  with  the  Storms  of  State, 

Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  Bones  among  ye; 
Give  him  a  little  Earth  for  Charity, 
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So  went  to  Bed;  where  eagerly  his  Sicknefs 

Purfu'd  him  ftill,  and  three  Nights  after  this, 
About  the  hour  of  eight,  which  he  himfelf 
Foretold  mould  be  his  lair,  full  of  Repentance, 
Continual  Meditations,  Tears  and  Sorrows, 

He  gave  his  Honours  to  the  World  again, 
His  blefled  part  to  Heaven,  and  flept  in  Peace. 

Kath.  So  may  he  reft, 

His  faults  lye  bury'd  with  him. 
Yet  thus  far,  Griffith,  give  me  leave  to  fpeak  him* 
And  yet  with  Charity;   he  was  a  Man 
Of  an  unbounded  Stomach,  ever  ranking 
Himfelf  with  Princes.     One  that  by  Suggeftion 

Ty'd  all  the  Kingdom  ;  Simony  was  fair  play, 
His  own  Opinion  was  his  Law.     Pth' Presence 
He  would  fay  Untruths,  and  be  ever  double 
Both  in  his  Words  and  Meaning.     He  was  never, 
But  where  he  meant  to  Ruin,  pitiful. 
His  Promifes  were,  as  lie  then  was,  Mighty; 
But  his  Performance,  as  he  now  is,  Nothing; 
Of  hi$  own  Body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 
The  Clergy  ill  Example. 

Grif.  Noble  Madam, 
Mens  evil  Manners  live  in  Brafs,  their  Virtues 
We  write  in  Water.     Miy  it  pieafe  your  Highnefs 
To  hear  me  fpeak  his  Good  now  2 

Kath.  Yes,  good  Griffith, 
I  were  malicious  elfe. 

Grif.  This  Cardinal, 
Though  from  an  humble  Stock,  undoubtedly 

Was  fafhion'd  to  much  Honour.     From  his  Cradle 
He  was  a  Scholar,  and  a  ripe  and  good  one ; 
Exceeding  wife,  fair  fpoken,  and  perfuading; 

Lofty  and  four  to  them  that  lov'd  him  not ; 
But  to  thofe  Men  that  fought  him,  fweet  as  Summer. 
And  though  he  were  unfati&fied  in  getting, 
Which  was  a  Sin,  yet  in  beftowing,  Madam, 
He  was  moil:  Princely;  ever  witnefs  for  him 

Thofe  twins  of  Learning,  that  he  rais'd  in  you, 
Jpjwich  and  Oxford ;  one  of  which  fell  with  him, 
Unwilling  to  out-live  the  good  that  did  it. 

The 
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The  other,  though  unflniuVd,  yet  fo  famous. 
So  excellent  in  Art,  and  ftill  fo  rifing, 
That  Chriftendom  fliall  ever  fpeak  his  Virtue. 

His  Overthrow  heap'd  Happinefs  upon  him  ; 
For  then,  and  not  'till  then,  he  felt  himfelf, 
And  found  the  BlefFednefs  of  being  little. 
And  to  add  greater  Honours  to  his  Age 

Than  Man  could  give  him,-  he  dy'd,  fearing  God. 
Kath.  After  my  Death,  I  wifh  no  other  Herald^ 

No  other  Speaker  of  my  living  Actions, 
To  keep  mine  Honour  from  Corruption, 
But  fuch  an  honeft  Chronicler,  as  Griffith. 
Whom  I  moft  hated  living,  thou  haft  made  me 
With  thy  religious  Truth  and  Modefty, 
Now  in  his  Allies,  Honour;  Peace  be  with  him. 
Patiencey  be  near  me  ftill,  and  fet  me  lower. 
I  have  not  long  to  trouble  thee.     Good  Griffith^ 
Caufe  the  Mufkians  play  me  that  fad  Note 

I  nam'd  my  KJnelli  whilft  I  fit  meditating 
On  that  Celeftial  Harmony,  I  go  to. 

Sad  and  folemn  Mujlck* 

Grif.  She  is  afleep:  Good  Wench,  let's  fit  down  quiet^ 
For  fear  we  wake  her.     Sartly,  gentle  Patience. 

The  Vifion.  Enter  folemnly  tripping  one  after  another »  fix  Per- 
fonages,  clad  in  white  Robesy  wearing  on  their  Head  Garlandi 

ef  Bays,  and  golden  Wizards  on  their' FaceSy  Branches  of  Bays 
or  Palm  in  their  Hands.  They  firfi  Congee  unto  her9  then 
Dance ;  and  at  certain  Changes^  the  firfi  two  hold  a  fpare 
Garland  over  her  Heady  at  which  the  other  fonr  make  reve- 

rend Curtjies.  Then  the  twoy  that  held  the  Garlandy  deliver 
the  fame  to  the  other  next  twoy  who  obfervj  the  fame  order 
sn  their  Change Sy  and  holding  the  Garland  over  her  Head. 
Which  doney  they  deliver  the  fame  Garland  to  the  lafi  rwoywha. 
likewife  obferve  the  fame  Order,  At  which y  as  it  were  by  ln- 
fpirationy  jhe  makes :,  inher  feepyfignsofrejoycingy  and  holdeth 
up  her  Hands  to  Heaven,  And  fo  in  their  Dancing  vanifb, 
Carrying  the  Garland  with  them.     The  Mufick^  continues. 

Kath,  Spirits  of  Peace,  where  are  ye  ?  are  ye  all  gone?' 
And  leave  me  here  in  wretchednefs  behind  ye? 

Grif, 
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Grif.  Madam,  we  are  here. 
Kath.  It  is  not  you  I  call  for, 

Saw  ye  none  enter,  fince  I  flept? 
Grif.  None,  Madam, 
Kath.  No  t  Saw  you  notevcn  now  a  bleffed  Troop 

Invite  me  to  a  Banquet,  whofe  bright  Faces 
Caft  a  thoufand  Beams  upon  me,  like  the  Sun? 

They  promis'd  me  eternal  Happinefs, 
And  brought  me  Garlands,  Griffith^  which  I  feel 
I  am  not  worthy  yet  to  wear  :  I  mail  gffuredly. 

Grif.  I  am  mofl:  joyful,  Madam,  fuch  good  Dreams 
Poffefs  your  Fancy. 

Kath.  Bid  the  Muflck  leave, 
They  are  harm  and  hea  y  to  me,  \_Mttfickce  fifes* 

Pat.  Do  you  note 
How  much  her  Grace  is  alter'd  on  the  fudden? 
How  long  her  Face  is  drawn  ?  How  pale  me  looks, 
And  of  an  earthy  cold?  Maik  her  Eyes. 

Grif.  She  is  going,  Wench,     Pray,  pray,   
Pat.  Heaven  comfort  her. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  And't  like  your  Grace   
Kath.  You  are  a  fawcy  Fellow, 

Deferve  we  no  more  Reverence? 

Grif  You  are  to  blame, 
Knowing  (he  will  not  lofe  her  wonted  Greatneft 
To  ufe  fo  rude  Behaviour.     Go  to,  kneel. 

Mef.  I  humbly  do  intreat  your  Highnefs  Pardon, 
My  hafte  made  me  unmannerly.  There  is  flaying 
A  Gentleman  fent  from  the  Kine,  to  fee  you. 

Kath.  Admit  him  entrance,  Griffith.  But  this  Fellow 

Let  me  ne'er  fee  again.  [Exit  Mejfenger. Enter  Lord  Capucius. 
If  my  fight  fail  me  not, 
You  mould  be  Lord  Ambaffador  from  the  Empferor, 
My  Royal  Nephew,  and  your  Name  Capucitts. 

Cap.  Madam,  the  fame,  your  Servant. 
Kath.  O  my  Lord, 

The  Times  and  Titles  now  are  alter'd  ftrangely 
With  me,  fince  firft  you  knew  me. 
£ut  I  pray  you, 

What 
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What  is  your  Pleafure  withm;:? 

Cap.  Noble  Lady, 
Firft  mine  own  Service  to  your  Grace,  the  next 

The  King's  rcqueft  that  I  would  vifit  you, 
Who  grieves  much  for  your  weaknefs,  and  by  me 
Sends  you  his  Princely  Commendations* 
And  heartily  intreats  you  take  good  Comfort. 

Kath.  O  my  good  Lord,  that  comfort  comes  too  late, 
'Tis  like  a  Pardon  after  Execution ; 

That  gentle  Phyfick  given  in  time  had  cur'd  me: 
But  now  I  am  pad:  all  Comforts  here>  but  Prayers. 
How  does  his  Highnefs? 

Cap.  Madam,  in  good  Health. 
Kath.  So  may  he  ever  do,  and  ever  flourifli, 

When  I  fliall  dwell  with  Worms,  and  my  poor  Name 

Baniih'd  the  Kingdom.     Patience,  is  that  Letter 
I  caus'd  you  write,  yet  fentaway? 

Pat.  No,  Madam. 

Kath.  Sir,  I  muft  humbly  pray  you  to  deliver 
This  to  my  Lord  the  King. 

Cap,  Moft  willingly,  Madam. 
Kath.  In  which  I  have  commended  to  his  Goodnefs 

The  Model  of  our  chafte  loves,  his  young  Daughter, 
The  dews  of  Heaven  fall  thick  in  Bleffings  on  her, 
Befeeching  him  to  give  her  virtuous  breeding. 
She  is  young,  and  of  a  Noble  modeft  Nature, 
I  hope  me  will  deferve  well,  and  a  little 

To  love  her  for  her  Mother's  fake,  that  lov'd  him, 
Heaven  knows  how  dearly. 
My  next  poor  Petition 
Is,  that  his  Noble  Grace  would  have  fome  pity 
Upon  my  wretched  Women,  that  fo  long 

Have  follow 'd  both  my  Fortunes,  faithfully, 
Of  which  there  is  not  one,  I  dare  avow, 
And  now  I  mould  not  lye,  but  well  deferve 
For  Virtue,  and  true  Beauty  of  the  Soul, 
For  Honefly,  and  decent  Carriage, 
A  right  good  Husband,  let  him  be  a  Noble, 

And  fure  thofe  Men  are  happy  that  ihall  have  'em. 
The  laft  is  for  my  Men,  they  are  the  pooreft, 

But  Poverty  could  never  draw  'em  from  me, 
That 
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That  they  may  have  their  Wages  duly  paid  'em, 
And  fomething  over  to  remember  me  by. 

If  Heav'n  had  pleas'd  to  have  given  me  longer  Life 
And  able  Means,  we  had  not  parted  thus. 
Thefe  are  the  whole  Contents,  and  good  my  Lord, 
By  that  you  love  the  deareft  in  this  World, 
As  you  wifh  peace  to  Chriftian  Souls  departed, 
Stand  thefe  poor  Peoples  Friend,  and  urge  the  King 
To  do  me  this  laft  Right. 

Cap,  By  Heaven  I  will, 
Or  let  me  loofe  the  fafhion  of  a  Man. 

Kath.  I  thank  you,  honeft  Lord.     Remember  me 
In  all  humility  unto  his  Highnefs ; 
Sty,  his  long  trouble  now  is  paffing 
Out  of  this  World.   Tell  him,  in  death  I  bled  him, 
For  fo  I  will ;  mine  Eyes  grow  dim.     Farewel, 
My  Lord.     Griffith  farewel.     Nay ,  Patience, . 
You  mull:  not  leave  me  yet.     I  muir.  to  Bed, 
Call  in  more  Women.  When  I  am  dead,  good  Wench, 
Let  rne  be  us'd  with  Honour,  ftrew  me  over 
With  Maiden  Flowers,  that  all  the  World  mayknow 
I  was  a  chaft  Wife  to  my  Grave :  Embalm  me, 

Then  lay  me  forth,  although  un-Queen'd,  yet  like 
A  Queen,  and  Daughter  toaKinp,  inter  me. 
I  can  no  more.  [Exeunt,  leading  Katharine. 

A  C  T    V.     SCENE! 

Enter  Gardiner  Bijbtp  of  Winchefter,  a  Page  with  a  Torch 
before  him>  met  by  Sir  Thomas  Lovel. 

Gard.TTS  one  a  Clock,  Boy,  is't  not? 
X     Boy.  It  hath  (truck. 

Gard.  Thefe  mould  be  hours  for  Neceffities, 
Not  for  Delights;  times  to  repair  our  Nature 
With  comforting  Repofe,  and  not  for  us 
To  wade  thefe  times.    Good  hour  of  Night,  Sir  Thomas, 

.Whither  fo  late?  -.-.  \ 
Lqvi 



i75>o  ,  The  LIFE  of 

Lov.  Came  you  from  the  King,  my  Lord  ? 
Gard.  I  did,  Sir  Thomas*  and  left  him  at  Prlmeri 

With  the  Duke  of  Suffolk. 
Lov.  I  muft  to  him  too, 

Before  he  go  to  Bed.     I'll  take  my  leave. 
Gard.  Not  yet,  Sir  Thomas Lovel;  what's  the  matter? 

It  feems  you  are  in  hafte:  And  if  there  be 

No  great  Offence  belongs  to't,  give  your  Friend 
Some  touch  of  your  late  Bufinefs  $  Affairs  that  walk. 
As  they  fay  Spirits  do,  at  midnight,  have 
In  them  a  wilder  Nature,  than  the  Bufinefs 

That  feeks  difpatch  by  Day. 
Lov.  My  Lord,  I  Jove  you ; 

And  durft  commend  a  Secret  to  your  Ear 

Much  weightier  than  this  Work.     The  Queen's  in  Labdur 

They  fay  in  great  extremity,  and  fear'd 
She'll  with  the  Labour  end. 

Gard.  The  Fruit  fhe  goes  with 
I  pray  for  heartily,  that  ir  may  find 
Good  time,  and  live;  but  for  the  Stock,  SirThowati 

I  wifh  it  grubb'd  up  row. Lov.  Methinks  I  could 

Cry  the  Amen,  and  yet  my  Confcience  fays, 
She  is  a  good  Creature,  and  fweet  Lady,  does 
Deferve  our  better  Wifhes. 

Gard.  But,  Sir,  Sir- 

Hear  me,  Sir  Thomas,— —  y'are  a  Gentleman 
Of  mine  own  way,  I  know  you  are  Wife,  Religiou 3, 

And  let  me  tell  you,  it  will  ne'er  be  well, 
'Twill  not,  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  tak't  of  me, 
'Till  Cranmer,  Cromwell*  her  two  Hands,  and  Qie>' 
Sleep  in  their  Graves. 

Lov.  Now,  Sir,  you  fpeak  of  two 

The  moft  remark'd  i'th*  Kingdom  ;  as  for  Cromwelk 
Befide  that  of  the  Jewel-houfe,  is  made  Mafter 

O'th'  Rolls,  and  the  King's  Secretary.  Further,Sir, 
Stands  in  the  £ap  and  trade  for  more  Preferments, 

With  which  the  Time  will  load  him.  Th'  Archbiihop 
Is  the  King's  Hand,  or  Tongue,  and  who  dare  fpeak 
0>ne  Syllable  againft  him? 
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&<*r^.  Yes,  yes,  Sir  Thomas, 

There  are  that  dare  ;  and  I  my  felf  have  ventur'd 
To  fpeak  my  Mind  of  him;  and  indeed  this  Day, 
Sir,  I  may  tell  it  you,  I  think  I  have 

Incei/i'd  rhe  Lords  of  the  Council,  that  he  is, 
(For  fo  I  know  he  is,  they  know  he  is,) 
A  moii  Arch-heretick,  a  Peftilence 

That  dof  s  infect-  the  Land ;  with  which  they  mov'd*, 
H*ve  broken  with  the  King,  who  hath  fo  far 
Given  eai  to  our  Complaint,  of  his  great  Grace 
And  Princely  Care,  forefeeing  thofe  fell  Mifchiefs 
OurReafons  laid  before  him,  hath  commanded 

To  M  >rrow  morning  to  the  Council  Board 

He  be  Convented.     He's  a  rank  Weed,  Sir  Thomas, 
And  we  muft  root  him  our.     From  your  Affairs 
I  hinder  you  too  long:  Good  Nighr,Sir  Thomas. 

\Exettnt  Gardiner  and  Page. 
Lov.  Many  good  Nights,  my  Lord,  I  reft  your  Servant. 

Enter  King  and  Suffolk. 
King.  Charles,  I  will  play  no  more  to  Night, 

My  Mind's  not  on't,  you  are  too  hard  for  me. 
Stif.  Sir,  I  did  never  win  of  you  before. 
King.  But  little,  Charles, 

Nor  (hall  not,  when  my  Fancy's  on  my  Play. 
Now,  Lovel,  from  the  Queen  what  is  the  News? 

Lov.  I  could  not  perfonally  deliver  to  her 
What  you  commanded  me,  but  by  her  Woman 

I  fent  your  MefTage,  who  return'd  her  Thanks 
In  the  greateft  humblcnefs,  and  defir'd  your  Highnefs 
Moft  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

King.  What  fay'ftthou?  Ha! 
To  pray  for  her!  What!  is  flie  crying  out? 

Lov.  So  faid  her  Woman,  and  that  her  fufPrance  made 
Almoft  each  pang  a  death. 

King.  Alas,  good  Lady. 
Stif.  God  fately  quit  her  of  her  Burthen,  and 

^ith  gentle  Travel,  to  the  gladding  of 
Xour  Highnefs  with  an  Heir. 

King.  'Tis  midnight,  Charles, 
ee  to  Bed,  and  in  thy  Prayers  remember 

-iUu  of  my  poor  Queen.    Leave  me  alone> ' For 
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For  I  muft  think  of  that,  which  Company 
Would  not  be  friendly  to.   • 

Sttf.  I  willi  your  Highnefs 
A  quiet  Night,  and  my  good  Miflrefs  will 
Remember  in  my  Prayers. 

King.  Charles,  Good  Night:  [Exit Suffolk. 
Weil,  Sir,  what  follows? 

Enter  Sir  Anthony  Denny. 
Denny.  Sir,  I  have  brought  my  Lord  the  Archbiftiop, 

As  you  commanded  me. 
King.  Ha  !  Canterbury !  • 
Denny.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

King.  'Tis  true   where  is  he,  Denny* 
Denny.  He  attends  your  Highnefs  pleafure. 
King.  Bring  him  to  us.  [Exit Denny* 
Lov.  This  is  about  that  which  the  Bifhop  fpake. 

I  ant  happily  come  hither.  \Afide. 
Enter- Cranmer 'and  Denny. 

King.  Avoid  the  Gallery.  [LoveJ  feemeth  t$  ftay. 
Ha !   1  have  faid   be  gone.  [Exeunt  Lovel  and  Denny. 

Cran.  I  am  fearful:  Wherefore  frowns  he  thus? 

'Tis  his  Afpect  of  Terror.     All's  not  well. 
King.  How  now,  my  Lord  ? 

You  do  defire  to  know,  wherefore 
I  fent  for  you* 

Cran.  It  is  my  Duty 

T' attend  your  Highnefs  pleafure. 
King.  Pray  you  arife. 

My  good  and  gracious  Lord  of  Canterbury  z 
Come,  you  and  I  muft  walk  a  turn  together: 
I  have  News  to  tell  you. 
Come,  come,  give  me  your  Hand. 
Ah  my  good  Lord,  I  grieve  at  what  I  fpeak, 
And  am  right  forry  to  repeat  what  follows, 
I  have,  and  moft  unwillingly,  of  late 
Heard  many  grievous,  I  do  fay,  my  Lord, 

GrievousComplaints  of  you;  which  being  confider'd, 
Have  mov'd  u^  and  our  Council,  that  you  fhall 
This  Morning  come  before -us,  where  I  know 
You  cannot  with  fach  freedom  purge  your  felf, 

But  that  'till  further  Trial,  in  thoft  Charges Which 
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/hich  will  require  your  Anfwer,  you  muft  take 

Your  Patience  to  you,  and  be  well  contented 
To  make  your  Houfe  our  Tower  ;  you,  a  Brother  of  us. 
It  fits  we  thus  proceed,  or  elfe  no  witnefs 
Would  come  againft  you. 

Cran.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs, 
And  am  right  glad  to  catch  this  good  occafion, 

Moft  throughly  to  be  winnow'd,  where  my  Chaff 
And  Corn  mall  fly  afunder.     For  I  know 

There's  none  ftands  under  more  calumnious  Tongues 
Than  I  my  fclf,  poor  Man. 

King.  Stand  up,  good  Canterbury; 
Thy  Truth  and  thy  Integrity  is  rooted 
In  us,  thy  Friend.     Give  me  thy  hand,  ftand  up, 

Prithee  let's  walk.     Now,  by  my  holy  Dame, 
What  manner  of  Man  are  you?  My  Lord,  I  look'd 
You  would  have  given  me  your  Petition,  that 

I  /hould  have  ta'en  fome  pains,  to  bring  together 
Your  felf  and  your  Accufers,  and  to  hive  heard  you 
Without  indurance  further. 

Cran.  Moft  dread  Liege, 
The  Good  I  ftand  on,  is  my  Truth  and  Honefty  : 
If  they  /hall  fail,  I,  with  mine  Enemies, 

Will  triumph  o'er  my  Perfon  ;  which  I  weigh  not, 
Being  of  thofe  Virtues  vacant.   I  fear  nothing 
What  can  be  faid  againft  me. 

King.  Know  you  not 

How  your  State  ftands  fth*  World,  with  the  whole  World  ? 
Your  Enemies  are  many,  and  not  fmall;  their  Practices 
Muft  bear  the  fame  proportion  ;  and  not  ever 

The  Juftice  and  the  Truth  o'th'  queftion  carries 
The  due  o'th'  Verdict  with  it.    At  what  eafe 
Might  corrupt  Minds  procure  Knaves  as  corrupt 
To  fwear  againft  you?  Such  things  have  been  done. 

You  are  potently  oppos'd  ;  and  with  a  Milice 
Of  as  great  a  fize.     Ween  you  of  better  Luck, 

I  mean  in  perjur'd  Witnefs,  than  your  Mafter, 
Whofe  Minifter  you  are,  whiles  here  he  hv'd 
Upon  this  naughty  Earth  ?  Go  to,  go  to, 
You  take  a  Prectpice  for  no  leap  of  danger, 
And  woo  yoar  own  Deftrudion. 

Vol.  IV.  S  Crat 
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Cran.  God  and  your  Majcfty 

Protect  mirie  Innocence,  or  I  fall  into 
The  Trap  is  laid  for  me. 

King,  Be  of  good  Cheer, 
They  (hall  no  more  prevail,  than  we  give  way  to : 
Keep  comfort  to  you,  and  this  Morning  fee 
You  do  appear  before  them.     If  they  ihall  chance, 
In  charging  you  with  Matters,  to  commit  you  ; 
The  bell  perfuafions  to  the  contrary 
Fail  not  to  ufe  ;  and  with  what  vehemency 

Th'  occafion  (hall  inftrucl  you.     If  Intreaties 
Will  render  you  no  Remedy,  this  Ring 
Deliver  them,  and  your  Appeal  to  us 
There  make  before  them.    Look,  the  good  Man  weeps : 

He's  honeft,  on  mine  Honour.     God's  blefl  Mother, I  fwear  he  is  true-hearted,  and  a  Soul 

None  better  in  my  Kingdom.    Get  you  gone, 
And  do  as  I  have  bid  you.  [Exit  Cranmer. 
He  has  ftrangled  all  his  Language  in  his  Tears. 

Enter  old  Lady, 

Gent*  'within.  Come  back;  what  mean  you  ? 

Lady.  I'll  not  come  back,  the  tidings  that  I  bring 
Will  make  my  Boldnefs  Manners.     Now  good  Angels 

Fly  o'er  thy  Royal  Head,  and  (hade  thy  Perfon 
Under  their  blefled  Wings. 

King.  Now  by  thy  Looks 
I  guefs  thy  Meffage.    Is  the  Queen  delivered  ? 

Say,  Ay,  and  of  a  Boy. 
Lady.  Ay,  ay,  my  Liege; 

And  of  a  lovely  Boy;  the  God  of  Heaven 

Both  now,  and  ever  blefs  her  :  'Tis  a  Girl, 
Promifes  Boys  hereafter.     Sir,  your  Queen 
Defires  your  Visitation,  and  to  be 

Acquainted  with  this  Stranger ;  'tis  as  like  you, 
As  Cherry  is  to  Cherry. 

v  King.  Lovell. 
Lov.  Sir. 

King.  Give  her  an  hundred  Marks. 

I'll  to  the  Queen.  [Exit  King*  \ 
Lady* 
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Lady.  An  hundred  Marks!  By  this  Light,  Til  ha' more; 
An  ordinary  Groom  is  for  fuch  Payment. 
f  will  have  more,  or  fcold  it  out  of  him. 

Said  I  for  this,  the  Girl  was  like  to  him  ?  I'll 
Have  more,  or  elfe  unfay't  :  and  now,  while  'tis  hot, 
I'Jl  put  it  to  the  iffue.  [_Exu  Ladji 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 

Enter  Cranmer. 

Cran.  I  hope  I  am  not  too  late,  and  yet  the  Gentleman 

That  was  fent  to  me  from  the  Council,  pray'd  me 
To  make  great  hafte.     All  fall  ?  What  means  this?  Hoa? 
Who  waits  there  ?  Sure  you  know  me  ? 

Enter  Keeper. 

Keep.  Yes,  my  Lord  ; 
But  yet  I  cannot  help  you. 

Cran.   Why  ? 

Keep.  Your  Grace  mud  wait  'till  you  be  call'd  fori 
Enter  DoUor  Butts. 

Cran.  So. 

Butts.  This  is  a  piece  of  Malice :  I  am  glad 
I  came  this  way  fo  haply.     The  King 
Shall  underftand  it  prefently.  [Exit  fiutt& 

Cran.  Tis  Butts, 

The  King's  Phyfician,  as  he  pafl:  along, 
How  earneftly   he  caft  his  Eyes  upon  mc; 

Pray  Heav'n  he  found  not  my  Difgrace  :  for  certain 
This  is  of  purpofe  laid  by  forae  that  hate  me, 

('God  turn  their  Hearts,  I  never  fought  their  Malice) 
To  quench  mine  Honour;  they  would  fhame  to  make  rtii 
Wait  elfe  at  Doors  A  Fellow-Councellor 

'Mong  Boys,  Grooms,  and  Lackeys  ! But  their  Pleafures 

Muft  be  fulfilled,  and  I  attend  with  P'atience. 
Enter  the  King  and  Butts  at  a  Window  above. 

Htltts.  I'll  (hew  your  Grace  the  ftrangeft  fight-- 
Xitijfr  What's  that,  Butts  f S  x  %Siii* 



1 7  9  6  7he    L  I  F  E    of 
Butts.  I  think  your  Highnefs  faw  this  many  a  Day. 
King.  Body  a  me:  where  is  it? 
Butts.  There,  my  Lord : 

The  high  Promotion  of  his  Grace  of  Canterbury, 

Who  holds  his  State  at  door  'mongft  Purfevants, 
Pages,  and  Foot-boy r. 

King.  Ha?  'tis  he  indeed. 
Is  this  the  Honour  they  do  one  another? 

'Tis  well  there's  one  above  'em  yet.   I  had  thought 
They  had  parted  fo  much  Honefty  among  'em, 
At  leaft  good  Manners,  as  not  thus  to  furTer 
A  Man  of  his  Place,  and  fo  near  our  Favour, 
To  dance  Attendance  on  their  Lordfhips  Pleafures, 
And  at  the  Door  too,  like  a  Poll:  with  Packets : 

By  holy  Mary,  Butts,  there's  Knavery ; 
Let  'em  alone,  and  draw  the  Curtain  clofe, 
We  mall  hear  more  anon. 

A  Council  Table  brought  in  with  Chairs  and  Stools,  and  placed 
under  the  State,  Enter  Lord-Chancellor,  places  himfelf  at 
the  upper  end  of  the  Table,  on  the  Left  Hand  :  A  Seat  being 

left  void  above  him,  as  for  the  Archbifiop  of  Canterbury'^ 
Seat.  Duke  of  Suffolk,  Duke  of  Norfok,  Surrey,  Lord- 
Chamberlain,  and  Gardiner,  feat  them f elves  in  Order  on 
each  fide*     Cromwel  at  the  loiver  end,  as  Secretary* 

Chan.  Speak  to  the  Bufinefs,  Mr.  Secretary: 
Why  are  wc  met  in  Council  ? 

Crom.  Pleafe  your  Honours, 
Tne  chief  Caufe  concerns  his  Grace  of  Canterbury; 

Gard.  Has  he  knowledge  of  it  ? 
Crom.  Yes. 
Nor.  Who  waits  there  ? 

Keep.  Without,  my  Noble  Lords? 
Gard.  Yes. 

Keep.  My  Lord  A»xhbifriop; 
And  has  done  half  an  hour,  to  know  your  Pleafures; 

Chan.  Let  him  come  in* 

Keep.  Your  Grace  may  enter  now. 
[Cranmer  approaches  the  Council  Table. 
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Chart.  My  good  Lord  ArchbiHiop,  I'm  very  forry 
To  fit  here  at  this  prefent,  and  behold 
That  Chair  ftand  empty  :  But  we  all  are  Men 
In  our  own  Natures  frail,  and  capable 
Of  our  Flefh,  few  are  Angels ;  out  of  which  Frailty 
And  want  of  Wifdom,  you  that  befr,  mould  teach  us, 

Havemifdemean'd  your felf,  and  not  a  little: 
Toward  the  King  firfl,  then  his  Laws,  in  filling 
The  whole  Realm,  by  your  teaching  and  your  Chaplains, 

(  For  fo  we  are  inform'd  )  with  new  Opinions 
Divers  and  dangerous,  which  are  Hcrefies; 

And  not  reformed,  may  prove  pernicious. 
Card,  Which  Reformation  mufl  be  fudden  too, 

My  noble  Lords;  for  thofc  that  tame  wild  Hoifes, 

Pace  'em  not  in  their  hands  to  make  'cm  gentle, 
But  flop  their  Mouths  with  fhibborn  Bit?,  and  fpur  'cm 
'Till  they  obey  the  manage.     If  we  fuffer, 
Out  of  our  Eafinefs  and  childifh  Pity 
To  oneMu/s  Honour,  this  contagious  Sicknefr, 
Farewel  all  Phyfick:  And  what  follows  then? 
Commotions,  Uproars,  with  a  general  taint 
Of  the  whole  State  :  As  of  late  l>ays  our  Neighbours, 
The  Upper  Germany,  can  dearly  witnefs, 
Yet  frefhly  pitied  in  our  Memories. 

Cran.  My  good  Lords ;  hitherto,  in  all  tie  Progrefs 

Both  of  my  Life  and  Office,  I  have  labour'd, 
And  with  no  little  Study,  thit  my  Teaching, 
And  the  flrong  Courfe  of  my  Authority, 
Might  go  one  way,  and  fafeJy ;  and  the  end 
Was  ever  to  do  well :  Nor  is  there  living, 

(I  fpeak  it  with  a  fingle  Heart,  my  Lord-) 
A  Man  that  more  detefts,  more  ftirs  againft, 
Both  in  his  private  Confcience,  and  his  Place, 
D.facers  of  the  publick  Peace,  than  I  do  : 

Pray  Heav'n  the  King  may  never  find  a  Heart 
With  lefs  Allegiance  in  it.     Men  that  make 
Envy,  and  crooked  Malice,  Nourifhmenr, 
Dare  bite  the  beft.     I  do  befeech  your  Lordfhips, 
That  in  this  cafe  of  Juftice,  my  Accufers, 
Be  what  they  will,  may  ftand  forth  Face  to  Face, 
And  freely  urge  againft  mr. 

S  3  Suf. 
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■  Sttf.  Nay,  my  Lord, 
That  cannot  be  ;  you  are  a  Counfellor, 
And  by  that  Vertue  no  Man  dare  accufe  you. 

Gard,  My  Lord,  becaufe  wehaveBufinefs  of  more  moment. 

We  will  be  ihort  with  you.     *Tis  his  Highnefs  pleafure. 
And  our  confent,  for  better  Tryal  of  you, 
From  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tower \ 

Where  te'.ng  but  a  private  Man  again, You  (hall  know  many  dare  accufe  you  boldly, 
More  than,  I  fear,  you  are  provided  for. 

Cran.  Ah,  my  good  Lord  of  Winchtfter*  I  thank  you. 
You  are  always  my  good  Friend;  if  your  Will  pafs, 
I  fhall  both  find  your  Lordfhip  Judge  and  Juror, 
You  are  fo  merciful,     I  fee  your  end, 

*Tis  my  undoing.     Love  and  Mecknefs,  Lord, 
Become  a  Church-man  better  than  Ambition : 

Win  ftraying  Sauls  with  Modefly  again, 
Caft  none  away.     That  I  fhall  clear  my  klf9 
Lay  all  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  Patience, 
I  make  as  little  doubt,  as  you  do  Confcience 
In  doing  daily  Wrongs.     I  could  fay  more, 
But  Reverence  to  your  Calling  makes  me  modefr. 

Gard.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  you  are  a  Sectary, 

That's  the  plain  truth;  your  painted  Glofs  difcover^ 
To  Men  that  under/land  you,  words  and  weaknefs* 

Crom.  My  Lord  of  fVmchejier,  you're  a  little, 
By  your  good  favour,  too  fharp;   Men  fo  Noble,, 
How  ever  faulty,  yet  fhould  find  Refped: 

For  what  they  have  been  °.  *  Lis  a  Cruelty 
To  load  a  falling  Man, 

Qard*  Good  Mr.  Secretary, 

I  cry  your  Honour's  Mercy ;  you  may,  worft 
Qt  all  this  Tabic,  hy  fo. 

Crom.  Why,  my  Lord  ? 
Gard.  Do  not  I  know  you  for  a  Favourer 

pf  this  new  Sed:  ?  ye  are  not  found,  \ 
Crom.  Not  found  ? 

Gard.   Not  found,  I  fay. 
Crom.  Would  you  were  half  fo  honefi  : 

Mens  Prayers  then  would  fedk  you,  not  their  Fears. 
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Gard.  I  (hall  remember  this  bold  Language, 
Crom.  Do. 

Remember  your  bold  Life  too. 
Cham.  This  is  too  much; 

Forbear  for  fhame,  my  Lords. 
Gard.  I  have  done. 
Crom.   And  T. 

Cham.  Then  thus  for  you,  my  Lord,  it  flands  agreed, 
I  take  it,  by  all  Voices;  that  forthwith 
You  be  convey  d  to  x.\\  Tower  a  Prifoner; 

There  to  remain  'till  the  King's  further  Pleafure 
Be  known  unto  us.    Are  you  all  agreed,  Lords  ? 

All.  We  are. 

Cran.  Is  there  no  other  way  of  Mercy, 

But  I  muft  needs  x.ot\\y  Tower,  my  Lords? Gard.  What  other 

Would  you  exped:  ?  You  are  ftrangely  troubJeforae : 

Let  fome  o'th*  Guard  be  ready  there. Enter  the  Guard. 

Cran.  For  me.? 
Muft  I  go  like  a  Traitor  thither  ? 

Gard.  Receive  him. 

And  fee  him  fafe  i'th*  Tower. 
Cran.  Stay,  good  my  Lords, 

I  have  a  little  yet  to  fay.     Look  there,  my  Lords ; 
By  vertueof  that  Ring,  I  take  my  Caufe 
Out  of  the  gripes  of  cruel  Men,  and  give  it 
To  a  mod  Noble  Judge,  the  King  my  Matter. 

Cham.  This  is  the  King's  Ring. 
Gard.  'Tis  no  counterfeit. 

Stif.  'Tis  his  right  Ring,  by  Heav'n.   I  told  ye  all, 
When  we  firft  put  this  dang'rous  Stone  a  rowling, 
'Twould  fall  upon  our  felves. 

Nor.  Do  you  think,  my  Lords, 
The  Kin£  will  fuffer  but  the  little  Finger 
Of  this  Man  to  be  vex'd  ? 

Cham.  'Tis  now  too  certain, 
How  much  more  is  his  Life  in  value  with  him? 

Would  I  were  fairly  out  on't. 

S  4  Crom 



i8oo  the   LIFE    of 
Crom.  My  Mind  gave  me, 

In  feeking  Tales  and  Informations 
Againft  this  Man,  whole  Honefty  the  Devil 
And  his  Difciples  only  envy  at, 
Ye  blew  the  Fire  that  burns  ye;  now  have  at  ye. 

Enter  King  frowning  on  them,  takes  his  Stat. 
Card.  Dread  Sovereign, 

How  much  are  we  bound  to  Heaven* 
In  daily  Thanks,  that  gave  us  fuch  a  Prince; 
Not  only  Good  and  Wife,  but  moft  Religious: 
One  that  in  all  Obedience,  makes  the  Church 

The  chief  aim  of  his  Honour,  and  to  ftrengthen 
That  holy  Duty  of  our  dear  Refpe<5t, 
His  Royal  Self  in  Judgment  comes  to  hear 
The  Caufe  betwixt  her  and  this  great  Offender. 

King.  You  were  ever  good  at  fudden  Commendations, 
Bifhop  of  Wmchefier.     But  know,  I  come  not 
To  hear  fuch  Flattery  now,  and  in  my  prefence, 
They  are  too  thin  and  bale  to  hide  Offences. 
To  me  you  cannot  reach  ;  you  play  the  Spaniel, 
And  think  with  wagging  of  your  Tongue  to  win  me: 

But  whatfot'er  thou  tak'ft  me  for,  I'm  fure 
Thou  haft  a  cruel  Nature,  and  a  bloody. 
Good  Man,  fit  down;  now  let  me  feetheproudeft   [TtfCran, 
He  that  dares  moft,  but  wag  his  Finger  at  thee. 

By  ail  that's  Holy,  he  had  better  ftarve, 
Then  but  once  think,  this  place  becomes  theenoto 

Snr.  May  it  pleafe  your  Grace,-      ■ 
King.  No,  Sir,  it  does  not  pleafe  me, 

I  had  had  thought  I  had  Men  of  fome  Understanding, 
And  Wifdom,  of  my  Council ;  but  I  find  none  : 
Was  it  difcretion,  Lords,  to  let  this  Man, 
Th  s  good  Men,  (few  of  you  deferve  the  Title,) 
This  honeft  Man,  wait  like  a  low  fie  Foot-boy 
At  Chamber  Door,  and  one,  as  great  as  you  are? 
Why,  what  a  fhamewas  this?  Did  my  Commiflion 
Bid  ye  fo  far  forget  your  feives?  I  gave  ye 
Power,  as  he  was  a  Counfellor,  to  try  him, 

Not  as  a  Groom  ;  there's  fome  of  ye,  \  fee, 
More  out  of  Malice  than  Integrity, 

Would 
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Would  try  him  to  the  utmoft,  had  ye  mean; 
Which  ye  mail  never  have,  while  I  do  live. 

Cham.  Thus  far, 

My  moft  dread  Sovereign,  may  it  like  your  Graced 

To  let  my  Tongue  excufe  all.     What  was  purpos'd 
Concerning  his  Imprifonment,  was  rather, 
If  there  be  faith  in  Men,  meant  for  his  Trial, 
And  fair  Purgation  to  the  World,  than  Malice; 

I'm  fure  in  me. 
King.  Well,  well,  my  Lords,  refpeft  him  ; 

Take  him,  and  ufe  him  well;  he's  worthy  of  it. 
I  will  fay  thus  much  for  him,  if  a  Prince 
May  be  beholding  to  a  Subject,  I 
Am,  for  his  Love  and  Service,  fo  to  him. 
Make  me  no  more  ado,  but  all  embrace  him; 

Be  Friends  for  fhame,  my  Lords.     My  Lord  of  Canterbury) 
I  have  a  Suit,  which  you  muft  not  deny  me. 
There  is  a  fair  young  Maid  that  yet  wants  Baptifm, 
You  muft  be  Godfather,  and  anfwer  for  her. 

Cran.  The  greateft  Monarch  now  alive  may  glory 
In  fuch  an  Honour;  how  may  I  deferve  it, 
That  am  a  poor  and  humble  Subject  to  you? 

Kin^.  Come,  come,  my  Lord,  you'd  fpare  your  Spoons: 
You  fhall  have  two  noble  Partners  with  you;  the  old  Dut  ch- 

efs of  Norfolk^  and  the  Lady  Marquefsof  Dorfet\ 
Will  thefe  pleafe  you  ? 
Once  more,  my  Lord  of  Winchefler^  I  charge  you 
Embrace,  and  love  this  Man. 

Gard.  With  a  true  Heart, 

And  Brother's  love  I  do  it. 
Cran.  And  let  Heaven 

Witnefs,  how  dear  I  hold  this  Confirmation. 

King.  Good  Man,  thofe  joyful  Tears  (hew  thy  true  Heart; 
The  common  Voice  I  fee  is  verified 

Of  thee,  which  fays  thus:  Do  my  Lord  of  Canterbury 

A  fhrewd  turn,  and  he's  your  Friend  for  ever. 
Come,  Lords  we  trifle  time  away:  I  long 
To  have  this  young  one  made  a  Chriftian. 
As  I  have  made  ye  one,  Lordf,  one  remain  : 
So  I  grow  ftronger,  you  more  Honour  gain.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

Noife  and  Tumult  within :  Enter  Porter  and  his  Man\ 

Tort.  You'll  leave  your  noife  anon,  ye  Rafcals;  do  you 
take  the  Court  for  Paris  Garden  ?  ye  rude  Slaves,  leave  your 

gaping. 
Wtth'm.  Good  Mr. Porter,  I  belong  to  th' Larder. 
Port.  Belong  to  the  Gallows,  andbehang'd,  ye  Rogue:  1$ 

this  a  Place  to  roar  in?  Fetch  me  a  dozen  Crab-tree  Staves, 

and  ftrong  ones ;  thefe  are  but  Switches  to  'em :  I'll  fcratch 
your  Heads;  you  muft  be  feeing  Chriftnings?  Do  you  look 
for  Ale  and  Cakes  here,  you  rude  Rafcals  ? 

Man.  Pray,  Sir,  be  patient;  'tis  as  much  impoffible, 
Unlefs  we  fwept  them  from  the  Door  with  Cannons, 

To  fcatter  'em,  as  'tis  to  make  'em  fleep 
On  May-fay  Morning,  which  will  never  be : 

We  may  as  well  pufh  againft  Pauls,  as  ftir  'em. 
Port.  How  got  they  in,  and  be  hang'd? 
Man.  Alas,  I  know  not,  how  gets  the  Tide  in  ? 

As  much  as  one  found  Cudgel  of  four  Foot, 
You  fee  the  poor  remainder  could  diftribute, 
I  made  no  fpare,  Sir. 

Port.  You  did  nothing,  Sir. 
Man.  I  am  not  Sampjfbn^  nor  Sir  Guy,  nor  Colebrana\ 

To  mow  'em  down  before  me ;  but  if  I  fpar'd  any 
That  had  a  Head  to  hit,  either  young  or  old, 
He  or  fhe,  Cuckold,  or  Cuckold-maker; 

Let  me  ne'er  hope  to  fee  a  Chine  again, 
And  that  I  would  not  for  a  Cow,  God  fave  her. 

Within.  Do  you  hear,  Mr.  Porter? 
Port.  I  Hull  be  with  you  prefently,  goodMr.Pupgy. 

Keep  the  Door  clofe,  Sirrah, 
Man.  What  would  you  have  me  do? 

Port.  What  mould  you  do,  but  knock  'em  down  by  the 
dozens?  iY'this  Moorjields  to  Mufter  in?  Or  have  we  fbme 
ftrange  Indian  with  the  great  Tool,  come  to  Court,  the  Wo- 

men fo  befiege  us  ?  Blefsmel  what  a  fry  of  Fornication  is  at 

the  Door?  On  my  Chriftian-Confcience,  this  one  ChrifU 
jiing  will  beget  a  thoufand,  here  will  be  Father,  God-father, 
and  all  together, 

Man. 
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Man.  The  Spoons  will  be  the  bigger,  Sir;  there  is  a  Fel- 

low fomewhat  near  the  Door,  he  mould  be  a  Brafier  by  his 

Face,  for  o'  my  Confcience  twenty  of  the  Dog-days  now 
reign  in's  Nofe;  all  that  ftand  about  him  are  under  the  Line, 
they  need  no  other  Penance;  that  Fire-Drake  did  I  hit  three 
times  on  the  Head,  and  three  times  was  his  Nofe  difcharged 

jgainft  me;  he  ftands  there  like  a  Mortar-piece  to  blow  us  up. 
There  was  Haberd  a  flier's  Wife  of  fmall  Wit,  near  him,  that 

rail'd  upon  me,  'till  her  pinck'd  Porringer  fell  off  her  Head, 
for  kindling  fuch  a  combuftion  in  the  State.  I  mift  the  Me- 

teor once,  and  hit  that  Woman,  who  cry'd  out  Clubs,  when 
I  might  fee  from  far,  fome  forty  Truncheons  draw  to  her 

Succour,  which  were  the  hope  o'th'  Strand,  where  me  was 

quarter'd;  they  fell  on,  I  made  good  my  Place;  at  length 
they  came  to  th' Broom-Raff  to  me,  I  defy'd  'cm  frill,  when 
fuddenly  a  File  of  Boys  behind  'em,  Joofe  fhor,  delivei'd 
fuch  a  mower  of  Pibblcs,  that  I  vas  fain  to  draw  mine  Ho- 

nour in,  and  let  'cm  win  the  Work;  the  Devil  was  amongft 
*cm,  I  think  furely. 

Port.  Thefe  are  the  Youths  that  thunder  at  a  PJay-houfe, 
and  fight  for  bitten  Apples,  that  no  Audience  but  the  Tribu- 

lation of  Tower-Hilly  or  the  Limbs  of  Lime-Houfey  their  dear 
Brothers,  are  able  to  endure.  I  have  fome  of  'em  in  Limbo 
fatrumy  and  there  they  are  like  to  dance  thefe  three  Days ; 
befides  the  running  Banquet  of  two  Beadles,  that  is  to 
come. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cham,  Mercy  o'me;  what  a  Multitude  are  here? 
They  grow  ftill  too;  from  ail  Parts  they  are  coming, 
As  if  we  kept  a  Fair  here?  where  are  thefe  Porters? 

Thefe  lazy  Knaves  ?  Ye'v  e  made  a  find  Hand,  Fellows  ? 
There's  a  trim  Rabble  let  in;  are  all  thefe 
Yourfaithful  Friends  o'th'  Suburbs  f  We  (hall  have 
Great  ftore  of  room,  no  doubt,  left  for  the  Ladies, 
When  they  pafs  back  from  the  Chriflning  ? 

Port.  And't  pleafe  your  Honour 
We  arc  but  Men,  and  what  fo  many  may  do. 
Not  being  torn  in  pieces,  we  have  done: 

An  Army  cannot  rule  'em. 

Chaw<, 
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Cham.  As  I  live, 

If  the  King  blame  me  for't,   111  lay  ye  all 
By  th'»Heels,  and  fuddenly ;  and  on  your  Heads 
Clap  round  Fines,  for  negled: :  Y'are  lazy  Knaves, 
And  here  ye  lye  baiting  of  Bombards,  when 
Ye  mould  do  Service.     Hark,  the  Trumpets  found, 

Th'are  come  already  from  the  Chriftning; 
Go  break  among  the  Prefs,  and  find  a  way  out 

To  let  the  Troop  pafs  fairly ;  or  I'll  find 
A  Marpalfea  mail  hold  ye  play  thefe  two  Months* 

Port.  Make  way  there,  for  the  Princefs. 
Man.  You  great  Fellow, 

Stand  clofe  up,  or  I'll  make  your  Head  ake. 
Port.  You  i'th*  Chamblet,  get  up  o'th'  Rail, 

I'll  peck  you  o'er  the  Pales  elfe.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Trumpets  founding  ;  then  two  Aldermen,  Lord  Mayor, 

Garter,  Cranmer,  Duke  of  Norfolk  with  his  Mar  foal's  Staff, 
Duke  of  Suffolk,  two  Noblemen,  bearing  great  flanding  Bowls 
for  the  Chriftning  Gifts :  Then  four  Noblemen  bearing  a  Ca- 

nopy, under  which  the  Dutchefs  of  Norfolk,  God-mother, 
hearing  the  Child  richly  habited  in  a  Mantle,  &cc.  Train  born 
by  a  Lady :  Then  follows  the  Marchionefs  of  Dorfct,  the  othif 
God-mother,  and  Ladies*  The  Troop  pafs  once  about  the  Stage% 
and  Garter  [peaks. 

Gart.  Heaven, 

From  thy  endlefs  Goodnefs  fend  profperous  Life, 
Long,  and  ever  happy>  to  the  high  and  mighty 
Princefs  of  England,  Elizabeth. 

Flourifh.     Enter  King  and  Guard. 
Cran.  And  to  your  Royal  Grace,  and  the  good  Queen, 

My  Noble  Partners,  and  my  felf  thus  pray, 
All  comforr,  joy  in  this  mofr.  gracious  Lady, 
Heaven  ever  laid  up  to  make  Parents  happy, 
May  hourly  fall  upon  ye. 

King.  Thank  you  good  Lord  Archbiiliop : 
What  is  her  Name? 

Cran.  Elizabeth. King, 
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King.  Stand  up,  Lord; 

With  this  Kifs,  take  my  Bleffing:  God  protect  thee, 
Into  whofe  hand,  I  give  thy  Life. 

Cran.  Amen. 

King.  My  noble  Goflips,  y'have  been  too  Prodigal, 
I  thank  ye  heartily :  So  ftiall  this  Lady, 
When  (he  has  Co  much  Englifi. 

Cran.   Let  me  fpeak,  Sir, 

For  Heav'n  now  bids  me;  and  the  words  I  utter,' 
Let  none  think  Flattery;  for  they'll  find  'em Truth. 
This  Royal  Infant,  Heav'n  ftill  move  about  her, 
Though  in  her  Cradle,  yet  now  promifes 
Upon  this  Land,  a  thoufand  thoufand  Bleffings, 
Which  time  fhall  bring  to  ripenefs :  She  ftiall  be, 
(But  few  now  living  can  behold  that  Goodnefs,) 
A  Pattern  to  all  Princes  living  with  her, 
Andjiall  that  fhall  fucceed:  Saba  was  never 
More  covetous  of  Wifdom,  and  fair  Virtue, 
Than  this  pure  Soul  mail  be.     All  Princely  Graces 
That  mould  up  fuch  a  mighty  Piece  as  this  is, 
With  all  the  Virtues  that  attend  the  Good, 
Shall  ftill  be  doubled  on  her.  Truth  (hallNurfe  her, 
Holy  and  Heavenly  Thoughts  ftill  Counfel  her: 

She  fhall  be  lov'd  andfear'd.  Her  own  fhall  blefsher; 
Her  Foes  fhake  like  a  Field  of  beaten  Corn, 
And  hang  their  Heads  with  Sorrow : 
Good  grows  with  her. 
In  her  days  every  Man  fhall  eat  in  fafety, 
Under  his  own  Vine  what  he  plants ;  and  fing 
The  merry  Songs  of  Peace  to  all  his  Neighbours. 
God  fliall  be  truly  known,  and  thofe  about  her 
From  her  (h all  read  the  perfect  ways  of  Honour, 
And  by  thof*  claim  their  Greatnefs,  not  by  Blood. 
Nor  fhall  this  Peace fleep  with  her;  But  as  when 
The  Bird  of  wonder  dies,  the  Maiden  Phoenix, 
Her  Afhes  new  create  another  Heir, 
As  great  in  admiration  as  her  fdf; 
So  fhall  fhe  leave  her  Bleflednefs  to  One, 

(When  Heav'n  fhall  call  her  from  this  cloud  of  darknefsj Who  from  the  facred  Afhes  of  her  Honour 

f  Shal 
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Shall  Scar-like  rife,  as  great  in  fame  as  (he  was, 

And  To  ftand  fix'd.   Peace,  Plenty,  Love,  Truth,  Terrour* 
That  were  the  Servants  to  this  chofen  Infant, 
Shall  then  be  his,  and  like  a  Vine  grow  to  him; 

Where  ever  the  bright  Sun  of  Heav'n  (hall  (hine* 
His  Honour,  and  the  greatnefs  of  his  Name, 
Shall  be,  and  make  new  Nations.    He  (hall  flourifli, 
And  like  a  Mountain  Cedar,  reach  his  Branches, 

To  all  the  Plains  about  him:  Our  Children's  Children 

Shall  fee  this,  and  blefs  Heav'n. 
King.  Thou  fpeakeft  Wonders. 
Or  an.  She  (hall  be  to  the  Happinefs  of  England^ 

An  aged  Princefs;  many  days  (hall  fee  her, 
And  yet  no  day  without  a  deed  to  crown  it. 
Would  I  had  known  no  more:  But  (he  muft  die* 
She  muft,  the  Saints  muft  have  her;  yet  a  Virgin^ 
A  moft  unfpotted  Lilly  (hall  (he  pafs 

To  th'  Ground,  and  all  the  World  (hall  mourn  hen 
King.  O  Lord  Archbifriop, 

Thou  haft  made  me  now  a  Man;  never,  before 

This  happy  Child,  did  I  get  any  thing. 

This  Oracle  of  comfort  has  fo  pleas'd  me* 
That  when  I  am  in  Heav'n,  I  (hall  defire 
To  fee  what  this  Child  does,  and  praife  my  Makers 
I  thank  ye  all.   To  you,  my  good  Lord  Mayor, 
And  you  good  Brethren,  I  am  much  beholding : 

I  have  receiv'd  much  Honour  by  your  prefence, 
And  ye  mall  find  me  thankful.  Lead  the  way,  Lords,7 
Ye  muft  all  fee  the  Queen,  and  (he  muft  thank  ye, 
She  will  be  fick  elfe.     This  day,  no  Man  think 
Has  bufinefs  at  his  Houfe,  for  all  (hall  flay : 
This  little  One  (hall  make  it  Holy-day.  \fexcHnti 

T  H  fi 



THE 

EPILOGUE. 
y    ~*  IS  ten  to  one  this  Play  can  never  pleafe 
.    JL     All  that  are  here:    Some  come  to  take 

their  eafe, 

And  fleep  out  an  AU  or  two  5  hut  thofe  we  fear 

We've  frighted  with  our  Trumpets  :  fo  'tis  clear, 

They  II  fay  it's  naught.    Others,  to  hear  the  City 
Ahus7d  extreamly,  and  to  cry  Thai s  witty  5 
Which  we  have  not  done  neither  5  that,  I  fear$ 

All  the  expeUed  good  w  are  like  to  hear. 

For  this  Play  at  this  time,  is  only  in 

The  merciful  ConflruBion  of  good  Women  5 

For  fuch  a  one  we  Jhew'd  'em  :  if  they  fmile. 
And  fay  'twill  do,  I  know  within  a  while, 

All  the  heft  Men  are  ours  j  for  9tis  ill  hap, 

If  they  hold,  when  their  Ladies  hid  'em  claps 

mm* 
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T  HE 

PROLOGU 
IN  Troy,  there  lyes  the  Scene :  From  IJles  of  Greece 

The  Princes  Orgillous,  their  high  Blood  chaf'd, 
Have  to  the  Port  of  Athens  fent  their  Ships 
Fraught  with  the  Minifters  and  Inftruments, 
Of  Cruel  War  :  Sixty  and  nine  that  wore 

Their  Crownets  Regal,  from  th'  Athenian  Bay 
Put  forth  toward  Phrygia,  and  their  Vow  is  made 
To  ranfack  Troy,  within  whofe  ftrong  Immures, 
The  ravijVd  Helen,  Menelaus  Queen, 

With  wanton  Paris  fleeps,  and  that*s  the  Quarrel. 
To  Tenedos  they  come, 

And  the  deep-drawing  Barks  do  there  difgorge 
Their  warlike  Fraughtage :  Now  on  Dardan  Plaint, 
The  frejb  and  yet  unbmifed  Greeks,  do  pitch 

Their  brave  Pavillions.    Priam'j  fix-gated  City, 
Dardan,  andTimbriz,  Helias,  Chetac,  Troien, 
And  An  tenon  id  us,  with  majfy  Staples, 
And  correfponfive  and  fulfilling  Bolts, 
Stir  up  the  Sons  of  Troy. 
Now  Expectation  tickling  skrttifl)  Spirits* 
On  one  and  other  fide,  Trojan  and  Greek, 
Sets  all  on  hazard,     And  hither  am  I  come 

A  Prologue  arm'd,  but  not  in  confidence 
Of  Author  s  Pen,  or  A.llors  Voice ;  but  fuited 
In  like  Conditions,  as  our  Argument  ; 
To  tell  you  (fair  Beholders)  that  our  Play 

Leaps  o'er  the  vaunt  aid  fir  ft  lings  oftheji-  Broils, 
Beginning  in  the  middle  :  flarting  thence  away, 
To  what  may  be  digefled  tn  a  Play  : 
Like,  orfindfdult,  do  as  your  Pleafures  are, 
Now  good,  or  bad,  7/;  but  the  Chance  of  War. 

Drammatis 
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mm1: 

'4& 

f255 

PRi
am,

 Hefto
r, 

Troil
us, 

Paris
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Deiphobus,    >T  R.PJ  A  N  S      v Helenus, 
./Eneas, 
Pandarus, 
Antenor, 

Agamemnon,! 
Achilles, 
Ajax,  I 
Menelaus, 
Ulyfles, 
Ncftor, 
Piorajedes, 
Patroclus, 
Ther  fi  tes, 
Calchas, 

• 

>G  REEKS. 
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>  "X J    , 

Helen,  Wife  to  Menelaus,  in  Love  with  Paris. 

Andromache,  Wife-tO'-HcStor.  ^^ 
Creflida,    'Daughter  to  Galchas,  in  Love  ̂ ih 
Troilus.  >x^  X"^ 

Trojan  #»</  Greek  Soldiers*  with  other  Attendants 

■HI 
SCENE  Troy  W  /£<?  Grecian  top 

. 
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A  C  t  I.    SCENE    L 

SCENE    Troy. 

Enter  PandaruS  and  Troilus. 

T  R  0  I  L  V  S. 

ALL  here  my  Varlet,  I'll  unarm  again. 
Why  mould  I  war  without  the  Walls  ©f Troy, 

That  rind  fuch  cruel  Battel  here  within  ? 

Each  Trojan  that  is  Matter  of  his  Heart, Let  him  to  Field*  TroUta  
alas  hath  none. 

Pan,  Will  this  Geer  ne'er  be  mended  
? 

Trou  Tht<jrceks  
are  flrong,  

and  skilful  to  their  ftiength* Fierce  to  their  skill,  and  to  their  fiercenefs  
valiant : 

But  I  am  weaker  than  a  Woman's  
Tear, 

Tamer  than  Sle€p,  fonder  than  Ignorance  
; 

Lefs  valiant  than  the  Virgin  in  the  Night* 
And  sktllefs  as  unpra&is'd  

Infancy. Vol.  IV.  
Tj  

h*. 
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Tan.  Well,  I  have  told  you  enough  of  this  :  For  my 

parr,  I'll  not  meddle  nor  make  any  farther.  He  that  will 
have  a  Cake  out  of  the  Wheat,*  muft  needs  tarry  the 
Grinding.  od*?IdT  ~>dqnrfcr  I 

Trot.  Have  I  not  tarried  ?        rfw  A 
Pan.  Ay,  the  Grinding;  but  you  muft  tarry  the  Boulting. 
Trot.  Havel  not  tarried? 

Tan.  Ay,  the  Boulting;  butyoumuft  tarry  the  Lcav'ning. Troi.  Still  have  I  tarried. 

Tan.  Ay,  to  the  Leav'ning  :  but  here's  yet  in  the  word 
hereafter,  the  Kneading,  the  making  of  the  Cake,  the  Heat- 

ing of  the  Oven,  and  the  Baking;  nay,  you  mull:  flay  the 
cooling  too,  or  you  may  chance  to  burn  your  Lips. 

Troi.  "Patience  her  felf,  what  Goddefs  e'er  me  be, 
Doth  JeflTer  blench  at  Sufferance,  than  I  do  : 

At  Priam  $  Royal  Table  I  do  fit ; 

And  when  fair  -Creffid  comes  into  my  Thought?,    
So,  Traitor!  —When  fhe  comes,  when  fhe  is  thence 

Pan.  Well, 

She  look  d  yelternight  fairer  than  ever  I  faw  her,  look, 
Or  any  Woman  elfe. 

Troi.  I'was  about  to  tell  thee,  when  my  Heart, 
As  wedged  with  a  flgh,  would  ..Five  in  twain, 
Left  Bettor,  or  my  Father  fhould  perceive  me, 

have  fas  when  the  Sun  doth  light  a  Storm) 
Buried  this  &$H  in  wrinkle  of  a  fmile  : 

But  Sorrow,  that  is  couch'd  in  feeming  Gladnefs, Is  like  that  Mirth  Fate  turns  to  Hidden  Sadnefs. 
Pan.  And  her  Hair  were  not  fomewhat  darker  than  Hc- 

_  /en's  well-, — go  to,  there  were  no  more  Comparifon  between 
the  Women.     But  for  my  part  Hie  is  my  Kinfwoman,  I 
Avould  not  fas  they  term  it}  praife  it   but  I  would  fome 
Body  had  heard  her  talk  yefterday,  as  I  did  :  I  will  not 

difpraife  your  Sifter  Cnjfaxdra's  Wit,  but   
Troi.  O  Pandarus  f  I  tell  thee,  Pandarus—   

When  I  do  tell  thee,  there  my  Hopes  lye  drown'd, 
Reply  not  in  how  many  Fathoms  deep 

They  lye  intrench'd.     I  tell  thee,  I  am  mad 
In  Crefftd's  Love.     Thou  anfwer'ft,  me  is  Fair, 
Pour'ft  in  the  open  Ulcer  of  my  Heart, 
Her. Eyes,  her  Hair,  her  Cheek,  her  Gate,  her  Voice, ~"  ""     ~         Hafldleft 



Troilus  and  Creffida.  1815 

Handle/!  in  thy  Difcourfe   O  that  Ther  Hand !  -44 
(In  whofe  Comparifon,  all  Whites  are  Ink 
Writing  their  own  Reproach  )  to  whofe  foft  feizure 
The  Cignets  Down  is  harfh,  and  Spirit  of  Senfe 

Hard  as  the  Palm  of  Ploughman.     This  thou  tell'fl  me  J 
As  true  thou  tell'ft  me  >  when  I  fay  I  love  her : 
But  faying  thus,  inftead  of  Oil  and  Balm, 

Thou  lay 'ft  in  every  gafh  that  Love  hath  given  me* The  Knife  that  made  it. 

Pan.  I  fpeak  no  more  than  Truth, 
Troi.  Thou  doft  not  fpeak  fo  muck 

Pan.  'Faith,  I'll  not  meddle  in'r*  Let  her  be  as  fhe  is* 
if /he  be  fair,  'tis  the  better  for  her;  and  /he  be  not,  /he 
has  the  mends  in  her  own  hands. 

7 rot.  Good  Pandarm ;  how  now,  Pandarus? 
Pan.  I  have  had  my  labour  for  my  travel,  ill  thought  on 

of  her,  and  ill  thought  on  of  you  :  Gone  between  and  be* 
tween,  but  fmall  thanks  for  my  labour. 

Troi.  What  art  thou  angry,  Pandarm  f  what,  with  me  ? 

Pan.  Becaufe  /he  is  Kin  to  me,  therefore  /he's  not  fo  fair 
as  Helen;  and  fhe  were  not  Kin  to  me,  /he  would  be  as  fair 
on  Friday,  as  Helen  is  on  Swdaj.  But  what  care  I  ?  I  care 

not  and  /he  were  a  Black-a-More,  'tis  all  one  to  me. 
Troi.  Say  I,  /he  is  not  fair  \ 

Pan.  I  do  not  care  whether  you  do  or  no.  She's  a  Fool 
to  fray  behind  her  Father  :  Let  her  to  the  Greeks,  and  fo 

I'll  tell  her  the  next  time  I  fee  her:  for  my  part,  I'll  meddle 
nor  make  no  more  i'th'  matter. 

Troi.  Pandarns—- 
Pan.  Not  I. 
Troi.  Sweet  Pandarns   

Pan.  Pray  you  fpeak  no  more  to  me,  f  will  leave  all  as  I 

found  it,  and  there's  an  end.  [Exit  Pandarus* 
[Soand  AUrtem* 

Troi.  Peace,  you  ungracious  Clamours*  peace  rude  Sounds* 
Fools  on  both  fide?,  Helen  muft  needs  be  fair* 
When  with  your  Blood  you  daily  paint  her  thus* 
I  cannot  fi^ht  upon  this  Argument, 

It  is  too  ftarv'd  a  Subject  for  my  Sword  % 
But  Pandarm   O  Gods !  how  do  you  plague  mc  ! 
I  cannot  come  to  Creffid,  but  by  Pandarm, 

T  ̂   And 
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And  he's  as  teachy  to  be  woo'd  to  woe,         -  ̂ 7 As  (he  is  ftubborn,  chaft,  againft  all  fute.    mm%  z\  Vredf  : 
Tell  me,  Apollo,  for  thy  Daphne's  Love, 
What  Creffid  is,  what  Pandar,  and  what  we  :  t\£  \\&  -^dT 
Her  Bed  is  India,  there  (he  lyes,  a  Pearl, 
Between  our  IUum,  and  where  (here fides 

Let  it  be  calfd  the  mild  and  wandring  flood, 
Our  felf  the  Merchant,  and  this  failing  Pandar      ̂ ^ 
Our  doubtful  Hope,  our  Convoy,  and  our  Bark. 

Alarum.  Enter  iEneas. 
tALne.  How  now,  Prince  Troilus  ? 

Wherefore  not  i'th'  Field  i  fob  wan  SI  And 
Trot.  Becaufe  not  there ;  this  Woman's  aniwer  forts,   y^q For  womanifh  it  is  to  be  from  thence : 

What  News,  tAZneas,  from  the  Field  to  day  ? 
*Aine.  That  Paris  is  returned  home,  and  hurt. 
Trot.  By  whom,  tineas  ?  ,1 
v£ne.  Troilus,  by  Menelaus.  9  t  u  atf 
Troi.  Let  Paris  bleed,  'tis  but  a  fear  to  Scorn.  :,, 

Paris  is  gor'd  with  Menelaus  Horn.  [\A\atum4 
nAEnc.  Hark,  what  good  Sport  is  out  of.  Town  to  day J 

Troi.  Better  at  home,  if  Would  I  might,  were  May   
But  to  the  Sport  abroad-   are  you  bound  thither  fy  ̂  

*ALne.  In  all  fwift  hafte.  ^  ̂ &ii  13V3 
Troi.  Gome,  go  we  then  together.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Creffida  and  a  Servant.  ,<£) 
Cre.  Who  were  thofe  went  by  ?  .  ̂   ̂  
«&r.  Queen  tleeuba  and  /&&».  5K&  .vO 

Cn?.   And  whither  go  they  \  j  Yem  ?A  "^ Ser.  Up  to  the  Eaftern  Tower, 
Whofe  height  commands  as  fubjeft  all  the  Vale,  ,  3 
To  fee  the  Battel  ;  Heftor,  whofe  Patience 

Is  as  a  Virtue  fix'd,  to  day  was  mov'd  :  ,,:m  1    ,  -> 
He  chid  Andromache,  and  (Truck  his  Armorer, 
And  like  as  there  were  Husbandry  in  War  ,£> 
Before  the  Sun  rofe,  he  was  harneft  light,  yy  e?tt& 

And  to  the  Field  goes  he;  where  ey*ry4 Flower  «nnfinjft:i 
Did  as  a  Prophet  weep  what  it  forefaw,  w  $  qy  lots 
In  HeBor'%  Wrath.  ^  #q 

Cre.  What  was  his  caufe  of  Anger?  .,<3  ̂ ^ 

?  2uiaU3  3W  JT9W  3*dT  
V^r«! 
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Ser*  The  noife  goes  this ; 

There  is  among  the  Greeks, 
A  Lord  of  Trojan  Blood,  Nephew  to  Heftor, 
They  call  him  \Ajax. 

Cre.  Good;  and  what  of  him  ? 

Ser.  They  fay  he  is  a  very  Man  perfe,  and  (lands  alone; 
Cre.  So  do  all  Men,  unlefs  they  are  drunk,  fick,  or  have 

no  Legs. 

Ser.  This  Man,  Lady,  hath  robb'd  many  Beads  of  their 
particular  Additions,  he  is  as  valiant  as  the  Lyon,  churliih 
as  the  Bear,  flow  as  the  Elephant ;  a  Man  into  whom  Nature 
hath  fo  crowded  Humors,  that  his  Valour  is  cruflit  into 
Folly,  his  Folly  fauced  with  Difcretion:  There  is  no  Man.hath 
a  Virtue,  that  he  hath  not  a  Glimpfe  of,  nor  any  Man  an 
Attaint,  but  he  carries  fome  Stain  of  ir.  He  is  melancho- 

ly without  Caufe,  and  merry  againft  the  Hair;  he  hath  the 
toints  of  every  thing*  but  every  thing  fo  our  of  Joints  that 
e  is  a  gouty  Briareus,  many  Hands  and  no  ufe  ;  or  pui- 

blinded  -Argus,  all  Eyes  and  no  Sight. 

'Cre.  But  how  jfhould  this  Mm  ("that  makes  me  fmile) 
make  Heftor  angry  ? 

Ser.  They  fay,  he  Yefterday  cop'd  Heftor  in  the  Batte! and  (truck  him  down,  the  Difdain  and  Shame  whereof  hath 

ever  fince  kept  Hettor  fafting  and  waking. 
Enter  Pandarus. 

Cre.  Who  comes  here  ?  yy    •   *  0 Ser*  Madam,  your  Unkle  Pandarus. 

Cre*  Hcftor%s  a  gallant  Man. 
Ser.  As  may  be  in  the  World,  Lady. 
Pan.  What's  that?  what's  that? 
Cre.  Good  morrow,  Uncle  Pandarus. 
Tan.  Good  morrow,  Cofin  Creffid:  what  do  you  talk  of? 

good  morrow,  Alexander  ;  how  do  you,  Coufin  ?  when  were 
you  at  Ilium  ? 

Cre.  This  Morning,  Unkle. 
Pan.  What  were  you  talking  of,  when  I  came  ?  Was 

HeUor  arm'd  and  gone,  eVe  ye  came  to  Ilium  \  Helen  was not  up  ?  was  (he  \ 
Ore.  HeUor  was  gone,  but  Helen  was  not  up. 
Pan.  E'n  fo;  Hettor  was  ftirring  early. 
Cre.  That  werj  we  talking  of,  and  of  his  Anger. 

Pa*« 



i  8 1  8  Troilus  and  Creflida. 

Pan.  Was  he  angry  ? 
Cre*  So  he  fays  here. 

Pan.  True,  he  was  fo ;  I  know  the  Caufe  too,  he'll  Jay 
about  him  to  Day  I  can  tell  them  that  j  and  there's  Troilus 
will  not  come  far  behind  him,  let  them  take  heed  of  Trot- 
Itis  ;   I  can  tell  them  that  too.  ,r)  . 

C*-e.  What  is  he  angry  too? 
Pan,  Who,  Troilus  I 

Trolitis  is  the  better  Man  of  the  two* 

Cre.  Oh  Jupiter;  there's  no  coraparifon. 
Pan,  What  not  between  Troilus  and  HeUor  ?  do  you 

know  a  Man  if  you  fee-  him  ? 
Cre.  Ay,  if  I  ever  faw  him  before,  and  knew  him. 
Pan,  Well,  I  fay  Troilus  is  Troilus* 
Cre.  Then  you  fay,  as  I  fay, 

For  I  am  fure  he  is  not  Hettor* 

Pan.  No,  nor  Hettor  is  not  Troilus,  in  fome  degrees* 

Cre.  'Tis  juft  to  each  of  them,  he  is  himfelf. 
Pan.  Himfelf?  alas  poor  Troilus  I  I  would  he  were. 
Cre,   So  he  is. 

Pan.  Condition  I  had  gone  bare-foot  to  VWm. 
Cre.  He  is  not  Hettor. 

Pan.  Himfelf  no  ?  he's  not  himfelf,  would  a  were  him* 
felf;  well,  the  Gods  are  above,  time  muft  friend  or  end; 

well,  Troilus,  well,  I  would  my  Heart  were  in  her  Bo- 
dy — —  no,  HeBor  is  not  a  better  Man  than  Troilus. 
Cre.  Excufe  me. 
Pan.  He  is  Elder. 

Cre.  Pardon  me,  pardon  me. 

Pan.  Th'other's  not  come  to't,  you  mail  tell  me  another 
Tale  when  th'others  come  to't :  Hcttor  mail  not  hav«  his 
Wit  this  Year. 

Cre.  He  mail  not  need  it,  if  he  have  his  own. 
Pan.  Nor  his  Qualities. 
Cre.  No  matter. 

Pan.  Nor  his  Beauty. 

Cre.  'Twould  not  become  him,  his  own*s  better* 
Pan.  You  have  no  Judgment,  Neice;  Helen  her  felffwofe 

th'other  Day,  that  Troilus  for  a  brown  Favor,  (for  fo  'tis 
I  muft  confefs)  not  brown  neither  — — 

Cre,  No,  but  brown. 
Pah* 
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Pan.  Faith  to  fay  Truth,  brown  and  not  brown* 
Cre.  To  fay  the  Truth,  true  and  not  true. 

Pan.  She  prais'd  his  Complexion  above  Paris* 
Cre.  Why  Parts  hath  Colour  enough. 
Pan*  So  he  has. 

Cre.  Then  Troilus  ftiould  have  too  much;  if  fhe  prais'd 
him  above,  his  Complexion  is  higher  than  his,  he  having 
Colour  enough,  and  the  other  higher,  is  too  flaming  a  Praiie 
for  a  good  Complexion.  1  had  as  iieve  Helens  golden  Tongue 
had  commended  Troilus  for  a  copper  Nofe. 

Pan.  I  fwear  to  you, 
I  think  Helen  loves  him  better  than  Paris. 

Cre.  Then  fhe's  a  merry  Greek  indeed. 
Pan.  Nay,  I  am  fure  (he  doc.  She  came  to  himth'other 

Day  into  the  compaft  Window,    and  you  know  he  has  not 
paft  three  or  four  H^irs  on  his  Chin. 

Cre.  Indeed  a  Toilers  Arithmetic  may  foon  bring  his 
particulars  therein  to  a  Total. 

Pan.  Why  he  is  very  Young,  and  yet  will  he  within  three 
Pound  lift  as  much  as  his  Brother  Hetlor. 

Cre.  Is  he  fo  young  a  Man,  and  fo  old  a  Lifter  ? 
Pan.  But  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves  hirr,  flie  came 

and  puts  me  her  white  Hand  to  his  cloven  Chin. 
Cre.  Juno  have  Mercy,  how  came  it  Cloven  ? 

Pan.  Why,  you  know  'tis  dimpled. 
I  think  his  fmiling  becomes  h;m  better,  than  any  Man  in 
all  Phrigia. 

Cre.  Ob,  he  fmiles  valiantly. 
Pan.  Does  he  not  ? 

Cre.  Oh  yes,  and  'twere  a  Cloud  in  Autumn. 
Pan.  Why   go  to  then      but  to  prove  to  you  that 

Helen  loves  Troilus. 
Cre.  Troilus  will  ftand  to  the 

Proof,  if  you'll  prove  it  fo. 
Pan.  Troilus  ?  why  he  efleems  h«r  no  more,  than  I  e- 

fteem  an  addle  Egg. 
Cre.  If  ycu  love  an  addle  Egg,  as  well  as  you  love  an  idle 

Head,  you  would  eat  Chickens  i'th*  ihell. 
Pan.  I  cannot  chofe  but  Laugh  to  think  how  fhe  tickled 

his  Chin;  indeed  fhe  has  a  Marvel's  white  Hand,  I  muft needs  confefs, 
Crt, 



Chin. 

.8io  f roilas  and  Creffidd. 

^.  Without  the  Rack.  ,     rf  *  ;,]  #    .  .. , 
P4».  And  (he  takes  upon  her  to  fpy  a  white  Hair  on  fu$ 

O*.  Alas,  poor  Chin !  many  a  Wart  is  richer. 
Pan.  But  there  was  fuch  laughing,  Queen  Hecuba  laught 

that  her  Eye  run  o'er.  •  rf  .  lM|^o  ̂ fiHT 

Tan.  And  G^imfo  laught.  m1  IIfi 
Cre.  But  there  was  more  temperate  Fire  under  the  pot  of 

her  Eyes;  Did  her  Eyes  run  o'er  too? 
Pan.  And  Hettor  laught,  %c^ 
Cre.  At  what  was  all  this  laughing  ? 

Pan.  Marry  at  the  white  Hair,  that  Helen  fpied  on  Troilus's 

ain*  i   i    »i  tt  •   w^rfi1     iti       T  esq: 
Cr<f.  And  'had  been  a  green  Hair,  I  fliould  have  laught too. 

Pan.  They  laught  not  to  much  at  the  Hair  as  at  his  pret- 

ty Anfwer.  ofli*vt  %${h Cre.  What  was  his  Anfwer? 

Pan.  Quoth  fhe,  here's  but  two  and  fifty  Hairs  on  yout" 

Chin,  and  ont  of  them  is  white.    /  "\        jj      ̂ q  Q Cre.  This  is  her  Qucftion*  )fj  \  ̂ ^jvfiid  Q 
Pan.  That's  true,  make  no  queftionof  that:  Two  and  fif- 
ty Hairsj  quoth. he,  and  one  white,  that  white  Hair  is  my 

Father,  and  all  the  reft  are  his  S^ns.  Jupiter^  quoth  flie, 
which  of  thefc  Hairs  is  Parisy  my  Husband*  The  forked, one, 

quoth  he,  pluck't  out  and  give  it  him:  But  there  was  fuch 
laughing,  and  Helen  So  bluuYd*  and  Farts  fo  chafr,  and  alt 
the  reft  fo  laught,  that  it  paft*  ^> 

Cre.  So  let  it  nowj 

For  it  has  been  a  great  while  going  by. 
Pan.  Well,  Coufin, 

I  told  you  a  thing  Yefterday  ;  think  on't.         v  2)fno^  tabnoY 
Cre.  So  I  do.  -       ̂   ̂ji^  £ ,,     «       ̂ ^ 
Pan.  I'll  be  fworn  tis  true;  he  will  weep  you  an,  twefea 

Man  born  in  u4pril.  £*&$*L?oHnd  a  $etrea*L 

Cm.  And  I'll  fpring  up  in  his  Tears,  as 'twere  a  Negfetjlfto? 

gainft^.  t"  'liiM*f'«lWiirtf Pan.  Hark,  they  are  coming  from  the  Fields  mall  toe  lrand 
up  here  and  fee  them,  as  they  pafs  towards  Ilium  \  good 
Neice  do,  fweet  Neice  Creflida* 

n  €rfc 
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Cre.  At  your  Pleafure.  J^jLadl  JnoHnW 
Pan.  Here,  here,  here's  an  excellent  Place,  here  we  may 

fee  moft  bravely,  I'll  tell  you  them  all  by  their  Names,  a$ 
they  pafs  by,  but  mark  Troilus  above  the  reft. 

jEneas  paffesover  the  Staff. 

«B*  Speak  not  fo  loud. 

?4».  That's  <s£neas;  is  not  that  a  brave  Man?  he's  one  of 
the  Flowers  of  Trojy  I  can  tell  you^  but  mark  Troil*sy  you 
(hall  fee  anon. 

Cre.  Who's  that  f 
An  tenor  pajfes  over  the  Stage. 

Tan.  That's  Antenor^  he  has  a  fhrewd  Wit,  lean  fell  you, 

and  he's  a  Man  good  enough,  he's  cneo'th'  foundeft  Judg- 
ment in  Troy  whofoever,  and  a  proper  Man  of  Perfon  ;  when 

comes  Troilus*  I'll  (hew  you  Troilus  anon;  if  he  fee  me,  you (hall  fee  him  nod  at  me. 

Cre.  Will  he  give  you  the  nod  ? 
Pan.  You  fhall  fee. 
Cre.  If  he  do,  the  Rich  fhall  have  more. 

He&or  pajTes  over. 

Pan.  That's  Heftor,  that,  that,  lock  you,  that,  there's 
a  Fellow.  Go  thy  way,  Hettory  therms  a  brave  Man,  Niece, 

O  brzveHettorl  Look  how  he  looks }  there's  a  Countenance! 
is't  not  a  brave  Man  ? 

Cre.  O  brave  Man  ! 

Pan,  Is  a  not?  It  does  a  Man's  Heart  good,  look  you  what 
hacks  are  on  his  Helmet,  lookyou  yondtr,  do  you  fee?  Look 

you  there?  There's  no  jefting;  laying  on,  tak't  off  who  will, 
as  they  fay;  there  be  hacks 

Cre.  Be  chofc  with  Sword.?  ^ 
Paris  pajjls  over* 

Pan.  Swords,  anything,  he  cares  nor,  and  the  Devil  come 

to  him,   it's  all  one;  by  Godslid  it  does  ones  Htart  good. 
Yonder  comes  Parisy  yonder  comes  Paris:  Look  ye  yonder, 

Neice,  is't  not  a  gallant  Man  too,  is't  not  ?  Why,  this  is  brave 
now:  Who  faid  he  came  home  hurt  toJDay?  He's  not  hurt; 
why,  thi$  willjdo  Helen's  Hea  t  good  now,  ha?  Would  I 
could  fee  Troilus  now,  you  (lull  fee  Troilus  anon. 

Cre.  Who's  that?  ̂      .  Helen  us 
I  orb  moil -ammo?  316  .jpin  ohBH  vbTA 

bp*  -oJ  A&*i  \$&  m  tnwili  ̂   b 
—0  sobVf  335 wl  \ol 

-■ 
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Helen  mpafcsover. 

Pan.  That's  Helenus.     I  marvel  where  Troilus  is,  that's  &#- 
tems   1  think  he  went  not  forth  to  Day;  that's  Helenas* Cre.   Cm  Helenas  fight,  Uncle? 

Pan.  Helenas,  no   Yes,  he'll  fight  indifferent  well   1 
marvel  where  Troilus  is ;  hark,  do  you  not  hear  the  People 
cry  Troilus*  Helenas  is  a  Prieft. 

Cre.  What  freaking  Fellow  comes  yonder  ? 
I  roilus  pajjes  over. 

Fan.  Where!  Yonder?  That's  Deiphobus.     'Tis  Troilus  I 
There's  a  Man,  Neice- — hem — brave  Troilus  ;   the  Prince 
of  Chivalry. 

Cre.  Peace,  for  fhame,  peace. 
Pan.  Mirk  him,  note  him  :  O  brave  Troilus:  Look  well 

upon  him,  Neice,  look  you  how  his  Sword  is  bloodied,  and 

his  Helm  more  hack'd  than  Hector's,  and  howheiooks,  and 
how  he  goes!  O  admirable  Youth!  he  ne'er  faw  three  and 
twenty.  Go  thy  way  Troilus,  go  thy  way ;  had  I  a  Sifter 
were  a  Grace,  or  a  Daughter  a  Goddefs,  he  mould  take 
his  choice.  O  admirable  Man  !  Paris*  Paris  is  dirt  to 

him,  and  I  warrant,  Helen  to  change  would  give  Mony  to 
boot. 

Enter  common  Soldiers. 
Cre.  Here  come  more. 
Pan.  Aflfes,  Fools,  Dolts,  Chaffand  Bran,  Chaff  and  Bran; 

Porridge  after  Meat.  I  could  live  and  dye  i'th'  Eyes  of 
Troilus.  Ne'er  look,  ne'er  look ;  the  Eagles  are  gone,  Crows 
and  Daws  Crows  and  Daws:  I  had  rather  be  fuch  a  Man  as 

Troilus,  than  Agamemnon  and  all  Greece. 
Cre.  There  is  among  tht  Greeks  Achilles,  a  better  Man 

than  Troilus. 

Pan.  Achilles*  a  Dray-man,  a  Porter,  a  very  Camel. 
Cre.  Well,  well. 

Pan.  Well,  well!- — Why,  have  you  any|Difcretion  ?  Have 
you  any  Eyes?  Do  you  know  what  a  Man  is  ?  Is  not  Birth, 
Beauty,  good  Shape,  Difcourfe,  Manhood,  Learning,  Gen- 
tlenefs,  Virtue,  Youth,  Liberality,  and  fo  forth,  the  Spicq 
and  Salt  that  feafons  a  Man  ? 

Cre.  Ay,  a  mine'd  Man,  and  then  to  be  bak'd*  with  no 
date  in  the  Pye,  for  then  the  Man's  date  is  out. Pan. 
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fan.  You  are  fuch  another  Woman,  one  knows  not  at  what 

ward  you  lye. 
Cre.  Upon  my  Back,  to  defend  my  Belly;  upon  my 

Wit,  to  defend  my  Wiles  ;  upon  my  Secrefie,  to  defend 
mine  Honefty;  my  Mask  to  defend  my  Beauty,  and  you  to 
defend  all  thefe;  and  at  all  thefe  Wards  I  lye  at  a  thoufand 
Watches. 

Pan.  Say  one  of  your  Watches. 

Cre.  Nay,  I'll  watch  you  for  that,  and  that's  one  of  the chiefeft  of  them  too;  if  I  cannot  wa^d  what  I  would  not 
have  hit,  I  can  watch  you  for  telling  how  I  took  the  blow* 
unlefs  it  fwell  pall  hiding,  and  then  it  is  pad  watching. 

Enter  Boj. 
Pan.  You  are  fuch  another. 
Boy.  Sir,  my  Lord  would  inftantly  fpeak  with  you. 
Pan.  Where? 

Boy.  At  your  own  Houfe. 
Pan.  Good  Boy,  tell  him  I  come,  I  doubt  he  be  hurt. 

Fare  ye  well,  good  Niece. 
Cre.  Adieu,  Uncle-   

Pan.  I'll  be  with  you,  Niece,  by  and  by. C/e.  To  bring,  Uncle. 
Pan.  Ay,  a  Token  from  Troilus. 
Cre.  By  the  fame  token,  you  are  a  Bawd.         \_Exit  Pan. 

Words,  Vows,  Gifts,  Tears,  and  Loves  full  Sacrifice, 

He  offers  in  another's  Enterprize  : 
But  more  in  Troilus  thoufand  fold  I  fee, 

Than  in  the  GJafs-of  Pandars  praife  may  be. 
Yet  hold  I  off.     Women  are  Angels  wooing, 

Things  won  are  done,  the  Soul's  joy  Jyes  in  doing: 
That  fhe  belov'd,  knows  nought  that  knows  not  this; 
Men  prize  the  thing  ungain'd,  more  than  it  is. 
That  fhe,  was  never  yet,  that  ever  knew 
Love  go  fo  fweer,  as  when  defire  did  fue : 

•   Atchievement  is  command;  ungain'd,  befeech. 
Therefore  this  Maxim  out  of  Love  I  teach; 

That  though  my  Hearts  Content's  firm  love  doth  bear, 
Kothing  of  that  fhall  from  mine  Eyes  appear.  yZxit* 

SCENE 
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SCENE  II.  AgamemnonV  tent  in  the  Gre- 
cian  Camp. 

Trumpets.     Enter  Agamemnon,  Neftor,  Ulyffes,  Diomedcs, 
Menelaus,  with  others* 

Again,  Princes; 
What  Grief  hath  fee  the  Jaundife  on  your,  Cheeks? 
The  ample  Propofition  that  hopes  make 
In  all  defigns  begun  on  Earth  below, 

Fails  in  the  promis'd  largenefs;  checks  and  difafters 
Grow  in  the  veins  of  A&ions  higheft  rear'd. 
As  knots  by  the  conflux  of  meeting  Sap, 
Infed  the  found  Pine,  and  divert  his  Grain 
Tortive  and  errant  from  his  courfe  of  growth. 
Nor,  Princes,  is  it  matter  new  to  us, 
That  we  come  fhort  of  our  fuppofe  fo  far. 
That  after  feven  years  Siege,  yet  Troy  Walls  ftand; 
Sith  every  Adion  that  hath  gone  before, 
Whereof  we  have  Record,  Trial  did  draw 
Bias  and  thwart,  not  anfwering  the  aim, 
And  that  unbodied  Figure  of  the  thought 

That  gav't  furmifed  fhape.  Why  then,  you  Princes, 
Do  you  with  Checks  abafh'd,  behold  our  Works, 
And  think  them  fhame, which  are,  indeed,  nought  elfc 
But  the  protra&ive  Trials  of  great  J<rue% 
To  find  perfiftive  Conftancy  in  Men  ? 
The  finenefsof  which  Metal  is  not  found 

In  Fortune's  love ;  for  then,  the  Bold  and  Coward, 
The  Wife  and  Fool,  the  Artift  and  unread, 

The  hard  and  foft,  feem  all  affin'd,  and  kins. 
But  in  the  Wind  and  Tempeft  of  her  Frown, 
Diftindion  with  a  loud  and  powerful  Fan, 
Puffing  at  all,  winnows  the  light  away; 
And  what  ha^h  Mafs,  or  Matter  by  it  felf, 
Lies  rich  in  Virtue,  and  unmingled.  •-- -**. 

Nefi.  With  due  obfervance  of  thy  godly  Seat, 
Great  Agamemnon*  Nefior  ihall  apply 
Thy  Jateft  Words. 
In  the  reproof  of  Chance, Lies 
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Lies  the  true  proof  of  Men:  The  Sea  being  fmooth, 
How  many  fh allow  bauble  Boats  dare  fail 
Upon  her  patient  Bread,  making  their,  way 
With  thofe  of  noble  Bulk? 

But  Jet  the  Ruffian  Boreas  once  enrage 
The  gentle  Thetis,  and  anon,  behold, 

The  frrong  ribb'd  Bark  thro'  liquid  Mountains  cuts, 
Bounding  between  the  two  moift  Elements, 

Like  Perfetis  Horfe  :  Where's  then  the  fawcy  Boat, 
Whofe  weak  untimber'd  fides  but  even  now 

Co-rival'd  Greatnefs?  Either  to  harbour  fled, 
Or  made  a  Toft  for  Neptune.     Even  h, 

Doth  Valour's  fhcw,  and  Valour's  worth  divide In  ftorms  of  Fortune. 

For,  in  her  ray  and  brightnefs, 
The  Herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  Brize 
Than  by  the  Tyger:  JBur,  when  the  fplitting  Wind 
Makes  flexible  th«  knees  of  knotted  Oak?, 
And  Flies  fled  under  fhade,  why  then 
The  thing  of  Courage, 

As  rowz'd  with  rage,  with  rage  doth  fympathize, 
And  with  an  accent  tun'd  in  felf-fame  Key, 
Retires  to  chiding  Fortune. 

*Vlyf,  Agamemnon, 
Thou  great  Commander,  Nerve  and  Bone  of  Greece^ 
Heart  of  our  Numbers,  Soul,  and  only  Spirit, 
In  whom  the  Tempers,  and  the  Minds  of  all 
Should  be  (hut  up :  Hear  what  Vljjfes  fpeaks. 

Befides  th'  Applaufe  and  Approbation 
The  which,  mod  Mighty,  for  thy  Place  and  Merit*  [To  Aga. 
And  «thou  moft  reverend  for  thy  ftretcht-out  Life,    [To  Nefh 
I  give  to  both  your  Speeches,  which  were  fuch* 
As  Agamemnon  and  the  Hand  of  Greece 
Should  hold  up  high  in  Brafs ;  and  fuch  again 

As  venerable  Neftor  (harch'd  in  Silver) 
Should  with  a  bond  of  Air,  ftrohg  as  the  Axle-tree 

On' which  the  Heavens  ride,  knic  all  Greeks  Ears 
To  his  experienced  Tongue:  Yet   let  it  pkafe  both 
(Thou  Qreat  and  Wife  J  to  hear  Vljfes  fpeak, 

•Ag*.  Speak,  Prince  of  Ithaca:  and  be't  of  left  expect, 
That  matter  needlefr,  of  importlefs  burthen 
Vol.  IV,  V  fcivide 
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Divide  thy  Lips;  than  we  are  confident, 
When  rank  Therfites  opes  his  mail: iff  Jaws, 
We  (hall  hear  Mufick,  Wit,  and  Oracle. 

Vljf.  Troy,  yet  upon  her  Bafis,  had  been  down, 

And  the  great  HeBor's  Sword  had  lacked  a  Matter, 
But  for  thefe  inftances. 
The fpeciality  of  Rule  hath  been  neglected  ; 
And  look  how  many  Grecian  Tents  do  ftand 
Hollow  upon  this  Plain,  fo  many  hollow  Factions. 
When  that  the  General  is  not  like  the  Hive, 
To  whom  the  Foragers  (hall  all  repair, 
What  Hony  is  expected?  Degree  being  vizarded, 

Th'  unworthieft  (hews  as  fairly  in  the  Mask. 
The  Heavens  themfelves,  the  Planets,  and  thisCenter* 
Obferve  degree,  priority  and  place, 
Infifture,  courfe,  proportion,  feafon,  form, 
Office  and  cuftom,  in  all  line  of  Order: 
And  therefore  is  the  glorious  Planet  Sol, 

In  noble  Eminence,  enthron'd  and  fphear'd 
Amidft  the  other,  whofe  med'cinable  Eye 
Corrects  the  ill  Afpecls  of  Planets  evil, 

And  pofts  like  the  Command'ment  of  a  King, 
Sans  check,  to  good  and  bad.    But  when  the  Planets 
In  evil  mixture  to  diforder  wander, 
What  Plagues,  and  what  Portents,  what  Mutiny  ? 

What  raging" of  the  Sea?  iliaking  of  Earth? 
Commotion  in  the  Winds?  Frights,  changes,  horrors. 
Divert  and  crack,  rend  and  deracinate 
The  unity,  and  married  calm  of  States 
Quite  from  their  fixure?  O,  when  Degree  is  fhaken, 
(Which  is  the  Ladder  to  all  high  Defigns) 
The  Enterprize  is  fick.     How  could  Communities, 
Degrees  in  Schools,  and  Brotherhoods  in  Cities, 
Peaceful  Commerce  from  dividable  Shores, 
The  Primogeniture,  and  due  of  Birth, 
Prerogative  of  Age,  Crowns,  Scepters,  Lawrels, 
(But  by  Degree,)  fland  in  Authentick  Place? 
Take  but  Degree  away,  untune  that  String, 
And  hark  what  Difcord  follows;   each  thing  meets 
1^  meer  oppugnancy.     The  bounded  Waters 
Would  lift  their  Bofoms  higher  than  the  Shores, 
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And  make  a  fop  of  all  this  folid  Globe: 

Strength  would  be  Lord  of  Imbecility, 
And  the  rude  Son  would  firike  his  Father  dead  : 

Force  would  be  Right;  or  rather,  Right  and  Wrong 
(Between  wfaofe  endlefs  jar  J  uflice  refides) 
Would  lofe  their  Names,  and  fo  would  J  uflice  too/ 
Then  every  thing  includes  it  felf  in  Power, 
Power  into  Will,  Will  into  Appetite, 
And  Appetite  (an  univerfal  Wolf, 
So  doubly  (econded  with  Will  and  Power) 

Muft  make  perforce  an  unive.-fal  prey* 
And  laft,  eat  up  himfelf. 
Great  Agamemnon^ 
This  Chaos,  when  Degree  is  fufTocate, 
fallows  the  choaking : 

And  this  negle&ion  of  Degree  is  ir, 
That  by  a  pace  goes  backward,  in  a  purpofe 

It  hath  to  climb.     The  General's  difdain'd. 
By  him  one  flep  below;  he  by  the  next; 
That  next,  by  him  beneath:  So  every  ftep* 
Exampled  by  the  firft  pace,  that  is  lick 
Of  his  Superior  grows  to  an  envious  Fever 
Of  pale  and  bloodlefs  Emulation. 

And  'tis  this  Fvver  that  keeps  Troy  on  foot, 
Not-  her  own  Sinews.     To  end  a  Tale  of  lengthy 
Troy  in  our  weaknefs  lives,  not  in  her  ftrength. 

Ncft.  Molt  wifely  hath  VljJJes  here  difcover'd The  Fever,  whereof  all  our  Power  is  lick. 

Aga.  The  Nature  of  the  (icknefs  found,  Vlyjfes^ 
What  is  the  Remedy? 

Vlyf.  The  great  Achilles^  whom  Opinion  crowi.3 
The  Sinew,  and  the  Fore-hand  of  our  Hofr, 
Having  his  Ear  full  of  his  airy  Fame^ 
Grows  dainty  of  his  Worth,  and  in  his  Tent 
Lies  mocking  our  Deligrs.     With  him  Patroclm^ 

Upon  a  lazy  Bed,  the  live-long  day 
fereaks  fcurril  Jells; 

And  with  ridiculous  and  aukward  Ac*Hon$ 
(Which,  Slanderer,  he  imitation  calls,) 

He  Pageants  us.     Sometime,  great  AgamemnQni 
Thy  toplefs  Deputation  he  puts  on; 
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And  like  a  (hutting  Player,  whofe  Conceit 
Lies  in  his  Ham-fhing,  and  doth  think  it  rich 
To  hear  the  wooden  Dialogue  and  Sound 

'Twixt  his  ftretch'd  footing,  and  the  Scaffoldage, 
/Such  to-be-pitied,  and  o'er-refted  feeming 
He  ads  thy  Grcatnc-fs  in)  and  when  he  fpcaks, 

'Tis  like  a  Chime  a  mending;  with  terms  unfquar'd  ; 
Which  from  the  Tongue  of  roaring  Tjphon  dropt, 
Would  feem  Hyperboles.     At  this  futty  fluff 
The  large  Achilles,  on  his  preft-bed  lolling, 
From  his  deep  Cheft,  laughs  out  a  loud  Applaufe: 

Cries   excellent!— — 'tis  Agamemnon  juft.   
Now  playmeA^jrV   hum,  and  fhoke  thy  Beard 
As  he,  being  dreft  to  fome  Oration  : 

That's  done;  as  near  as  the  extreameft  Ends 
Of  Parallels;  as  like  as  Vulcan  and  his  Wife  : 
Yet  good  Achilles  ft.ll  cries,  Excellent ! 

'Tis IVeftor  right!     Now  play  him,  me,  Patroclus> 
Arming  to  anfwer  in  a  Night-alarm   . 
And  then,  foi  footh,  the  faint  defects  of  Age 
Muft  be  the  Scent  of  Mirth,  to  cough  and  fpit, 
And  with  a  Palfie  fumbling  on  his  Gorget, 
Shake  in  and  out  the  Rivet —   and  at  this  fport, 
Sir  Valour  dies;  cries,  O  !   enough  Patroclus 
Or,  give  me  Ribs  of  Steel,  I  mail  fplit  all 
In  pleafure  of  my  Spleen.     And  in  this  fafhion 
All  our  Abilities,  Gifts,  Natures,  Shapes, 
Severals  and  generals  of  Grace  exact, 
Achievements,  Plots,  Orders,  Preventions, 
Excitements  to  the  Field,  or  fpeech  for  Truce, 
Succefs  or  Lofs,  what  is,  or  is  not,  ferves 
As  fluff  for  thefe  two,  to  make  Paradoxes 

Neft.  And  in  the  Imitation  of  thefc  twain, 

Who,  as  Vljjfes  fay?,  Opinion  crowns 
With  an  Imperial  Voice,  many  are  infect: 
Ajax  is  grown  felf-wilfd,  and  bears  his  Head, 
In  fuch  a  Rein,  in  full  as  proud  a  place, 
As  broad  Achilles,  and  keeps  l|is  Tent  like  him  ; 

Makes  factious  Feafts,  rai's  on  bur  (late  of  War, 
Bild  as  an  Oracle,  and  fets  Therfites 
A  S:ave  fwhofe  Gall  coins  Slanders  like  a  Mint) To 
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To  match  us  in  Comparifons  with  Dirt, 
To  weaken  and  difcredit  ourexpofure, 
How  rank  foever  rounded  in  with  danger, 

Vlyf.  They  tax  our  Policy,  and  call  it  Cowardife, 
Count  Wifdom  as  no  Member  of  the  War, 

Fore-ftall  our  Prefcicnce,  and  efleem  no  Ad-, 
But  that  of  Hand:  The  (till  and  mental  Parrs, 
That  do  contrive  how  many  Hands  £haIJ  ilrike 
When  fitnefs  calls  them  on,  and  know  by  meafure 
Of  their  obfervant  Toil,  the  Enemies  weight, 

Why  this  hath  not  a  Finger's  dignity; 
They  call  this  Bed- work,  MappVy,  CJofet-War : 
So  that  the  Ram,  that  batters  down  the  Wall, 

For  the  great  fwing  and  r-denefs  of  his  poiz°, 
They  place  before  .his  Hand  that  made  the  Engine, 
Or  thofe  that  with  the  finenefs  of  their  Souls, 

By  Reafon  guide  his  Execu:ion. 
Ne(t.  Let  this  be  granted,  and  Achilla  Horfe 

M  ikes  many  Thetis''  Sons,  \Tuc[et  founds. 
Aga.  What  Trumpet?  Look  Alcnelaus. 
Men.  From  Troy* 

Enter  ALnczs. 

Aga.  What  would  you  'fore  our  Tent  ? 
*s£ne.  Is  this  great  Agamemnon 's  Tent,  I  pray  you  ? 
Aga.  Even  this. 
zs£ne.  May  one  that  is  a  Herald  and  a  Puree, 

Do  a  fair  MefTage  to  his  Kingly  Ears? 
Aga.  With  furety  ftronoer  than  Achilles  Arm, 

Tore  all  the  Greekifh  Heads,  which  with  one  voic;e 

Call  Agamemnon  Head  and  Genera1. 
tALne.  Fair  leave,  and  large  fecurity.     How  may 

A  ftranger  to  thofe  moft  Imperial  Looks, 
Know  them  from  Eyes  Gf  other  Mortals? 

Aga.  How? 

*AEne,  Ay:  I  ask,  that  I  might  waken  Reverences 
And  on  the  Cheek  be  ready  with  a  blufh 
Modeft.  as  Morning,  when  ihe  coldly  eyes 
The  youthful  Phoebus: 

Which  is  that  God  in  Other,  guiding  Men  ? 
Which  is  the  high  and  mighty  Agamemnon  \ 

u3 
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Aga,  ThlsTrojan  (corns  us,  or  the  Men  of  Troy 
Are  ceremonious  Courtiers. 

*ALne.  Courtiers  as  free,  as  debonair,  unarm'd, 

As  bending  Angels ;  that's  their  Fame,  in  peace : 
But  when  they  would  Teem  Soldiers,  they  have  Galls, 

Good  Arms,  flrong  Joints,  true  Swordc,  and  Jove's  accord. 
Nothing  fo  full  of  Heart,     But  peace,  zALneas, 
Peace  Trojan,  lay  thy  Finger  on  thy  Lips, 
The  worthinefs  of  Praife  diftains  his  worth, 

If  that  he  prais'd  himfelf,  bring  the  Praife  forth : 
What  the  repining  Enemy  commends, 
That  breath  Fame  blows,  that  Praife  fole  pure  tranfcends, 

Aga.  Sir,  you  of  Troyy  call  you  your  felf,  *ALneas\ 
is£ne.  Ay,  Greeks  that  is  my  Name. 

Aga.  What's  your  Affair,  1  pray  you.? 
*ALne.  Sir,  pardon,  'tis  for  Agamemnon's  Ears. 
Aga.  He  hears  nought  privately 

That  comes  from  Troy. 

ts£ne.  Nor  I  from  Troy  come  not  to  wh'fper  him, 
I  bring  a  Trumpet  to  awake  his  Ear, 
To  fet  his  Senfe  on  the  attentive  bent, 

And  then  to  fpeak, 

Aga.  Speak  frankly  as  the  Wind, 
It  is  not  Agamemnon  s  fleeping  hour  ; 
That  thou  lhalt  know,  Trojan,  he  is  awake, 
He  tells  thee  fo  himfelf. 

tAZne,  Trumnet  blow  loud: 

Send  thy  brafs  Voice  thro'  all  thefe  lazy  Tents, 
And  every  GreeJ^of  Mettle,  let  him  know 
What  Troy  means  fairly,  fhall  be  fpoke  aloud. 

[The  Trumpets  found. 
We  have,  great  Agamemnon,  here  in  Troy, 

A  Prince  call'd  Heller,  Priam  is  his  Father: 

Who  in  this  dull  and  long  continu'd  Truce  , 
Is  rufty  grown,  he  bad  me  rake  a  Trumpet, 
And  to  this  purpofe  fpeak :  Kings,  Princes,  Lords, 

If  ih  re  be  one  amongfi:  the  fair'ft  of  Greece, 
That  holds  his  Honour  higher  than  his  Eafe, 

T|Liat  feeks  hisP  aife,  more  than  he  fears  his  Peri/, 
That  knows  his  Valour,  and  knows  not  his  Fear, 

That  loves  his  Miftrefs  more  than  in  Cc.nfeffion, 

(With 
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(With  truant  Vows  to  her  own  Lips  he  loves) 
And  dare  avow  her  Beauty  and  her  Worth, 
In  other  Arms  than  hers;  to  him  this  Challenge. 
Hettor,  in  view  of  Trojans  and  of  Greeks* 
Shall  make  it  good,  or  do  his  beft  to  do  ir. 
He  hath  a  Lady,  wifer,  fairer,  truer, 
Than  ever  Greek  did  compafs  in  his  Arms, 
And  will  to  Morrow  with  his  Trumpet  call, 
Midway  between  your  Tents,  and  Walls  of  Troy^ 
To  rowze  a  Grecian  that  is  true  in  love. 

If  any  come,  Hetlor  fhall  Honour  him  : 

If  none,  he'll  fay  in  Troy  when  he  retires, 
The  Grecian  Dames  are  Sun-burnt,  and  not  worth 
The  fplinter  of  a  Lance  ;  even  fomuch. 

Aga,  This  mall  be  told  our  Lovers,  Lordex£/?^/, 
Jf  none  of  them  ha  e  Soul  in  fuch  a  kind, 
We  have  left  them  all  at  home :  But  we  are  Soldiers; 

And  may  thatSo'dier  a  meer  Recreant  prove, 
•That  means  not,  lath  not,  or  is  not  in  love*; 
It  then  one  is,  or  hath,  or  means  to  be, 

That  one  meets  Hetlor;  if  none,  I'll  be  he. 
Neft.  Tell  him  of  Neflor\  one  that  was  a  Man 

When  Heclor's  Granfire  fuckt;  he  is  old  now, 
But  if  there  be  not  in  our  Grecian  mold, 
One  Nobleman,  that  hath  one  fpark  of  Fire, 
To  anfwer  for  his  Love  ;  tell  him  from  me, 

Til  hide  my  Silver  Beard  in  a  Gold  Beaver, 

And  in  my  Vantbrace  put  this  withered  brawn, 
And  meeting  him,  will  tell  him,  that  my  Lady- 
Was  fairer  than  his  Grandam,  and  as  chafte 
As  may  be  in  the  World ;  his  Youth  is  flood, 

I'll  pawn  this  truth  with  my  three  drops  of  Blood. 
ex£«*.  Now  Heav'ns  forbid  fuch  fcarcity  of  Youth, 
ZJlyf.  Amen, 
Aga,  Fair  Lord  zALneas^ 

Let  me  touch  your  Hand: 
TootirPavillion  mall  I  lead  you  firft: 
Achilles  fhall  have  word  of  this  Intent, 
So  fhall  each  Lord  of  Greece  from  Tent  to  Tent: 

Your  felf  fhall  feaft  with  us  before  you  go, 
And  find  the  welcome  of  a  Noble  Foe.  [Exeunt, 

U  4  Mamnt 
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Manent  Ulyffes  *zW  Neftor, 

Aty?.   What  fays  Vlyjfcs? 
Vljf.>  I  have  a  young  Conception  in  my  Brain, 

Be  you  my  time  to  bring  it  to  fome  lhape. 
Nefi.  What  is1:? 
Vljf.  This  'tis : 

Blunt  wedges  rive  hard  knots ;  the  feeded  Pride 
That  hath  to  this  maturity  blown  up 
In  rank  Achilles,  mull  or  now  be  cropt, 
Or,  fhedding,  breed  a  Nurfery  of  like  evil To  over- bulk  us  all. 

JVefi.  Well,  and  how  now  ? 
Vlyf.  This  Challenge  that  the  valiant  HeElor  fends,     A%Al 

However  it  is  fpread  in  general  Name, 
Relates  in  purpofe  only  to  Achilles.  T 

Neft.  The  purpofe  is  perfpicuous  even  as  Subfiance, 
Whofe  groffnefs  little  Characters  fum  up, 
And  in  the  publication  make  no  ftrain : 
But  that  Achilles,  were  his  Brain  as  barren 

As  Banks  of  Lybia,  tho',  Apollo  knows, 
°Tis  dry  enough,  will  with  great  fpeed  of  Judgment, 
Ay,  with  celenty,  find  Heffpr's  purpofe 
Pointing  "on  him. 

Vljf.  And  wake  him  to  the  Anfwer,  think  you? 

Neft.  Yes, 'tis  mod:  meet;  whom  may  you  dk  oppofb 
That  can  from  Hetlor  bring  his  Honoir  off, 

If  not  Achilles]  Though't  be  a  fportful  Combat, 
Yet  in  this  Trial  much  Opinion  dwells. 

For  here  the  Trojans  tafte  our  dear'ft  repute 
With  their  fin'ft  Palate:  And  truft  to  me,  Vljjjesy 
Our  imputation  mail  be  odly  poiz'd 
In  this  wild  Action.     For  the  (ucccfs, 
Although  particular  (hall  have  a  fcantling 
Of  good  or  bid,  unto  the  General : 
And  in  fuch  Indexes,  although  fmdl  Pricks 
To  their  fubfequent  Volumes,  there  is  [ecn 

The  baby  figure  of  the  Giant- mafs 

Of  things  to  come  at  large.     It  isfuppos'd, 
He  that  meets  Hetlor,  illucs  from  our  choice; 

Aid  choice  being  mutual  ad  of  all  our  Sou!.0, Makes 
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Makes  Merit  her  Ele&ion,  and  doth  boil 

As  'twere  from  forth  us  all;  a  Man  diftuTd 
Out  of  our  Viitues ;  who  mifcarrying, 

What  Heart  from  hence  receives  the  conqu'ring part 
To  fteel  a  ftrong  Opinion  to  themfelves, 

Which  entertain'd,  Limbs  are  his  Inftruments, 
In  no  lefs  working,  than  are  Swords  and  Bows 
Dire&ive  by  the  Limbs. 

Vlyf.  Give  pardon  to  my  Speech : 
Therefore  'tis  meet,  Achilles  meet  not  HeElor  : 
Let  us,  like  Merchants,  fhew  our  fowJeft  Wares, 

And  think  perchance  they'll  fell;  if  nor, 
The  luftre  of  the  better,  yet  to  fhew, 
Shall  (hew  the  better.     Do  not  confenr, 
That  ever  Hetlor  and  Achilles  meet : 
For  both  our  Honour,  and  our  Shame  in  this, 

Are  dogg'd  with  two  ftrange  Followers. 
Nefl.  I  fee  them  not  with  my  old  Eyes :  What  are  they? 
Vlyf.  What  glory  our  Achilles  fhares  from  Heb1ort 

Were  he  not  proud,  we  all  fhould  v/ear  with  him: 
But  he  already  is  too  infolent; 
And  we  were  better  parch  in  Afric(Sun 
Than  in  the  pride  and  fait  fcorn  of  his  Eyes, 

Should  he  fcape  Hetlor  fair.     If  he  were  foil'd, 
Why  then  we  did  our  main  Opinion  crufh 

In  taint  of  our  beft  Man.     No,  make  a  Lott'ry, 
And  by  device  let  blockifh  Ajax  draw 
The  fort  to  fight  with  Hetlor :  Among  our  felves, 
Give  him  allowance  as  the  worthyer  Man, 
For  that  will  Phyfick  the  great  Myrmidon, 
Who  broils  in  lowd  applaufe,  and  make  him  fall 
His  Creft,  that  prouder  than  blue  Iris  bends. 
If  the  dull  brainlefs  Ajax  come  fafe  off, 

We'll  drefs  him  up  in  Voices;  if  he  fail, 
Yet  go  we  under  our  Opinion  flill, 
That  we  have  better  Men.     But  hit  or  mifs, 
Our  projects  life  this  (hape  of  fcnfe  alTumes, 

Ajax  imploy'd,  plucks  down  Achilles  Plumes, 
Nefl.  Now  Vlyfesj  I  begin  to  relifti  thy  advice. 

And  I  will  give  a  tafte  of  ir  forthwith 
To  Agamemnon,  go  we  to  him  fti eight; 

Two 
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Two  Curs  mall  tame  each  other;  Pride  alone 

Muft  tar  the  Maftiffs  on,  as  'twere  their  Bone.        [Exenn^ 

ACT     II.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

SCENE  the  Grecian  Camp. 

Enter  Ajax  and  Therfites. 

Ajax  J~V*  Her fites. 
A      Ther.  Agamemnon —    how  if  he  had  Biles— - 

full,  all  over  generally,  [Talking  to  himjelf* 
Ajax.  Therfites. 
Ther.  Andthofe  Biles  did  run     fay  fo —  did  not  the 

General  run,  were  not  that  a  Botchy  core  \ 
Ajax.  Dog. 
Ther.  Then  there  would  come  fome  matter  from  him:  I 

fee  none  now. 

Ajax.  Thou  Bitch-Wolf's  Son,  canft  thou  not  hear? 
Feel  then.  {Strikes  him. 

Ther.  The  Plague  of  Greece  upon  thee,  thou  Mungrel 
beef-witted  Lord, 

Aj^x.  Speak  then,  you  whinid'ft  leaven,  fpeak,  I  will  beat thee  into  handfomnefs. 
Ther.  I  (hall  fooner  rail  thee  into  wit  and  holinefs ;  but  I 

think  thy  Horfe  will  fooner  con  an  Oration,  than  thou  learn 
z  Prayer  without  Books  Thou  canft  ftrike,  canft  thou  §  A 

red  Murrain  o'thy  Jades  tricks. 
Ajax.  Toads-ftooJ,  learn  me  the  Proclamation. 

Ther.  Doeft  thou  think  I  have  no  fenfe,  thou  ftrik'ft  me 
Ajax.  The  Proclamation.  [thus  ? 

Ther.  Thou  art  proclaimed  a  Fool,  I  think. 
Ajax.  Do  not  Porcupine,  do  not;  my  Fingers  itch* 
Ther.  I  would  thou  didft  itch  from  Head  to  Foot,  and 

J  had  the  fcratching  of  thee,  I  would  make  thee  the  loath- 
fom'ft  fcab  in  Greece. 

Ajax.  I  fay,  the  Proclamation. 
Ther.  Thou  grurnbleft  and  raileft  every  hour  on  Achilles* 

and  thou  art  as  Full  of  envy  at  his  greatnefs,  as  Cerberus  is 

at  Proferpina\  Beauty.     I,  that  thou  bark'ft  at  him. 

Ajax* 
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Ajax.  Miftrefs  Therfites. 
Tier.  Thou  (houldit  ftrike  him. 

Ajax.  Cobloaf. 
Ther.  He  would  pun  thee  into  Shivers  with  his  Fill,  as  a 

Sailor  breaks  a  Bisket. 

Ajax.  You  whorfon  Cur.  [Beating  him. 
Ther.  Doy  do. 

Ajax.  Thou  (tool  for  a  Witch. 

Ther.  Ay,  do,  thou  fodden-witted  Lord;  thou  haft  no 
more  Brain  than  I  have  in  mine  Elbows :  An  Afinico  may 
tutor  thee.  Thou  fcurvy  valiant  Afs,  thou  art  here  but  to 
threfh  Trojansy  and  thou  art  bought  and  fold  among  thofc 
of  any  wit,  like  a  Barbarian  Slave.  If  thou  ufe  to  beat  me, 
I  will  begin  at  thy  Heel,  and  tell  what;  thou  art  by  Inches, 
thou  thing  of  no  Bowels,  thou. 

Ajax.  You  Dog. 
Ther.  You  fcurvy  Lord. 
Ajax.  You  Cur.  [Beating  him. 
Ther.  Mars  his  Idiot  ;  do  Rudenefs,  do  Camel,  do,  do. 

Enter  Achilles  and  Pat  rock  5. 

Achil.  Why,  how  now,  Ajaxl  wherefore  do  you  this? 

How  now,  Therfites?  what's  the  matter,  Man? 
Ther.  You  fee  him  there,  do  you? 

Achil.   Ay,  what's  the  matter? 
Ther.  Nay  look  upon  him. 

Achil.  So  I  do,  what's  the  matter? 
Ther.  Nay,  but  regard  him  wel'. 
Achil.  Well,  why  I  do  fo. 
Ther.  But  yet  you  look  not  well  upon  him ;    for  whofo-* 

ever  you  rake  him  to  be,  he  is  Ajax. 
Achd.  I  know  that  Fool. 

Ther.  Ay,  but  that  Fool  knows  not  himfelf, 
Ajax.  Therefore  I  beat  thee, 
Ther.  Lo,  lo,  lo,  lo,  what  modicums  of  wit  he  utters,  his 

Evafions  have  Ears  thus  long.  I  have  bobb'd  his  Brain 
more  than  he  has  beat  my  Bones:  I  will  buy  nine  Sparrows 
for  a  Penny,  and  his  Pia  Mater  is  not  worth  the  ninth  Part 
of  a  Sparrow.  This  Lord  (Achilles)  Ajaxy  who  wears  his 

wit  in  his  Belly,  and  his  Guts  in  his  Head,  I'll  tell  you 
what  I  fay  of  him. Achih 
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AchiL  What  ?    [Ajax  offer i  to  firike  him,  Achilles  interpofes. 
Ther.  I  fay,  this  A)ax   
AchiL  Nay,  good  Ajax. 
Ther.  Has  not  fo  much  wit — — 
AchiL  Nay,  I  muft  hold  you. 
Therm  As  will  flop  the  Eye  of  Helen  %  Needle,  for  whom 

he  comes  to  fight. 
AchiL  Peace,  Foo\ 
Ther.  I  would  have  peace  and  quietnefs,  but  the  Fool  will 

not ;  he  there,  that  he,  look  you  there. 

Ajax.  O  thou  damn'd  Cur,  I  (hall-   *   . 
AchiL  Will  you  fet  your  wit  to  a  Fool's  ? 
Ther.  No,  I  warrant  you,  for  a  Fool's  will  fhame  it. 
Pat.  Good  Words,  Therjites. 

AchiL  What's  the  Quarrel? 
Ajax.  I  bad  the  vile  Owl,  go  learn  me  the  tenure  of  the 

Proclamatiqn,  and  he  rails  upon  me. 
Ther.  I  ferve  thee  not. 

Ajax.  We'll,  go  to,  go  to. 
Ther.  I  ferve  here  voluntary. 

Achil.  Your  laft  Service  was  fufferance,  'twas  not  volunta- 
ry, no  Man  is  beaten  voluntary :  Ajax  was  here  the  volun- 

tary, and  you  as  under  an  Imprefs. 

Ther.  E'en  fo- — a  great  a  deal  of  your  wit  too  lies  in  your 
Sinews,  or  elfe  there  be  Liars:  Hetlor  (hall  have  a  great  catch, 
if  he  knock  out  either  of  your  Brains,  he  were  as  good  crack 
a  fully  Nut  with  no  Kernel. 

AchiL  What,  with  me  too,  Therfitcsl 

Ther.  There's  Vlyffes,  and  old  Neftor,  whofe  Wit  was 
mouldy  e'er  their  Grandfires  had  Nails  on  their  Toes,  yoke you  like  draft  Oxen,  and  make  you  plough  up  the  wair. 

AchiL  What/  what! 

Ther.  Yes,  good  footh,  to  Achilles,  to  Ajax,  to--*   
Ajax.  I  (hall  cut  out  your  Tongue. 

Ther.  'Tis  no  matter,  I  mail  fpeak  as  much  as  thou  af- terwards. 
Pat.  No  more  Words,  Therfites. 
Ther.  I  will  hold  my  peace  when  Achilles  Brach  bids  me, 

(hall  V. 

Achil.  There's  for  you,  Patroclm. 
\  Ther. 
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Ther.  I  will  fee  you  fiang'd  like  Clotpoles,  e'er  I  come  a- 
ny  more  to  your  Tents,  I  will  keep  where  there  is  wit  Sir- 

ring, and  leave  the  Fad  ion  of  Fools.  [Exit. 
Pat.  A  good  riddance. 
AchiL  Marry  this,  Sir,  is  proclaimed  through  all  our  Holt, 

That  Hettor>  by  the  fifth  hour  of  the  Sun, 

Will  with  a  Trumpet,  'twixt  our  Tents  and  Trey, 
To  Morrow  morning  call  fome  Knight  to  Arms, 
That  hath  a  Stomach,  and  fuch  a  one  that  dare 

Maintain  I  know  not  what :  "Tis  trafli,  farewel. 
Ajax.  Farewel!  who  (hall  anfwer  him? 

AchiL  I  know  not,  'tis  put  to  Lott'ry  ,•  otherwife He  knew  his  Man. 

Ajax.  O,  meaning  you,  I  will  go  learn  more  of  it.  [Exit, 

SCENE  II.  Priam' j  Palace  in  Troy. 
Enter  Priam,  He&or,  Troilus,  Paris  and  Helenus. 

Vru  After  fo  many  hours,  lives,  Speeches  fpent, 
Thus  once  again  fays  Neflor  from  the  Greeks^ 
Deliver  Helen,  and  all  damage  elfe 
(As  Honour,  lofs  of  Time,  Travel,  Expence, 

Wounds,  Friends,  and  what  elfe  dear,  that  is  confum'd 
In  not  digeftion  of  this  Cormorant  War) 

Shall  be  (Truck  off.     Hetlor,  what  fay  you  to't? 
Hell.  Though  no  Man  letter  fears  the  Greeks  than  I, 

As  far  as  touches  my  particular;  yet,  dread  Priam, 
There  is  no  Lady  of  more  fofter  Bowels, 
More  fpungy  to  fuck  in  the  fenfe  of  fear, 
More  ready  to  cry  out,  Who  knows  what  follows, 

Than  Hetlor  \s ;  the  wound  o'f  Peace  is  furety, 
Surety  fecure;  but  mod  eft  doubt  is  calfd 
The  Beacon  of  the  wife  ;  the  Tent  that  fearches 

To  th' bottom  of  the  worft.     Let  Helen  go. 
Since  the  firft  Sword  was  drawn  about  this  Qiieftibn, 

Every  Tithe  Soul  'mongft  many  thoufand  difmes, Hath  been  as  dear  as  Helen,  I  mean  of  ours  : 
If  we  have  loft  fo  many  Tenths  of  ours 
To  guard  a  thing  not  ours,  nor  worth  to  us 
(Had  it  our  Name)  the  value  of  one  ten; 

f  What 
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Whit  merit's  in  that  reafon,  which  denic; 
The  yielding  of  her  up? 

Trot.  Fie,  fie,  my  Brother  : 

Weigh  you  the  worth  and  honour  of  a  King 
(So  great  is  our  dread  FatherJ  in  a  Scale 
Of  common  Ounces/  Will  you  with  Counters  fum 
The  vail:  proportion  of  his  Infinite? 
And  buckle  in  a  waft,  mod  fathomlefr, 
With  Spans  and  Inches  fo  diminutive, 
As  Fears  and  Reafons  ?  Fie  for  godly  fhame. 

Hel.  No  marvel,  tho'  you  bite  fo  fliarp  at  Reafons, You  are  empty  of  them.    Should  not  our  Father 
Bear  the  great  fway  of  his  Affairs  with  Reafons, 
Becaufe  your  Speech  hath  none  that  tells  him  fo? 

Troi.  You  are  for  Dreams  and  Slumber,  Brother  Prieft, 
You  fur  your  Gloves  with  Reafon:  Here  arc  your  Reafon?, 
You  know  an  Enemy  intends  you  harm: 

You  know,  a  Sword  imploy'd  is  perillous, 
And  Reafon  flies  the  object  of  all  harm  : 
Who  marvels  then,  when  Helenus  beholds 

A  Grecian  and  his  *iword,  if  he  do  fet 
The  very  wings  of  Reafon  to  his  Heels: 

Or  like  a  Star  difoib'd.   —Nay,  if  we  talk  of  Reafon, 
And  flie  like  chidden  Mercury  from  Jove, 

Let's  fhut  our  Gates  and  deep:  Manhood  and  Honour 
Should  have  hard  Hearts,  would  they  but  fat  their  Thoughts 

With  this  cramm'd  Reafon :  Resfon  and  Refped 
Make  Lovers  pale,  and  luftyhood  deject 

Heft.  Brother,  fhe  is  not  worth 
What  (he  doth  coft  the  holding. 

Troil.  What's  ought,  but  as  'tis  valu'd? 
Heft.  But  value  dwells  not  in  particular  Will, 

It  holds  his  Eftimate  and  Dignity, 

As  well  wherein  'tis  precious  of  it  felf, 
As  in  the  prizer:  'Tis  made  Idolatry, 
To  make  the  Service  greater  than  the  God  j 
And  the  will  dotes,  that  is  inclinable 
To  what  infectioufly  it  felf  affe&s, 

Without  fome  Image  of  th'  affeded  Merita 
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Troi.  I  take  to  day  a  Wife,  and  my  Election 
Is  led  on  in  the  conduct  of  my  Will  ; 
My  Will  enkindled  in  mine  Eyes  and  Ears, 

Two  traded  Pilors  'twixt  the  dangerous  Shores 
Of  Will  and  Judgment.     How  miy  I  avoid 
(Although  my  Will  diftaft  what  is  elected,) 

The  Wife  I  chofe?  there  can  be-  no  evafion    * 
To  blench  from  this,  and  to  ftand  firm  by  Honour. 
We  turn  not  back  the  Silks  upon  the  Merchant, 

When  we  have  fpoil'd  them;   nor  the  remainder  Viands 
We  do  not  throw  in  unrefpective  place, 
Becaufe  we  now  are  full.     It  was  thought  meet 
Paris  fhould  do  fome  Vengeance  on  the  Greeks ; 
Your  Breath  of  full  confent  bellied  his  Sails 

The  S.as  and  Winds  fold  Wranglers^  took  a  Truce, 

And  did  him  Service;  he  touch'd  the  Ports  dcuYd, 

And  for  an  old  Aunt,   whom  the  Greeks'  held  Captive, 
He  brought  a  Grecian  Queen,  whofe  youth  andfreihnefs 

Wrinkles  <dpollo*s9  and  makes  flale  the  Morning. 
Why  keep  we  her?  the  Grecians  keep  our  Aunt : 
Is  ftie  worth  keeping?  why,  (he  is  a  Pearl, 

Whofe  Price  hath  launched  above  a  thoufand  Ships, 
And  turn'd  Crown'd  Kings  to  Merchants. 
I£  you'll  avouch  'twas  Wifdom,  Paris  went, 

(As  you  mud  needs,  for  you  all  cry'd,  Go,  go :  ) 
If  you'll  confefsc  he  brought  home  noble  Prize, 
f  As  you  mull:  needs  for  you  all  clap'd  your  Hands,) 
And  cry'd,  Ineftimable ;  why  do  you  now 
The  iffiie  of  your  proper  Wifdoms  rate, 
And  do  a  Deed  that  Fortune  never  did, 

Begger  the  Eftimation,  which  you  priz'd 
Richer  than  Sea  and  Land  ?  O  Theff  moft  bafe  ! 

That  we  have  ftoln  what  we  do  fear  to  keep. 

But  Thieves,  unworthy  of  a  thing  fo  ftoln, 
That  in  their  Country  did  them  that  Difgrace, 
We  fear  to  warrant  in  our  native  Place. 

Enter  Caffandra  with  her  Hair  about  her  Ears, 

Caf.  Cry,  Trojans,  cry. 
Pri.  What  noife  ?  what  fliriek  is  this  ? 

Troi.  'Tis  our  mad  Sifter,  I  do  know  her  Voice, 
Caf.  Cry,  Trojans. 

HeS. 



1 84b  Troilus  and  Creffida. 
Hett.  It  is  Cajfandra. 

Caf.  Cry,  Trojans,  cry;  lend  me  ten  thoufand  Eyes, 
And  I  will  fill  them  with  propheticfc  Tears, 

Hett.  Peace,  Sifter,  Peace. 

Caf  Virgins  and  Boys,  mid-Age  and  wrinkled  Old, 
Soft  Infancy,  that  nothing  can  but  cry, 
Add  to  my  Clamour :  Let  us  pay  betimes 
A  moiety  of  that  mafs  of  Moan  to  come. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry,  pra&ife  your  Eyes  with  Tears, 
Troy  muft  not  be,  nor  goodly  I  lion  ft  and, 
Our  Fire-brand  Brother  Paris  burns  us  all. 

Cry,  Trojans,  cry,  a  Helen  and  a  Wo  ; 

Cry,  cry,  Troy  burns,  or  elfe  let  Helen  go.  [Exit. 
Hett.  Now,  youthful  Troilus,  do  not  the  high  Strains 

Of  Divination  in  our  Sifter  work 

Some  touches  of  Remorfe  ?  Or  is  your  Blood 
So  madly  hot,  that  no  difcourfe  of  Reafon, 
Nor  fear  of  bad  Succefs  in  a  bad  Caufe> 
Can  qualifie  the  fame  ? 

Troi.  Why,  Brother  HeUor, 
We  may  not  think  the  juftnefs  of  each  aft 
Such  and  no  other  than  Event  doth  form  it ; 

Nor  once  deject  the  Courage  of  our  Minds, 
Becaufe  Caftandras ;  mad  her  brain-fick  Raptures 
Cannot  diftafte  the  goodnefs  of  a  Quarrel, 

Which  hath  our  feveral  Honours  all  engag'd 
To  make  it  gracious.     For  my  private  part, 

I  am  no  more  touch'd  than  all  Priam's  Sons, 
And  Jove  forbid,  there  fhould  be  done  amongft  us 
Such  things  as  might  offend  the  weakeft  Spleen, 
To  fight  for,  and  maintain. 

Par.  Elfe  might  the  World  convince  of  Levity, 
As  well  my  Undertakings,  as  your  Counfels : 
But  I  atteft  the  Gods,  your  full  c  anient 
Gave  Wings  to  my  Propenfion,  and  cut  off 
All  Fears  attending  on  fo  dire  a  Project. 
For  what,  alas,  can  thefe  my  fingle  Arms? 

What  Propugnation  is  in  one  Man's  Valour 
To  ftand  the  Pu(h  and  Enmity  of  thofe 
This  Quarrel  would  excite?  Yet,  I  proteft, 

Were 
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WeFe  I  alone  to  pafs  the  Difficulties, 
And  had  as  ample  Power,  as  I  have  Will* 
Paris  mould  ne'er  retrad  what  he  hath  done., 
Nor  faint  in  the  purfuir. 

Pri.  Paris,  you  fpeak 
Like  one  befotred  on  your  fweet  Delights ; 
You  have  the  Hony  (till,  but  thefe  the  Gall, 
So  to  be  Valiant,  is  no  prajfe  at  all. 

Par.  Sir,  I  propofe  not  meerly  to  my  fdf, 
The  Pleafures  fuch  a  Beauty  brings  with  it  : 
But  I  would  have  the  Soil  of  her  fair  Rape 

Wip'd  off  in  honourable  keeping  her. 
What  Treafon  were  it  to  the  ranfack'd  Queen, 
Difgrace  to  your  great  Worths,  and  Shame  to  me, 
Now  to  deliver  her  PofleiTion  up, 
On  terms  of  bafe  Compulfion  ?  Can  it  be, 
That  fo  degenerate  a  (train  as  this, 
Should  once  fet  foot  within  your  generous  Bofoms  ? 

There's  not  the  meaneft  Spirit  on  our  Party, 
Without  a  Heart  to  dare,  or  Sword  to  draw, 
When  Helen  is  defended:  Nor  none  fo  Noble, 

Whofe  Life  were  ill  beftow'd,  or  Death  unfam'd, 
Where  Helen  is  the  Subject.     Then,   I  fay, 
Well  may  we  fight  for  her,  whom  we  know  well, 

The  World's  large  Spaces  cannot  parallel. 
Hec.  Paris  and  Troilus,  you  have  both  faid  well : 

And  on  theCaufeand  Queftion,  now  in  hand, 

Have  glofs'd,  but  fuperficially  ;  not  much 
Unlike  young  Men,  whom  graver  Sages  think 
Unfit  to  hear  moral  Philofophy. 
The  Reafons  you  alledge,  do  more  conduce 

To  the  hot  Paffion  of  diftemper'd  Blood, 
Than  to  make  up  a  free  Determination 

'Twixt  Right  and  Wrong  :  For  Pleafure  and  Revenge, Have  Ears  more  deaf  than  Adders,  to  the  voice 

Of  any  true  Decifion.     Nature  craves 
All  Dues  be  rendred  to  their  Owners ;  now 
What  nearer  Debt  in  all. Humanity, 
Than  Wife  is  to  the  Husband  ?  If  this  Law 

Of  Nature  be  corrupted  through  Affection, 
Vol.  IV.  X  And 
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And  that  great  Minds,  of  partial  Indulgence 
T  their  benummed  Wills,  refift  the  fame, 
There  is  a  Law  in  each  well-ordered  Nation, 
To  curb  thofe  raging  Appetites  that  are 
Moft  difobedient  and  refractory. 
If  Hden  then  be  Wife  to  Spartas  King, 
fAs  it  is  known  (he  \s)  thefe  moral  Laws 
Of  Nature,  and  of  Nations,  fpeak  aloud 

To  have  her  back  return'd.     Thus  to  perfifl: 
In  doing  wrong,  extenuates  not  wrong, 
But  makes  it  much  more  heavy.    Hettors  Opinion 

Is  this  in  way  of  truth  ;  yet  ne'erthelefs, 
My  fpritely  Brethren,  I  propend  to  you 
In  refolution  to  keep  Helen  ftill ; 

For  'tis  a  Caufe  that  hath  no  mean  dependance, 
Upon  our  joint  and  feveral  Dignities. 

7roi.  Why  there,  you  touch'd  the  Life  of  our  Defign: 
Were  it  not  Glory  that  we  more  afFe&ed, 
Than  the  performance  of  our  heaving  Spleens, 
I  would  not  wifli  a  drop  of  Trojan  Blood 
Spent  more  in  her  Defence.     But,  worthy  Hettor, 
She  is  a  Theam  of  Honour  and  Renown, 
A  Spur  to  valiant  and  magnanimous  Deeds, 
Whofe  prefent  Courage  may  beat  down  our  Foes, 
And  Fame,  in  time  to  come,  canonize  us. 
For  I  prefume,  brave  Hettor  would  not  lofe 

80  rich  advantage  of  a  promis'd  Glory, 
As  fmiles  upon  the  Forehead  of  this  A&ion,. 

For  the  wide  World's  Revenue. 
Heft.  I  am  yours, 

You  valiant  Off-fpringof  great  TrUmm% 
I  have  a  roifting  Challenge  fent  amongft 
The  dull  and  fa&ious  Nobles  of  the  Greeks, 

Will  ftrike  Amazement  to  their  drowfie  Spirits.- 

I  was  advertis'd,  their  great  General  flepr, 
Whilft  Emulation  in  the  Army  crept : 

This  I  prefume  will  wake  him.  {Exeunt. 

SCEN  E 
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SCENE    II.     Jhe  Grecian  Camp. 
Enter  Therfitcs  foists. 

How,  now,  Therfites?  what  loft  in  the  Labyrinth  of  thy 
Fury  ?  Shall  the  Elephant,  ̂ jaxy  carry  it  thus  ?  He  beats 
me,  and  I  rail  at  him  :  O  worthy  Satisfaction  !  would  it 

were  otherwife  ;  that  I  could  beat  him,  whilft  he  rail'd  at 
me  :  'Sfoor,  I'll  learn  to  Conjure  and  raife  Devils,  but  I'll 
fee  fome  ifTue  of  my  fpitefhl  Execrations  Then  there's 

Achilles,  a  rare  Engineer.  If  Troy  be  not  taken  'till  thefe 
two  undermine  it,  the  Walls  will  ftajid  'till  they  Fall  of 
themfelves.  O  thou  great  Thunder-darter  of  Olympus  s 

forget  that  thou  art  Jove  the  King  of  Gods,*  and  Mercury, 
lofe  all  the  Serpentine  Craft  of  thy  Caducem,  if  thou  take 

not  that  little,  little,  le<s  than  little,  wit  fiom  them  that  they 

have,  which  {hori-nm'd  Ignorance  it  felf  knows,  is  io 
abundant  fcarce,  it  will  not  in  Circumvention  deliver  a  Fly 
from  a  Spider,  without  drawing  rhc  maffy  Irons  and  cut* 
ting  the  Web  :  After  this,  the  Vengeance  on  the  whole 

Camp,  or  rather  the  Bonc-ach,  for  that,  methinks,  is  the 
Curfe  dependant  on  thofe  that  war  for  a  Placket.  I  ha.vefaid 
my  Prayers,  and  Devil,  Envy,  f  y  Amen.  What  ho  ?  my 
Lord  Achilles  ? 

Enter  Patroclus. 

Patr.  Who's  there  ?   Therfites.     Good  Tbcrfites,  coifi:  in and  rail. 

Ther.  If  I  could  have  rem*,  mbred  a  gilt  Counter,  thou 

would'ft  not  hive  flip'd  out  of  my  Contemplation,  but  it  is 
no  matter,  thy  k\f  upon  thy  felf.  The  common  Curfe  of 
Mankind,  Folly  and  Ignorance  be  thine  in  great  Revenue; 

Heav'n  blefs  thee  from  a  Tutor,  and  Difcipline  come  not 

near  thee.  Let  thy  Blood  be  thy  direction  'till  thy  Death* 
then  if  (he  that  lays  thee  out",  fays  thou  art  a  fair  Coarfe, 

I'll  be  fworn  and  fworn  upon'r,  fhe  never  fhrowded  any  but 
Lazars,  Amen.     Where's  Achilles  ? 

P*tr.  What,  art  thou  devout?  waft  thou  in  a  tVayei  ? 

Ther.  Ay,  the  Heav'ns  hear  me. Enter  Achilles. 

•Achil.  Wh  Vs  there  ? 

Pmr.  Therfites,  my  Lord. 
X  2,  AchiU 
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AchiL  Were,  where?  art  thou  come?  why,  my  Cheefe, 
my  Digeftion   why  haft  thou  not  ferved  thy  felf  up  to  my 

Table,  fo  many  Meals?  Come,  what's  Agamemnon* 
Ther.  Thy  Commander,  Achilles-,  then  tell  me,  Patro- 

clmy  What's  Achilles  f 
Pair.  Thy  Lord,  Therjites  :  then  tell  me,  I  pray  thee, 

what's  thy  felf? 
Ther.  Thy  Knower,  Patroclus  :  then  tell  me,  Patrocltu, 

what  art  thou  ? 

Patr.  Thou  may'ft  tell,  that  know'fh AchiL  O  tell,  tell. 

Ther.  I'll  decline  the  whole  Queftion.  Agamemnon  com- 
mands Achilles,  Achilles  is  my  Lord,  I  am  PatrocluSs  Knower, 

and  Patroclm  is  a  Fool. 
Patr.  You  Rafcal   
Ther.  Peace,  Fool,  I  have  not  done. 

AchiL  He  is  a  privik  g'd  Man,  Proceed,  Therjites. 
Ther  1  Agamemnon  is  a  Fool,  Achilles  is  a  Fool,  Therjites 

is  a  Fool,  and,  as  afcrefaid,  Patroclus  is  a  Fool, 
Achil.  Derive  this ;  come* 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  Fool  to  offer  to  command  Achilles + 
Achilles  is  a  Fool  to  be  commanded  of  Agamemnon,  Ther- 
fites  is  a  Fool  to  ferve  fuch  a  Fool,    and  Patroclus  is  a  Fool 
pofitive. 

Patr.  Why  am  I  a  Fool  ? 
timer  Agamemnon,    Ulyfles,   Neftor,   Diomedes,  Ajax, 

and  Chalcas. 
Ther.  Make  that  demand  to  the  Creator,  it  fuffices  me 

thou  art.     Look  you,  who  comes  here? 
Achil.  Patroclm,  Y\\  fpeak  with  no  Body  :  Come  in  with 

me,  Ther  fites.  \_Exit. 
Ther.  Here  is  fuch  Patchery,  fuch  Jugling,  and  fuch 

Knavery  :  all  the  Argument  is  a  Cuckold  and  a  Whore,  a 
good  quarrel  to  draw  emulatious  Factions,  and  bleed  to 
Death  upon  :  Now  the  dry  Serpigo  on  the  Subject,  and  War 

and  Lechery  "confound  all. 
Aga.  Where  is  Achilles  f 

Patr.  Within  his  Tent,  but  illdifpos'd,  my  Lord. 
Aga.  Let  it  be  known  to  him  that  we  are  here, 

He  lent  our  Meffengers,  and  we  lay  by 

Our  Appcrtainments,  viii'ting  of  him  : Let 
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Let  him  be  told  of,  left  perchance  he  think 
We  dare  not  move  the  queftion  of  our  place, 
Or  know  not  what  we  arc. 

Patr.  I  mall  fo  fay  to  him, 
Vljf.  We  faw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  Tent, 

He  is  not  lick. 

Ajax.  Yes,    Lion- lick,  fick  of  a  proud  heart:  you  may 
call  it  Melancholy,  if  you  will  favour  the  Man,  but  by  my 

head,  'tis  Pride  ;  but  why,  why  ?   let  him  mew  us  the 
caufe.     A  word,  my  Lord.  [To  Agamemnon. 

Neft.  What  moves  Ajax  thus  to  bay  at  him  ? 
Vljf.  Achilles  hath  inveigled  his  Fool  from  him. 
Neft.  Who,  Therfitesl 
Vljf.  He. 

Neft.  Thc.i  will  Ajax  lack  Matter,  if  he  have  loft  h:s 
Argument. 

Vljf.  No,  you  fee  he  is  his  Argument,  that  has  his  Ar- 
gument, Achilles. 

Neft.  All  the  better,  their  Fra&ion  is  more  our  wifh  than 

their  Faction  ;  but  it  was  a  ftrong  Counfel  that  a  Fool  coul  J 
difunite. 

Vljf.  The"  Amity  that  Wifdom  knits  not,  Folly  may  ea- 
sily untye.  Enter  Pitroclus. 

Here  comes  Patroclus. 
Neft.  No  Achilles  with  him  ? 
Vljf.  The  Elephant  hath  Joints,  but  none  for  Courtefre; 

His  Legs  are  Legs  for  necelTity,  not  for  flight. 
Patr.  Achilles  bids  me  fay,  he  is  much  forry, 

If  any  thing  more  th.n  your  Sport  and  Pleafure, 
Did  move  your  Greatnefs,  and  this  noble  State, 
To  call  upon  him;  he  hopes  it  is  no  other, 
But  for  your  healch  and  your  digeftion-fakej 
An  after-Dinnei's  Breath. 

Aga.  Hear  you,  Patroclus; 
We  are  too  well  acquainted  with  thefe  Anfwers: 

But  his  evafton  wing'd  thus  fwift  with  fcorn, 
Cannot  outflie  our  Apprehenfions. 
Much  attribute  he  hath,  and  much  the  reafort, 
Why  we  afcribe  it  to  him;  yet  all  his  Virtues, 
f  Not  virtuoufly  ©f  his  own  part  beheld) 
Do  in  our  Eyes  begin  to  lofe  their  Glofs; 

X  3  And 
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And  like  fair  Fruit  in  an  unwholfom  Difh, 
Are  like  to  rot  untafted;  go  and  tell  him, 
VVe  come  to  fpeak  with  him,  and  you  fhall  not  fin  ; 
If  you  do  fay,  we  think  him  over-proud, 
And  under-honeft ;  in  Self-aflumption  greater 
Than  in  the  note  of  Judgment;  and  worthier  than  himfelf, 
Here  tend  the  favage  Strangenefs  he  puts  or, 
Difguife  the  holy  Strength  of  their  command, 
And  under  write  in  an  obferving  kind 
His  humorous  predominance;  yes,  watch 
His  pettifh  lines,  his  ebbs,  his  flows  ;  as  if 
The  pafTage  and  whole  carriage  of  th  s  A&ion 
Rode  on  his  tide.     Go  tell  him  tlu>,  and  add* 

That  if  he  over-hold  his  price  fo  much, 

We'll  none  of  him ;  but  lex  himr  like  an  Engine 
Not  portable,  lye  under  this  report. 
B>  ing  Action  hither,  this  cannot  go  to  War : 
A  ftirring  Dwarf  we  do  allowance  give, 
Before  a  deeping  Gyant;  tell  him  fo, 

Pat.  I  (hall,  and  bring  his  anfwer  prefently.  [Exit* 
Ago,.  In  fecond  Voice  we'll  not  be  fatisfied, 

VVe  come  to  fpeak  with  him.     Vlyjjcs,  enter  you. 

[Exit  UJyffes* 
Ajax.  What  is  he  more  than  another? 
Aga.  No  more  than  what  he  thinks  he  is. 
Ajax*  Is  he  fo  much  ?  do  you  not  think  he  thinks  himfelf 

a  better  Man  than  I  am? 

Aga.  No  queftion, 
Ajax.  Will  you  fubferibe  his  Thought,  and  fay,  he  is? 
Aga.  No,  noble  Ajax,  you  are  as  ftrong,  as  valiant,  as 

wife,  no  lefs  noble,  much  more  gentle,  and  altogether  more 
tractable. 

Ajax.  Why  fhou!d  a  Man  be  proud  ?  How  doth  Pride 
grow  ?  I  know  not  what  it  is. 

Aga.  Your  Mind  is  clearer,  Ajax,  and  your  Virtues  the 
fairer;  he  that  is  proud,  eats  up  himfelf.  Pride  is  his  own 
Glafr,  his  own  Trumpet,  his  own  Chronicle,  and  whate- 

ver Praifes  it  felf  but  in  the  Deed,  devours  the  Deed  in  the 
Praife, 

Enter 
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Enter  UlyiTes. 
Ajax*  I  do  hate  a  proud  Man,  as  I  hate  the  engendring  of 

Toads. 

Neft.  Yet  he  loves  himfelf:  Is'tnot  ftrange? 
Vljf.  Achilles  will  not  to  the  Field  to  Morrow,. 

Aga.  What's  his  Excufe? 
Vljf.  He  doth  rely  on  none  ; 

But  carries  on  the  Stream  of  his  Difpofe, 
Without  obfervance  or  refped:  of  any, 
In  Will  peculiar,  and  in  $elf-admiflion, 

Aga.  Why  will  he  not,  upon  our  fair  requeft, 
Un-tent  his  Perfon,  and  fhare  the  Air  with  us? 

Vlyf.  Things  fmall  as  Nothing,  for  Requefts  fake  only 
He  makes  Important:  PolTeft  he  is  with  Greatnefs, 
And  fpeaks  not  to  himfelf,  but  with  a  Pride 

That  quarrels  at  Self-breath.     Imagin'd  Wrath 
Holds  in  his  Blood  fuch  fwoPn  and  hot  Difcourfe3 

Tint  'twixt  his  mental  and  his  active  Parts, 
Kingdom \J  Achilles  in  commotion  rages, 

And  batters  'gainft  it  felf ;  what  mould  I  fay  f 
He  is  fo  plaguy  proud,  that  the  death-tokens  of  it 
Cry  no  recovery. 

Aga.  Let  Ajax  go  to  him. 
Dear  Lord,  go  you  and  greet  him  in  his  Tent; 

'Tis  fa;d  he  holds  you  well,  and  will  be  led 
At  vour  requcfr,  a  little  from  himfelf. 

Vlyf.  O,  Agamemnon,  let  it  not  be  fo. 

We'll  confecrate  the  Steps  that  Ajax  makes, 
When  they  go  from  Achilles ;   (hall  the  proud  Lord, 
That  baftes  his  Arrogance  with  his  own  Seam, 
And  never  fuffers  matter  of  the  World 

Enter  his  Thoughts,  fave  fuch  as  do  revolve 

And  ruminate  himfelf?   Shall  he  be  worfhip'd, 
Of  that  wc  hold  an  Idol,  more  than  he  ? 
No,  this  Thrice  Worthy,  and  Right  Valiant  Lord, 

Muft  not  fo  fra!e  his  Palm,  nobly  acquir'd, 
Nor  by  my  Will  affubjugate  his  Merit, 

As  amply  Titl'd,  as  Achilles  is,  by  going  to  Achilles. 
That  were  to  enlard  his  Far,  already,  Pride, 
And  add  more  Coles  to  Cancer,  when  he  burns 
With  entertaining  great  Hyperion. 

X  4  This 
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This  Lord  go  to  him  ?  Jupiter  forbid, 
And  fay  in  Thunder,  Achilles  go  to  him. 

Neft.  O  this  is  well,  he  rubs  the  Vein  of  him. 
Dio.  And  how  his  filence  drinks  up  his  Applaufe. 

Ajax.^  If  I  go  to  him   .with  my  armed  Fift,  I'll  paih 
him  o'erlthe  Face. 

Aga.  O  no,  you  mall  not  go. 

Ajax.  And  a  be  proud  with  me,  I'll  phefe  his  Pride  ;  let 
me  go  to  him. 

Vlyf.  Not  for  the  worth  that  hangs  upon  our  Quarrel. 
Ajax.  A  paultry  Infolent  Fellow   
Neft.  How  he  defcribes  himfelf. 
Ajax.  Can  he  not  be  fociable  ? 
Vlyf.  The  Raven  chides  blacknefs. 

Ajax.  I'll  let  his  Humours  Blood. 
Aga.  He  will  be  the  Pbyfician,  that  fhould  be  the  Patient. 
Ajax.  And  all  Men  were  a  my  Mind— 
Vlyf.  Wit  would  be  out  of  fafhion. 
Ajax.  A  mould  not  bear  it  fo,  a  mould  eat  Swbrds  firft; 

fhall  Pride  carry  it? 

Neft.  And  'twould,  you'd  carry  half. 
Vlyf.  A  would  have  ten  ihares. 

Ajax.   I  will  knead  him,   I'll  make  him  fupple,  he's  not 
yet  through  warm. 

Neft.  Force  him  with  Praifes,  pour  in,  pour  in,  his  Am- 
bition is  dry. 

'Vlyf.  My  Lord,  you  feed  too  much  on  this  diflike. 
Neft.  Our  noble  General,  do  not  do  fo, 
Dio.  You  muft  prepare  to  fight  without  Achilles. 

Vlyf.  Why,  'tis  this  naming  of  him  doth  him  harm. 
Here  is  a  Man— -but  'tis  before  his  Face- — - 
I  will  be  fllenr. 

Neft.  Wherefore  fhould  you  fo  f 
He  is  nor  emulous,  as  Achilles  is. 

Vlyf.  Know  the  whole  World,  he  isjas  valiant. 
Ajax.  AwhorfonDog!  that  fhall  palter  thus  with  us— » — . 

would  he  were  a  Trojan. 
Neft.  What  a  Vice  were  it  in  Ajax  now— 
Vlyf.  If  he  were  proud. 
Dio.  Or  covetous  of  Praife. 

Vlyf  Ay,  or  furly  born,  ,, Dio. 
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Bio.  Or  ftrange,  or  felf-afFefted.  (pofure 
Vljf.  Thank  the  Heavens,  Lord,  thou  art  of  a  fweet  Com- 

Praife  him  that  got  thee,  fhe  that  gave  thee  fuck: 
Fame  be  thy  Tutor,  and  thy  parts  of  Nature 
Thrice  fam/d  beyond,  beyond  all  Erudition; 

But  he  that  difciplin'd  thy  Arms  to  fight, 
Let  Mars  divide  Eternity  in  twain, 
And  give  him  half;  and  for  thy  Vigor, 
Bull-bearing  Mdo  his  addition  yield 
To  Sinewy  Ajaxi  I  will  notpraife  thy  Wifdom 
Which,  like  a  bourn,  a  pale,  a  fhore,  confines 

Thy  fpacious  and  dilated  parts;   here's  Neftor 
Inf I r lifted  by  the  Antiquary  times: 
He  mud,  he  is,  he  cannot  but  be  wife. 

But  pardon,  Father  Neftor,  were  your  Days 

As  green  as  Ajaxy  and  your  Brain  fo  temper'd, You  fhould  not  have  the  eminence  of  him 

But  be  as  Ajax. 
Ajax.  Shall  I  call  you  Father  ? 
Vlyf.  Ay,  my  good  Son, 

Bio.  Be  rul'd  by  him,  Lord  Ajax. 
Vlyf.  There  is  no  tarrying  here,  the  Hart  Achilles 

Keeps  thicket ;  pleafe  it  our  General, 
To  call  together  all  this  Srate  of  War; 
Freih  Kings  are  come  to  Troy  ;  to  Morrow 
We  muft  with  all  our  main  of  Power  ftand  faft  : 

And  here's  a  Lord  f  come  Knights  from  Eaft  to  Weft, 
And  cull  their  Flower^  Ajax  fhall  cope  the  beft. 

Aga.  Go  we  to  Council,  let  Achilles  deep ; 
Light  Boats  may  fail  fwift,  though  great  bulks  draw  deep. 

\JExettnt.     Mufick,  founds  within. 

ACT    III.    SCENE    I. 

SCENE  Troy. 
Enter  Pandarus,  and  a  Servant. 

'an.  T^IUericl !  you  I  pray  you  a  word  :  Do  not  you  follow 
X7  the  young  Lord  Paris  ? 

Ser.  Ay,  Sir,  when  he  goes  before  me. 
Pan, 
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Pan,  You  depend  upon  him,  I  mean  ? 
Ser.  Sir,  I  do  depend  upon  the  Lord. 
Pan.  You  depend  upon  a  Noble  Gentleman :  I  mud  needi 

praife  him. 
Ser.  The  Lord  be  praifed. 
Pan.  You  know  me,  do  you  not? 
Ser.  Faith,  Sir,  fuperficially. 
Pan.  Friend,  know  me  better,  I  am  the  Lord  Pandarm. 
Ser.  I  hope  I  mall  know  your  Honour  better. 
Pan.  I  do  defire  it. 
Ser.  You  are  in  the  flate  of  Grace? 

Pan.  Grace,  not  fo,  Friend,  Honour  and  Lordfliip  are  my 
Titles :  What  Mufick  is  this? 

Ser.  I  do  but  partly  know,  Sir;  it  is  Mufick  in  parts. 
Pan.  Know  you  the  IVJuficians  ? 
Ser.  Wholly,  Sir. 
Pan*  Who  play  they  to  ? 
Ser.  To  the  hearers,  Sir. 
Pan.  At  whofe  pleafure,  Friend  ? 
Ser.  At  mine,  Sir,  and  theirs  that  love  Mufick. 
Pan.  Command,  I  mean,  Friend. 
Ser.  Who  fhall  I  command.  Sir  ? 
Pan.  Friend,  we  underftand  not  one  another:  I  anv-too 

courtly,  and  thou  art  too  cunning.  At  whofe  requefl  do 
thefe  Men  play  ? 

Ser.  That's  to'c  indeed,  Sir  ;  marry,  Sir,  at  the  requefl:  of 
Parity  my  Lord,  who's  there  in  Perfon  ;  with  him  the  mor- 

tal VenuSy  the  Hearr-blood  of  Beauty,  Love's  invifible  Soul. 
Pan.  Who,  my  Co u fin  Crejjida  t 
Ser.  No,  Sir,  Helen;  cpuld  you  not  find  out  that  by  her 

Attributes? 
Pan.  It  fliould  feem,  Fellow,  that  thou  haft  not  feen  the 

Lady  Crejjida.  I  come  to  fpeak  with  Paris  from  the  Prince 
Troilus :  I  will  make  a  complemental  Affault  upon  him,  for 
my  Bufinefs  feethes. 

Ser.  Sodden  Bufinefs,  there's  a  ftew'd  Phrafe  indeed. 
Enter  Paris  and  Helen. 

Pan.  Fair  be  to  you,  my  Lord,  and  to  all  this  fair  Com- 
pany :  Fair  defires  in  all  fair  meafure  fairly  guide  them^ 

efpecially  to  you,  fair  Queen,  fair  Thoughts  be  your  fair 
Pillow. 

Hcltn* 
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Helen.  Dear  Lord,  you  are  full  of  fair  Words. 
Pan.  You  fpeak  your  fair  pleafure,  fweet  Queea:  fair 

Prince,  here  is  good  broken  Mufick. 
Par.  You  have  broken  it,  Coufin ;  and  by  my  Life  you 

fliall  make  it  whole  again,  you  fhall  piece  it  out  with  a  peice 
of  your  performance.     Nel>  he  is  full  of  Harmony, 

Pan.  Truly,  Lady,  no. 
Helen.  O,  Sir 

Pan.  Rude  in  footh,  in  good  footh  very  rude. 
Par.  Well  faid,  my  Lord ;  well,  you  fay  fo  in  fit!. 
Pan.  I  have  Bufinefs  to  my  Lord,  dear  Queen ;  my  Lord, 

will  you  vouchfafe  me  a  Word  ? 

Helen.  Nay,  this  (hall  not  hedge  us  out,  we'll  hear  you 
fing  certainly. 

Pan.  Well,  fweet  Queen,  you  are  pleafant  with  me ;  but, 
marry  thus,  my  Lord,  my  dear  Lord,  and  mod  efte^gmed 
Friend,  your  Brother  Troilus   

Helen.  My  Lord  Pandarns,  hony -fweet  Lord, 
Pan.  Go  to,  fweet  Queen,  go  to   

Commends  himfelf  molt  affectionately  to  you. 
Helen.  You  fhall  not  bob  us  out  of  our  melody: 

If  you  do,  our  Melancholy  upon  your  Head. 

Pan.  Sweet  Queen,  fweet  Queer,  that's  a  fweet  Queen, 
Ffaith   , 

Helen.  And  to  make  a  fweet  Lady  fad,  is  a  fower  Offence. 
Nay,  that  fhall  not  ferve  your  turn,  that  fhall  it  not  in 
truth  la.     Nay,   I  care  not  for  fuch  Words,  no,  no   

Pan.  And,  my  Lord,  he  defires  you,  that  if  the  King  call 
for  him  at  Supper,  you  will  make  his  excufe. 

Helen.  My  Lord  Pandarus   
Pan.  What  fays  my  fweet  Queer,  my  very,  very  fweet 

Queen? 

Par.  What  Exploit's  in  handi  where  fups  |ie  tq  Night? 
Helen.  Nay,  but  my  Lord. 
Pan.  What  fays  my  fweet  Queen  f  my  Coufin  will  fall  out 

with  you. 
Helen.  You  muft  not  know  where  he  fups. 
Par.  With  my  difpofer  Creffida. 
Pan.  No,  no,  no  fuch  matter,  you  arc  wide,  come,  your 

difpofer  is  fi ck. 
far.  Well,  Til  make  excufe. 

Pan, 
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Pan.  Ay,  good  my  Lord ;  why  (hould  you  fay  Creffida  ? 

No,  your  poor  difpofer's  fick. 
Par.  I  fpy   
Pan.  You  fpy,  what  do  you  fpy?  Come,  give  me  an  In- 

ftrument  now,  fweet  Queen. 
Helen.  Why  this  is  kindly  done. 
Pan.  My  Niece  is  horrible  in  love  with  a  thing  you  have, 

fweet  Queen. 
Helen.  She  Hi  all  have  it,  my  Lord,  if  it  be  not  my  Lord 

Paris. 

Pan.  He?  no,  (he'll  none  of  him,  they  two  are  twain. 
Helen.  Falling  in  after  falling  out,  may  make  them  three. 

Pan.  Come,  come,  I'll  hear  no  more  of  this  1*11  fingyou 
a  Song  now. 

Helen.  Ay,  ay,  prithee  now ;  by  my  troth,  fweet  Lord, 
thou  haft  a  fine  Fore-head. 

Pan.  Ay,  you  may,  you  may—— '  * 
Hel.  Let  thy  Song  be  Love :  This  Love  will  undo  us  all. 

Oh,  Cupid,  Cupid,  Cupid.  * 

Pan.  Love!  ay,  that  it  (hall,  i'faith. 
Par.  Ay,  good  now,  Love,  Love,  nothing  but  Love. 
Pan.  In  good  troth  it  begins  fo. 

Love,  Love,  nothing  but  Love>ftill  more: 

For  O,  Love's  Bow 
Shoots  both  BucJ^  and  Doe  : 

The  Shaft  confounds  not  that  it  -wounds > 
But  tickles  ft  ill  the  Sore : 
Thefe  Lovers  cry,  oh  ho  they  dye ; 
Yet  that  which  feems  they  wound  to  kill> 
Doth  turn  oh  ho,  to  ha  ha  he : 

So  dying  Love  lives  flilU 
O  ho  a  while y  but  ha  ha  ha ; 

O  ho  groans  out  for  ha  ha  ha-      hey  ho. 

Helen.  In  Love  i'faith  to  the  very  tip  of  the  Nofe. 
Par.  He  eats  nothing  but  Doves,  Love,  and  that  breeds 

hot  Blood,  and  hot  Blood  begets  hot  Thoughts,  and  hot 
Thoughts  beget  hot  Deeds,  and  hot  Deeds  are  Love. 

Pan. 
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Pan.   Is  this  the  Generation  of  Love?  Hot  Blood,  hot 

Thoughts,  and  hot  Deeds  ?  why  they  are  Vipers,  Is  Love  a 
Generation  of  Vipers? 

Sweet  Lord,  who's  afield  to  Day? 
Par.  Hettor,  Dciphobus>    Helenuss  uinthenor,    and  all  the 

gallantry  of  Troy.     I  would  fain  have  arm'd  to  Day,  but 
my  Nell  would  not  have  it  fo. 
How  chance  my  Brother  Troilus  went  not  ? 

Helen.  He  hangs  the  Lip   at  fomething ;  you  know  all, 
Lord  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Not  I,  hony  fweet  Queen :  I  long  to  hear  how  they 
fped  to  Day  : 

You'll  remember  your  Brother's  excufe? Par.  To  a  Hair. 
Pan.   Farewel,  fweet  Queen. 
Helen.  Commend  me  to  your  Neice. 
Pan.  I  will,  fweet  Queen.        [Exit.        Sound  a  Retreat. 

Par.  They're  come  from  Field ;  let  us  to  Priam  s  Hall, 
To  greet  the  Warriors.     Sweet  Heleny  I  mull;  woo  you, 
To  help  unarm  our  Hettor  :  His  ftubborn  Buckles, 
With  thefe  your  white  enchanting  Fingers  touchr, 
Shall  more  obey,  than  to  the  edge  of  Steel, 
Or  force  of  Greefyjh  Sinews,  you  mall  do  more 
Than  all  the  I  (land  Kings,  difarm  great  Hettor. 

Helen.  'Twill  make  us  proud  to  be  your  Servant,  Pdris :  . 
Yea,  what  he  fhall  receive  of  us  in  duty, 
Gives  us  more  palm  in  Beauty  than  we  have: 
Yea,  over-fhines  our  felf. 
Sweer,  above  thought,  I  love  thee.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Pandarus,  and  Troilus'^  Man. 
Pan.  How  now,  where's  thy  Mafler,  at  my  Coufin  Cref- 

fida\\ 
Ser.  No,  Sir,  he  flays  for  you  to  conduct  him  thither. 

Enter  Troilus. 

Pan.  O,  here  he  comes;  How  now,  how  now?' 
Trot.  Sirrah,  walk  off. 
Pan.  Have  you  feen  my  Coufin? 
Troi.  No,  Pandarus :  I  ftalk  about  her  Door 

Like  a  ftrange  Soul  upon  the  Stygian  Banks 
Staying  for  waftage.     O  be  thou  my  Charon, 
And  give  me  fwift  tranfport^nce  to  thofe  JfaldjJ 

Where 
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Where  I  will  wallow  in  the  Lilly  Beds 

Propos'd  for  the  deferver.     O  gentle  Pandarusy 
From  Cupid's  Shoulder  pluck  his  painted  Wings, 
And  fly  with  me  to  CreJJid. 

Pan.  Walk  here  i'th'  Orchard,  I'll  bring  her  ftraight. [Exit  Pandarus* 
Troi.  I  am  giddy ;  Expectation  whirles  me  round, 

Th'  imaginary  rehfh  is  fo  fweer, 
That  it  enchants  my  Senfe  ;  what  will  it  be 
When  that  the  watry  Palates  tafte  indeed 

Love's  thrice  reputed  Ne<5hr ?  Death,  I  fear  me; 
Sounding  Deftru&ion,  or  fome  Joy  too  fine, 
Too  fubtile,  potent,  and  too  (harp  in  fweetnefs, 
For  the  Capacity  of  my  ruder  Powers; 
I  fear  it  much,  and  I  do  fear  befides, 
That  I  lhall  lofe  diftindion  in  my  joys, 
As  doth  a  Battel  when  they  charge  on  heaps 
The  Enemy  flying. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Pan.  She's  making  her  ready,  fhe'll  come  flraight;  you 
rauft  be  witty  now,  fhe  does  fo  blufh,  and  fetches  her  Wind 

fo  fhort,  as  if  (he  were  (raid  with  a  Sprite:  I'll  fetch  her;  it 
is  the  prettied  Villain,  (he  fetches  her  breath  fo  (hort  as  a 

new  ta'en  Sparrow.  [£.*;//Pan* 
Trou  Even  fuch  a  Paflion  doth  embrace  my  Bofom : 

My  Heart  beats  thicker  than  a  feverous  Pulfe, 
And  all  my  Powers  do  their  beftowing  lofe, 

Like  VafTalage  at  unawares  encountring- 
The  Eye  of  Majefty. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Creflida^ 

Pan.  Come,  come,  what  need  you  blu(h  ? 

Shame's  a  Baby ;  here  (he  is  now,  (wear  the  Oaths  now  to  her$ 
that  you  have  fworn  to  me.  What,  are  you  gone  again,  you 

muft  be  watch'd  e'er  you  be  made  tame,  muft  you  ?  Come 
your"  ways,  come  your  ways,  and  you  draw  backward  we'll 
put  you  i'th'  Files :  Why  do  you  not  fpeak  to  her  ?  Come 
draw  this  Curtain,  and  let's  fee  your  Picture.  Alas  the  day, 
how  loath  you  are  to  offend  day-light  ?  and  'twere  dark  you'd 
clofe  fooner.  So,  fo,  rub  on,  andkifs  the  Miftrefs;  how  now, 
a  kifs  in  Fee-farm  \  build  there*  Carpenter,  the  Air  is  fweet* 

Nay,  you  (hall  fight  your  Hearts  out  e'er  I  part  you.    The £auIcon> 
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Faulcon  has  the  Tercel,  for  all  the  Ducks  hh*  River:  Go  to 
goto. 

Trot.  You  have  bereft  me  of  all  Words,  Lady. 
Pan.  Words  pay  no  Debts,  give  her  Deeds:  But  (he'll  be- 

reave you  o'th'  Deeds  too,  if  me  call  your  Activity  in  que- ftiofi:   What,  bilhng  again?   here's  in  witnefs  whereof  the 
Parties  interchangeably   Come  in,  come  in,  Vll  po  pet 
a  Fire.  r  r  v.  J** i-       ixr-n  ,i  •  ,  lExtt  Pan. 

Cre.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  Lord  ? 
Troth  OCreJ/ida,  how  often  have  I  wifht  me  thus/ 
Cac.  Wifht,  my  Lord!  the  Gods  grant;-   O,  my  Lord. Trot.  What  mould  they  grant;   what  makes  this  pretty abruption;  what  too  curious  Dreg  efpies  my  fweet  Lady  in the  Fountain  of  our  Love? 

Cre.  More  Dregs  than  Water,  if  my  Tears  have  Eyes Troi.  Fears  make  Devils  of  Cherubins,    they  never  lee 
truly.  J 

Cre.  Blind  fear,  that  feeing  Reafon  leads,  finds  fa fer  foots 
wg  than  blind  Reafon  (tumbling  without  fear;  to  fear  the worlt,  oft  cures  the  worfe. 

Troi.  O  let  my  Lady  apprehend  no  fear, 
In  all  Cupid's  Pageant  there  is  prefented  no  Monfter. Cre.  Nor  nothing  monftrous  neither  ? 

Troi.  Nothing  but  their  Undertakings,  when  we  vow  to 
weep  Seas,  live  in  Fire,  eat  Rocks,  tame  Tygcrs,  thinking  it harder  for  our  Miftrefs  to  devife  Impofition  enough,  than  for 
us  to  undergo  any  Difficulty  impofed.  This  is  the  monftro- 
fity  in  Love,  Lady,  that  the  W,ll  is  infinite,  and  the  Execu- 

tion conhn'd ;  that  the  Defire  is  boundlefs,  and  the  A&  * Mave  to  limit. 

Cre.  They  fay  all  Lovers  fwear  more  performance  than 
tney  are  able,  and  yet  referve  an  Ability  that  they  never perform:  vowing  more  than  the  perfection  of  ten ;  and  dis- 

charging lefs  than  the  tenth  part  of  one.  They  that  have the  Voice  of  Lions,  and  the  ad  of  Hares,  are  they  not Monfters  ?  / 

Troil .Are  there  fuch  ?  fuch  are  not  we:  Praife  us  as  wc 
are  tatted,  allow  us  as  we  prove  ?  Our  Head  fliall  so  bare, nil  mem  crown  it;  no  Perfection  in  reverfion  fhafl  have  a 
^raiie  in  prefent;  we  will  not  name  Defert  before  his  Birth, and  being  born,  his  addition  fliall  be  humble  >  few  Words  to fair 

s 
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fair  Faith.  Troilus  mall  be  fuch  to  CreJJida,  as  what  Envy 
can  fay  worft,  (hall  be  a  mock  for  his  Truth ;  and  what  Truth 
can  (peak  trueft,  not  truer  than  Troilus. 

Cre.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  Lord  ? 
Enter  Pandarus. 

Pan.  What^blufliing  ftill  ?  have  you  not  done  talking 

yet? Cre.  Well,  Uncle,  what  folly  I  commit,  I  dedicate  to 

you. Pan.  I  thank  you  for  that ;  if  my  Lord  get  a  Boy  of  you, 

you'll  give  him  me ;  be  true  to  my  Lord,  if  he  flinch,  chide me  for  it. 

Troi.  You  know  now  your  Hoftages ;  your  Uncle's  Word 
and  my  firm  Faith. 

Pan.  Nay,  I'll  give  my  Word  for  her  too;  our  Kindred, 
though  they  be  long  e'er  they  are  woo'd,  they  are  conftant 
being  won:  They  are  Burs,  I  can  tell  you,  they'll  flick 
where  they  are  thrown. 

Cre.  Boldnefs  comes  to  me  now,   and  brings  me  Heart : 

Prince  Troilus,  I  have  lov'd  you  Night  and  Day, 
For  many  weary  Months. 

Troi.  Why  was  my  CreJJid then  fo  hard  to  win? 
Cre.  Hard  to  feem  won :  But  I  was  won,  my  Lord, 

With  the  firft  glance  that  ever   Pardon  me   
If  1  confefs  much,  you  will  play  the  Tyrant : 

I  love  you  now,  but  not  'till  now,  fo  much 
But  I  might  mafterit   in  faith  I  lye   
My  Thoughts  were  like  unbridled  Children,  grown 
Too  head-ftrong  for  their  Mother;  fee  we  Fools, 

Why  have  I  blabb'd?  who  fhall  be  true  to  us When  we  are  fo  unfecrec  to  our  felves? 

But  though  I  lov'd  you  well,  I  woo'd  you  not, 
And  yet  good  faith  I  wifht  my  felf  a  Man: 
Or  that  the  Women  had  Mens  privilege 
Of  fpeaking  firft.     Sweet,  bid  me  hold  my  Tongue, 
For  in  this  Rapture  I  fhall  furely  fpeak 

The  thing  I  mail  repent ;  fee,  fee  your  filenco- 
Coming  in  dumbnefs,  from  my  weaknefs  draws 
My  Soul  of  Counfel  from  me.     Stop  my  Mouth* 

Trou  And  fhall,  albeit  fweetMufick  iffues  thence.  [KiJJing* 

Pan.  Pretty,  i'faith, Cre. 
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*     Cre.  My  Lord,  I  do  befeech  you  pardon  me; 
Twas  not  my  purpofe  thus  to  beg  a  Kifs : 
I  am  afham'd;    O  Heavens,  what  have  I  done !   
For  this  time  will  I  take  my  leave,  my  Lord. 

Trot.  Your  leave,  fweet  Creffida 

Pan.  Leave!   and  you  take  leave 'till  to  Morrow  Morn- 
ing  
Cre.  Pray  you,  content  you. 
Trot.  What  offends  you,  Lady? 
Cre.  Sir,  mine  own  Company. 
Trot.  You  cannot  fhun  your  felf. 
Cre.  Let  me  go  and  try : 

I  have  a  kind  of  felf  refides  with  you: 
But  an  unkind  felf,  that  it  felf  will  leave, 

To  be  another's  Fool.     Where  is  my  Wit? 
I  would  be  gone:  I  fpeak  I  know  not  what. 

Trot.   Well  know  they  what  they  fpeak,   that  fpeak  fa 
wifely. 

Cre.  Perchance,  my  Lord,  I  (hew  more  Craft  than  Love* 
And  fell  fo  roundly  to  a  large  Confeflion, 
To  angle  for  your  Thoughts :  But  you  are  wife, 
Or  elfe  you  love  not;  for  to  be  wife  and  love, 

Exceeds  Man's  might,  and  dwells  with  Gods  above. 
Trot.  O  that  I  thought  it  could  be  in  a  Woman; 

And  if  it  can,  I  will  prefume  in  you, 
To  feed  for  ay  her  lamp  and  flames  of  Love, 
To  keep  herConftancy  in  plight  and  youth, 
Out-living  Beauties  outward,  with  a  Mind 
That  doth  renew  fwifter  than  Blood  decays. 
Or  that  Perfwafion  could  but  thus  convince  me, 
That  my  integrity  and  truth  to  you, 
Might  be  affronted  with  the  match  and  weight 
Of  fuch  a  winnowed  purity  in  Love: 
How  were  I  then  up-lifted!    But  alas, 

I  am  as  true  as  Truth's  Simplicity, 
And  fimpler  than  the  Infancy  of  Truth. 

Cre.  In  that  I'll  war  with  you. 
Trot.  O  virtuous  Fight, 

When  right  with  right  wars,  who  fhould  be  moil;  right? 
True  Swains  in  Love,  fliall  in  the  World  to  come 
Approve  their  truths  by  Trioltts\  when  their  Rhimes, 

Vol.  IV,  Y    "  ~  "  Fill 
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Full  of  proteft,  of  oath,  and  big  compare, 
Want  fimilies:  Truth  tired  with  Iteration, 

As  true  as  Steel,  as  PJantage  to  the  Moon, 
As  Sun  to  Day,  as  Turtle  to  her  Mate, 

As  Iron  to  Adamant,  as  Earth  to  th' Center: 
Yet  after  all  compaii  Tons  of  truth, 

(As  Truth's  Authentick  Author  to  be  cited) 
As  true  as  Triolus,  fliall  crown  up  theVerfe, 
And  fanctifie  the  Number?. 

Cre.  Prophet  may  you  be: 
If  I  be  falfe  or  fwerve  a  hair  from  truth, 

When  time  is  old  and  hath  forgot  it  felf, 
When  Water-drops  have  worn  the  Stones  of  Troj7 

And  blind  Oblivion  fwallow'd  Cities  up, 
And  mighty  States  cara&erlefs  are  grated 
To  dufty  nothing;  yet  let  Memory, 
From  falfe  to  falfe,  among  falfe  Maids  in  love, 

Upbraid  my  Falfehood;  when  they  *ve  faid  as  falfe, 
As  Air,  as  Water,  as  Wind,  as  fandy  Earth; 

As  Fox  to  Lamb,  as  Wolf  to  Heifer's  Calf; 
Pard  to  the  Hind,  or  Step-dame  to  her  Son; 
Yea,  let  them  fay,  to  flick  the  Heart  of  Falfehood, 
As  falfe  as  Crejfid. 

Pan.  Go  to,  a  Bargain  made:    Seal  it,  feal  it,  I'll  be  the 
Witnefs.  Here  I  hold  your  Hand;    here  my  Coufin's;  if 
ever  you  prove  falfe  to  one  another,  fince  I  have  taken  fuch 
Pains  to  bring  you  together,  let  all  pitiful  Goers-between,  be 

calTd,  to  the  World's  end,  after  my  Name :  Call  them  all 
Panders;  let  all  conftant  Men  be  Troilujfes,  all  falfe  Women 

Creffida*s,  and  all  Brokers  between,  Panders;  fay,  Amen. Troi.  Amen. 
Cre.  Amen, 
Pan.  Amen. 

Whereupon  I  will  fhew  you  a  Chamber,  which  Bed,  be- 
caufeit  fhall  not  fpeakof  your  pretty  encounters,  prefs  it  to 
Death:  Away. 

And  Cttpidgrznt  all  Tongue-ty'd  Maidens  here, 
Bed,  Chamber,  and  Pander,  to  provide  this  geer. 

\_Exeunt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE     II.     The  Grecian  Camp. 
Enter  Agamemnon,  UlyfTes,  Diomedes,  Neftor,  MeneJaus 

and  Calchas. 

Cal,  Now,  Princes,  for  the  Service  I  have  done  you, 

Th'  advantage  of  the  time  prompts  me  aloud, 
To  call  for  recompence :  Appear  it  to  your  Mind, 
That  through  the  fight  I  bear  in  things  to  come, 

I  have  abandon'd  Troy,  left  my  PofTcffion, 
Incurr'd'a  Traitor's  Name,  expos'd  my  felf, 
From  certain  and  poffeft  Conveniencies, 
To  doubtful  Fortunes,  fequeftring  from  me  all 
That  Time,  Acquaintance,  Cuftcm,  and  Condition^ 
Made  tame,  and  mod  familiar  to  my  Nature : 
And  here  to  do  you  Service  am  become 
As  new  into  the  World,  ftrange,  unacquainted. 
I  do  befeech  you,  as  in  way  of  tafte, 
To  give  me  now  a  little  benefit, 
Out  of  thofe  many  Regiftred  in  Promife, 
Which  you  fay  live  to  come  in  my  behalf* 

Aga.  What  wouldft  thou  of  us,  Trojan*  Make  demand. 

Cal.  You  have  a  Trojan  Prifoner,  call'd  Anthenor, 
Yefterday  took :  Troy  holds  him  very  dear. 
Oft  have  you  (often  have  you,  Thanks  therefore) 

Defir'd  my  Creffid  in  right  great  Exchange, 
Whom  Troy  hath  ftill  deny'd :  But  this  Anthenor^ 
I  know,  is  fuch  a  wreft  in  their  Affairs, 
That  their  Negotiations  all  muft  flack, 
Wanting  this  Manage;  and  they  will  almoil: 

Give  us  a  Prince  o'  th'  Blood,  a  Son  of  Priam, 
In  change  of  him*     Let  him  be  fent,  great  Princes, 
And  he  (hall  buy  my  Daughter:  And  her  prefence 
Shall  quite  ftrike  off  all  Service  I  have  done, 
In  moft  accepted  pain. 

Aga.  Let  Diomedes  bear  him, 
And  bring  us  Creffid  hither :  Calchas  fhall  have 
What  he  requefts  of  us :  Good  Diomede, 
Fumifh  you  fairlv  for  this  enterchange^ 
With  all,  bring  Word,  if  Heflor  will  to  McrroW 

Be  anfwer'd  in  his  Challenge.     Ajax  is  reao\ . Y  %  Dio* 



i  26  o  Troilus  and  Creflfida. 

Bio.  This  (hall  I  undertake,  and  'tis  a  burthen 
Which  I  am  proud  to  bear.  [Ex.it 

Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus,  in  their  Tent. 

Vljf.  Achilles  ftands  i'th'  entrance  of  his  Tent; 
Pleafe  it  our  General  to  pafs  ftrangely  by  him, 
As  if  he  were  forgot;  and  Princes  all, 
Lay  negligent  and  loofe  regard  upon  him : 

I  will  come  laft,  'tis  like  he'll  queftionme, 
Why  fuch  unplaufive  Eyes  are  bent?   why  turn'd  on  him? 
If  Coy  I  have  Decifion  medicinable, 
To  ufe  between  our  Strangenefs  and  his  Pride, 
Which  his  own  Will  (hall  have  defire  to  drink; 
It  may  do  good :  Pride  hath  no  other  Glafs 
To  fhew  it  felf,  but  Pride ;  for  fupple  Knees 

Feed  Arrogance,  and  are  the  proud  Man's  Fees. 
Aga.  We'll  execute  your  Purpofe,  and  put  on 

A  form  of  Strangenefs  as  we  pafs  along, 
So  do  each  Lord,  and  either  greet  him  not, 
Or  elfe  difdainfully,  which  fhall  ihakehim  more, 

Then  if  not  look'd  on.  I  will  lead  the  Way. 
AchiU  What,  comes  the  General  to  fpeak  with  me? 

You  know  my  Mind.     I'll  fight  no  more  'gainft  Troj. 
Aga.  What  fays  Achilles,  would  he  ought  with  us  ? 
Neft.  Would  you,  my  Lord,  ought  with  the  General  ? 
Achil.  No. 

Neft.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 
Aga.  The  better. 
Achil.  Good  Day,  good  Day, 
Men.  How  do  you?  How  do  you? 
Achil.  What,  does  the  Cuckold  fcorn  me? 

Aja.  How  now,  Patroclus* 
Achil.  Good  Morrow,  Ajax. 
Aja.  Ha. 
Achil.  Good  Morrow. 

Aja.  Ay,  and  good  next  Day  too.^  [Exeunt. 
Achil.  What  mean  thcfe  Fellows?  Know  they  not  Achilles! 

Patr.  They  pafs  ftrangely :  They  were  us'd  to  bend, To  fend  their  Smiles  before  them  to  Achilles: 

To  come  as  humbly  as  they  us'd  to  creep  to  Holy  Altars. 
Achil.  What,  am  I  poor  of  late? 

3Tis  certain,  Greatnefs  once  fall'n  out  with  Fortune, 
      _  -  Muft 
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Mtift  fall  out  with  Men  too :  What  the  declined  is, 
He  mall  as  foon  read  in  the  Eyes  of  others, 
As  feel  in  his  own  Fall:  For  Men,  like  Butter-flies, 
Shew  not  their  meaty  Wings,  but  to  the  Summer; 
And  not  a  Man,  for  being  fimple  Man, 

Hath  any  Honour,  but  honour'd  by  thofe  Honours 
That  are  without  him;  as  Place,  Riches,  Favour, 
Prizes  of  Accident,  as  oft  as  Merit : 

Which  when  they  fall  (as  being  flippery  fhnders) 

The  Love  that  lean'd  on  them  as  flippery  too, 
Doth  one  pluck  down  another,  and  together 

Dye  in  the  Fall :  But  'tis  not  fo  with  me, 
Fortune  and  I  are  Friends,  I  do  enjoy 
At  ample  point  all  that  I  did  poffefs, 
Save  thefe  Mens  Looks,  who  do  methinks  find  out 

Something  in  me  not  worth  that  rich  Beholding, 
As  they  have  often  given.     Here  is  Vlyjfcs, 

I'll  interrupt  his  Reading.   How  xiowVljjfes? 
Vlyf.  Now,  great  Thetis  Son  I 
Achil.  What,  are  you  reading? 
Vlyf,  A  ftrange  Fellow  here 

Writes  me,  that  Man,  how  dearly  ever  parted, 
How  much  in  having,  or  without,  or  in, 
Cannot  make  boaft  to  have  that  which  he  hath ; 
Nor  feels  not  what  he  ows,  but  by  Refle&ion* 
As  when  his  Virtues  mining  upon  others, 
Heat  them,  and  they  retort  that  Heat  again 
To  the  firft  Giver. 

Achil.  This  is  not  ftrange,  Vlyjfes, 
The  Beauty  that  is  born  here  in  the  Face, 
The  Bearer  knows  not,  but  commends  it  felf, 

Not  going  from  it  felf,  but  Eye  to  Eye  oppos'd, Salute  each  other,  with  each  others  Form. 
For  Speculation  turns  not  to  it  felf, 

'Till  it  hath  travell'd,  and  is  marry'd  there 
Where  it  may  fee  it  felf;  this  is  not  ftrange  at  all. 

Vlyf.  I  do  not  ftrain  at  the  Position, 

It  is  familiar;  but  at  the  Author's  drift; 
Who  in  his  Circumftance,  exprefly  proves 
That  no  Man  is  the  Lord  of  any  thing, 

(Tqo'  in  and  of  him)  there  is  much  confifting, 
Y  3  ?Ti]j 
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'Till  he  communicate  his  Parts  to  others : 
Nor  doth  he  of  himfelf  know  them  for  ought, 

'Till  he  behold  them  formed  in  th*  Applaufe, 
Where  they're  extended :  Which  like  an  Arch  reverb'rates 
The  Voice  again,  or  like  a  Gate  of  Steel, 
Fronting  the  Sun,  receives  and  renders  back 
His  Figure,  and  his  Heat.     I  was  much  rapt  inthic, 
And  apprehended  here  immediately 
The  unknown  *Ajax* 
Heavens!  What  a  Man  is  there?  A  very  Horfe, 
That  as  he  knows  not  Nature,  what  things  are 
Moft  abject  in  Regard,  and  dear  in  Ufe; 
What  things  again  moft  dear  in  the  Efteem, 
Ancfpoor  in  Worth  :   Now  fhall  we  fee  to  Morrow, 
An  aft  that  verv  Chance  doth  throw  upon  hm: 

yfjax  renown'd  !  O  Heavens,  what  fome  Men  do, While  fome  Men  leave  to  do! 

How  fome  Men  creep  in  skittifli  Fortune's  Hall, 
Whiles  others  play  the  Idiots  in  her  Eyes: 

How  one  Man  eats  into  another's  Pride, 
While  Pride  is  feafling  in  his  Wantonnefs ! 
To  fee  thefe  Grecian  Lords;   why,  even  already* 
They  clap  the  Lubber  Ajax  on  the  Shoulder, 
As  if  his  Foot  were  on  brave  Hettc*  VBrcaft, 
And  great  Troy  fhrinking, 

Achil,  I  do  believe  ir, 
For  they  paft  by  me,  as  Mifers  do  by  Beggars, 
Neither  gave  to  me  good  word,  nor  good  look  : 
What,  are  my  Deeds  forgot? 

Vlyf  Time  hath,  my  Lord,  a  Wallet  at  his  Back, 
Wherein  he  puts  Alms  for  Oblivion:     * 

A  great-fiz'd  Monfter  of  Ingratitudes: 
Thofe  fcrsris  are  good  Deeds  paft, 

Which  are  devoured  as  faft  as  they  are  made, 
Forgot  as  foon  as  done:  Perfeverance,  dear  my  Lord, 
Keeps  Honour  bright:  To  have  done,  is  to  hang 
Quite  out  of  faihion,  like  a  rufty  Male 
In  monumental  MockYy :  Take  the  inftant  way, 
For  Honour  travels  in  a  Straight  fo  narrow, 
Where  one  but  goes  abreaft,  keep  then  the  Patht 
For  Emulation  tath  a  thousand  Sors^ 

That 
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That  one  by  one  purfue;  if  you  give  Way 
Or  hedge  afide  from  the  direct  forth-right, 
Like  to  an  entred  Tide,  they  all  rufh  by, 
And  leave  you  hindmofl; 

Or  like  a  gallant  Horfe  fall'n  in  fir/1  Rank, 
Lye  there  for  Pavement  to  the  abject,  near 

O'er-run  andtrampl'd  on:  Then  whit  they  do  in  prefent 
Tho'  lefs  than  yours  in  pad,  muft  o'er-top  youis: For  Time  is  like  a  fafhionable  Hoft, 

Thatfligh;ly  makes  his  parting  Guefl:  by  th*  Hard; 
And  with  his  Arms  out-ftretch'd,  as  he  would  fly, 
Grafps  in  the  Comer;    the  Welcome  ever  fmiies, 
And  Farewel  goes  out  fighing :  O  let  not  Virtue  Tec  k 
Remuneration  for  the  thing  it  was;  for  Beauty,  Wr, 
High-birth,  Vigor  of  Bone,  Defert  in  Service, 
Love,  Friendship,  Charity,  are  Subjects  all 
To  envious  and  calumniating  Time  : 
One  touch  of  Nature  makes  the  whole  World  Kin; 

That  all  with  one  confent  praife  new-born  Gaud*, 

Tho*  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  things  paft, 
And  goto  Duft,  that  is,  a  little  Gilt; 
More  Laud  in  Gilt  o'er-dufted. 
The  prefent  Eye,  praifes  the  prefent  Ob j eel. 
Then  marvel  not,  thou  great  and  compleat  Min, 
That  all  the  Greeks  begin  to  Worfhip  Ajax; 

Since  things  in  motion  'gin  to  catch  the  Eye  ; 
Then  what  not  ftirs?  the  Cry  went  out  on  thee, 
And  ftill  it  might,  and  yet  it  may  again, 

If  thou  would'fl:  not  entomb  thy  felf  alive, 
And  cafe  thy  Reputation  in  thy  Tent; 
Whofe  glorious  Deeds,  but  in  thefe  Fields  of  late, 

Made  emulous  millions  'mongft  the  Gods  themfelveSa 
And  drave  great  Afars  to  Faction. 

AchiL  Of  this  my  Privacy, 
I  have  ftrong  Reafons. 

Vljf.  But  'gainft  your  Privacy, 
The  Reafons  are  more  potent  and  heroica!  : 

5Tis  known,  Achilles,  that  you  are  in  Love 
With  one  of  Priam's  Daughters. AchiL  Ha !  known  ? 

Y  4  Vljf. 
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Vlyf.  Is  that  a  wonder  I 
The  Providence  that's  in  a  watchful  State, 
Knows  almofl  every  grain  of  Pluto's  Gold; 
Finds  bottom  in  th'uncomprehenfive  deep, 
Keeps  place  with  thought ;  and,  almoft  like  the  God: 
Does  thoughts  unveil  in  their  dumb  Cradles : 
There  is  a  Myftery  (with  whom  relation 
Durft  never  meddlej  in  the  Soul  of  State ; 
Which  hath  an  Operation  more  divine, 
Than  Breath  or  Pen  can  give  exprefTure  to : 
All  the  commerce  that  you  have  had  with  Troj, 
As  perfectly  is  ours,  as  yours,  my  Lord. 
And  better  would  it  fit  Achilles  much, 
To  throw  down  Heblor,  than  Polyxena. 
But  it  muft  grieve  young  Pjrrhm  now  at  home, 
When  Fame  (hall  in  her  Ifland  found  her  Trump  5 
And  all  the  Greekijh  Girls  ihall  tripping  fing, 

Great  Bettor's  Sifter  did  Achilles  win; 
But  our  great  Ajax  bravely  beat  down  him. 
Farewel,  my  Lord— ̂  — I,  as  your  Lover,  fpeak; 

The  Fool  Aides  o'er  the  Ice  that  you  mould  break. 
Patr.  To  this  elfed,  Achilles,  have  I  mov'd  you ; 

A  Woman,  impudent,  and  mannifh  grown, 

Is  not  more  loath'd  than  an  effeminate  Man, 
In  time  of  Adion:  I  ftand  condemn'd  for  this; 
They  think  my  little  ftomach  to  the  War, 
And  your  great  love  to  me,  reftrains  you  thus : 
Sweer,  roufe  your  felf;  and  the  weak  wanton  Cupid 
Shall  from  your  Neck  unloofe  his  amorous  fold, 

And  like  a  dew-drop  from  the  Lion's  mane, 
Be  fhock  to  airy  Air. 

Ach'tL  Shall  Ajax  fight  with  Hetlorl   
Patr.  Ay,  and  perhaps  receive  much  Honour  by  him* 
AchiL  I  fee  my  Reputation  is  at  ftake, 

My  Fame  is  fhrewdly  gor'd. Patr.  O  then  beware  : 

Thofe  wounds  heal  ill  that  Men  do  give  themfelves : 
Omiffion  to  do  what  isneceflary, 
Seals  a  Commillion  to  a  blank  of  Danger, 

And  Danger,  like  an  Ague,  fubtly  taints 

Even  then  when  we  fit  idly  in  the  Sun„ 

Acha. 
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AchiU  Go  call  Therfites  hither,  fweet  Patroclus, 

I'll  fend  the  Fool  to  Ajax,  and  defire  him 
T'  invite  the  Trojan  Lords,  after  the  Combat, 
To  fee  us  here  unarm'd  :  I  have  a  Woman's  longing, 
An  Appetite  that  I  am  fick  withal,  > 
To  fee  great  Hetlor  in  the  weeds  of  Peace, 

Enter  Therfites. 
•    To  talk  with  him,  and  to  behold  his  Vifage, 

Even  to  my  full  of  view.     A  labour  fav'd  ■ Ther.  A  wonder  J 
AchiU  What? 

Ther.  Ajax  goes  up  and  down  the  Field,  asking  for  him- 
felf. 

AchiU  How  fo  f 

Ther.  He  mutt  fight  fingly  to  Morrow  with  Hetlor^  and 
is  fo  prophetically  proud  of  an  heroical  Cudgelling,  that  he 
raves,  in  faying  nothing, 

AchiU  How  can  that  be  ? 

Ther.  Why,  he  (talks  up  and  down  like  a  Peacock,  a 
ftride  and  a  ftand  ;  ruminates  like  an  Hoftefs  that  hath  no  A- 
rithmetick,  but  her  Brain  to  fet  down  her  Reckoning;  bites 
his  Lip  with  a  politick  regard,  as  who  (houldfay,  there  were 

Wit  in  his  Head,  and  'twou'd  out ;  and  fo  there  is,  but  it 
lies  as  coldly  in  him  as  Fire  in  a  Flint,  which  will  not  (hew 

without  knocking.  The  Man's  undone  for  ever  ;  for  if 
Hetlor  break  not  his  Neck  i'th'  Combat,  he'll  break't  him- 
felf  in  Vain-glory,  He  knows  not  me  :  I  (aid,  Good  mor- 

row, Ajax.  And  he  replies,  Thanks  Agamemnon.  What 

think  you  of  this  Man,  that  takes  me  for  the  General?  He's 
grown  a  very  Land-fi(h — languagelefs- — aMonfter;  a  plague 
of  Opinion,  a  Man  may  wear  it  on  both  fides,  like  a  Leather 

Jerkin. 
AchiU  Thou  muft  be  my  Ambaffador  to  him,  Therfites. 

Ther.  Who?  I  ?-— why,  he'll  anfwer  no  Body;  heprofeffes 
not  anfwering ;  fpeaking  is  for  Beggars;  he  wears  his  Tongue 

in's  Arms;  I  will  put  on  his  prefence;  let Patroclus  make  his 
demands  to  me,  you  (hall  fee  the  Pageant  of  Ajax. 

AchiU  To  him,  Patroclus — tell  hima  I  humbly  defire  the 
valiant  Ajax,  to  invite  the  mod  valorous  HeBor  to  come 

unarm'd  to  my  Tent,  and  to  procure  fafe  Conduct:  for  his 
IPerfon,  of  the  Magnanimous  and  moft  Uluftrious,  fix  orfe-* 

v«k 
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ven  times  honour'd  Captain,  General  of  the  Grecian  Army, 
Agamemnon,  &c.  Do  this. 

Patr.  Jove  blefs  great  Ajax. 
Ther.  Hum   

Patr.  I  come  from  the  worthy  Achilles. 
Ther.  Ma! 

Patr.  Who  moft  humbly  defires  you  to  invite  HeUor  to 
his  Tent. 

Ther.  Hum- 

Patr.  And  to  procure  fafe  Conduct  from  Agamemnon. 
Ther.  Agamemnon  !-— 
Patr.  Ay,  my  Lord. 
Ther.  Ha  ! 

Patr.  What  fay  you  to't  ? 
Ther.  God  be  wi'you,  with  all  my  Heart. 
Pair.  Your  anfwer,  Sir. 
Ther.  If  to  Morrow  be  a  fair  Day,  by  eleven  a  Clock,  it 

will  go  one  way  or  others  howfoever,  he  (hall  pay  for  me 
e'er  he  has  me. 

Patr.  Your  anfwer,  Sir. 

Ther.  Fare  ye  well  with  all  my  Heart. 
AchiL  Why,  but  he  is  not  in  this  tune,  is  he? 

Ther.  No,  but  he's  out  a  tune  thus;  what  Mufickhe  will 
be  in,  when  Heblor  has  knockt  out  his  Brains,  I  know  not. 

But  I  am  furenone;  unlefs  the  Fidler  Apollo  get  his  Sinews 
to  make  Catlings  on. 

AchiL  Come,  thou  (halt  bear  a  Letter  to  him  ftraight. 

Ther.  Let  me  carry  another  to  his  Horfe  ,•  for  that's  the 
more  capable  Creature. 

Achil.  My  M  ind  is  troubled  like  a  Fountain  ftirr'd, 
And  I  my  felf  fee  not  the  bottcm  of  it.  [Exit. 

Ther.  Would  the  Fountain  of  your  Mind  were  clear  again, 
that  I  might  water  an  Afs  at  it ;  I  had  rather  be  a  Tick  in  a 
Sheep,  than  fuch  a  valiant  Ignorance.  [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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A  C  T    IV.     SCENEI. 

SCENE   Troy. 

Enter  at  one  Door  /Eneas  -with  a  Torch,  at  another,  Paris,  Dei- 
phobus,  Anthenor,  and  Diomede  with  Torches* 

Par.  CEE  ho,  who  is  that  there  f 
k3  Dei.  It  is  the  Lord  v£neas. 

*ALne.  Is  the  Prince  there  in  Perfon  ? 

Had  I  fo  good  occafion  to  lie  long, 

As  you,  Prince  Paris,  nothing  but  heavenly  bufinefs 
Should  rob  my  Bed-mate  of  my  Company, 

Dio.  That's  my  Mind  too:  Good  Morrow,  Lord  v£ne*si 
Par.  A  valiant  Greek*  v£neas,  take  his  Hand, 

Witnefs  the  procefs  of  your  Speech  within; 
You  told,  how  Diomede,  in  a  whole  Week,  by  Days 
Did  haunt  you  in  a  Field. 

tALnc.  Health  to  you,  valiant  Sir, 
During  all  queftion  of  the  gentle  Truce: 
But  when  I  meet  you  arrnd,  as  black  Defiance 
As  Heart  can  think,  or  Courage  execute. 

Dio.  The  one  and  th'  other  Diomede  embraces. 
Our  Bloods  are  now  in  calm,  and  fo  long,  health; 
But  when  Contention  and  Occafion  meet. 

By  Jove,  I'll  play  the  Hunter  for  thy  Life, 
With  all  my  Force,  Purfuit  and  Policy. 

lALne.  And  thou  (halt  hunt  a  Lion  that  will  flie 

With  his  Face  backward  in  humane  gentlenefs : 

Welcome  to  Troy   now  by  Anchifes's  Life, 
Welcome  indeed   By  Venus  Hand  I  fwear,  j 
No  Man  alive  can  love  in  fuch  a  fort, 
The  thing  he  means  to  kill,  more  excellently. 

Dio.  We  fympathize.     Jove,  let  tALneas  live 
flf  to  my  Sword  his  Fate  be  not  the  glory) 
A  thoufand  compleat  courfes  of  the  Sun : 
But  in  mine  emulous  Honour  let  him  die. 
With  every  Joint  a  wound,  and  that  to  Morrow. 

tAne.  We  know  each  other  well. 

Pio.  We  do;  and  long  to  know  each  other worfe. 
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Par.  This  is  themoft  defpightfull'ft,  gentle  Greeting; 
The  nobleft,  hateful  Love,  that  e'er  I  heard  of. 
What  Bufinefs,  Lord,  fo  early? 

tALne.  I  was  fent  for  to  the  King;  but  why,  I  know^not,. 
Par.  His  purpofe  meets  you ;  it  was,  to  bring  this  Gree^ 

To  Calchas's  Houfe,  and  there  to  render  him, 
For  the  enfreed  Anthenory  the  fair  CreJJid. 

Let's  have  your  Company;  or,  if  you  pleafe, 
Hafte  there  before  us.    I  conftantly  do  think 
(Or  rather  call  my  Thought  a  certain  Knowledge) 
My  Brother  Troilus  lodges  there  to  Night. 
Roufe  him,  and  give  him  note  of  our  approach, 
With  the  whole  Quality  whereof,  I  fear 
We  (hall  be  much  unwelcome. 

<s£ne.  That  I  afTure  you. 
Troilus  had  rather  Troy  were  born  to  Greece^ 
Than  CreJJid  born  from  Troy. 

Par.  There  is  no  help; 
The  jbitter  difpofition  of  the  time,  will  have  it  fo. 
On,  Lord,  well  follow  you. 

zs£ne.  Good  Morrow  all.  \Exit  iEneas. 
Par.  And  tell  me,  Noble  Diomede;  faith  tell  me  true, 

Even  in  the  Soul  of  good  found  Fellow/hip, 
Who  in  your  thoughts  merits  fair  Helen  moft  % 
My  felf,  or  Menelaus  \ 

Bio.  Both  alike. 

He  merits  well  to  have  her  that  doth  feek  her, 
Not  making  any  fcruple  of  her  Soilure, 
With  fuch  a  Hell  of  pain,  and  world  .of  Charge. 
And  you  as  well  to  keep  her  that  defend  her, 
Not  palating  the  tafte  of  her  Diihonour, 
With  fuch  a  coftly  lofs  of  Wealth  and  Friends; 
He,  like  a  puling  Cuckold,  would  drink  up 
The  Lees  and  Dregs  of  a  flat  tamed  Piece; 
You,  like  a  Letcher,  out  of  whorifh  Loins, 

Are  pleas'd  to  breed  out  your  Inheritors : 
Both  merits  pois'd,  each  weighs  no  lefs  nor  more, 
But  he  as  he,  with  heavier  for  a  Whore. 

Par.  You  are  too  bitter  to  your  Country-woman. 

Dio.   She's  bitter  to  her  Country :  Hear  me,  Paris9 
For  every  faife  drop  in  her  baudy  Veins, 
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A  Grecians  Life  hath  funk ;  for  every  Scruple 
Q[  her  contaminated  Carrion  weight, 
A  Trojan  hath  been  flain.     Since  fhe  could  fpeak, 
She  hath  not  given  fo  many  good  Words  breath, 

As,  for  her,  Greeks  and  Trojans  fuffer'd  Death. 
Par.  Fair  Diomede,  you  do  as  Chapmen  do, 

Difpraife  the  thing  that  you  defire  to  buy : 
But  we  in  fiknc^  hold  this  Virtue  well; 

We'll  not  commend  what  we  intend  to  fell. 
Here  lyes  our  way.  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  Troilus  and  Creflida. 

Trot.  Dear,  trouble  not  your  felf ;  the  Morn  is  cold. 

Cre.  Then,  fweet  my  Lord,  I'll  call  my  Uncle  down: He  fhall  unbolt  the  Gates. 
Trot.  Trouble  him  not   

To  Bed,  to  Bed   fleep  kill  thofe  pretty  Eyes 
And  give  as  foft  attachment  to  thy  Senfes, 
As  Infants  empty  of  all  thought. 

Cre.  Good  Morrow  then. 

Troi.  I  prithee  now  to  Bed. 
Cre.  Are  you  a  weary  of  me? 
Troi.  O  CreJJidal  but  that  the  bufie  Day 

Wak'd  by  the  Lark,  has  rous'd  the  Ribald  Crows, 
And  dreaming  Night  will  hide  our  Eyes  no  longer, 
I  would  not  from  thee. 

Cre.  Night  hath  been  too  brief. 
Troi.  Belhrew  the  Witch !  with  venomous  weights  fheftays, 

As  hideoufly  as  Hell ;  but  flies  the  grafps  of  Love, 
With  Wings  more  momentary,  fwifter  than  Thought : 
You  will  catch  cold,  and  curfe  me. 

Cre*  Prithee  tarry   you  Men  will  never  tarry — 

0  fooiim  Creffida — I  might  have  ftill  held  off,  ' 
And  then  you  would  have  tarried.     Hark,  there's  one  up. 

Pan.  within."]  What's  all  the  Doors  open  here  ? 
Troi.  It  is  your  Uncle. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Cre.  A  Peftilence  on  him;  now  will  he  be  mocking  ; 
1  fhall  have  fuch  a  life——. 

Pan.  How  now,  how  now?  how  go  Maiden-heads? 

Hear,  you  Maids  where's  my  Coufin  Creffidl 
Cre* 

1 
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Cre.  Go  hang  your  felf,  you  naughty  mocking  Uncle : 
You  bring  me  to  do   and  then  you  flout  me  too. 

Pan.  To  do  what?  to  do  what?  let  her  fay,  what : 
What  have  I  brought  you  to  do  ? 

Cre.  Come,  come,  befhrew  your  Heart ;  you'll  ne'er  be 
good;  nor  fufFer  others. 

Pan.  Ha,  ha  !  alas  poor  Wretch ;  a  poor  Chipochia,  haft 
not  flept  to  Night  f  Would  he  not  fa  naughty  Man,!  let  it 
fleep;  a  Bug-bear  take  him.  [One  knocks. 

Cre.  jy\&  I  n°t  tell  you  ?   ■  Would  he  were  knock'd  i'th' 

Head.   Who's  that  at  Door?-~Good  Uncle,go  and  fee.   
My  Lord,  come  you  again  into  my  Chamber :   
You  fmile  and  mock  me,  as  if  I  meant  naughtily. 

Trot.  Ha,  ha.-   

Cre.  Come,  you  are  deceiv'd,  I  think  of  no  fuch  thing. 
How  earneftly  they  knock — Pray  you  [come  in.  [Knock. 
I  would  not  for  half  Trey  have  you  feen  here.         {Exeunt. 

Pan.  Who's  there  ?  what's  the  matter  f  will  you  beat 
down  the  Door  ?  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? Enter  JEne&s. 

*s£ne.  Good  morrow  Lord,  good  morrow. 

Pan.  Who's  there,  my  Lord  v£neas  ?  By  my  troth,  I knew  you  not  ;  What  News  with  you  fo  early  ? 
v£ne.  Is  not  Prince  Troilus  here  ? 
Pan.  Here  !  what  mould  he  do  here  ? 

%y£ne.  Come,  he  is  here,  my  Lord,  do  not  deny  him : 
It  doth  import  him  much  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Pan.  Is  he  here,  fay  you  ?  'tis  more  than  I  know,  Til  be 
fworn  ;  for  my  own  part,  I  came  in  late  :  What  mould  he 
do  here  ? 

v£ne.  Who- — nay,  then  : — Come,  come,  you'll  do  him 
wrong,  e'er  y'  are  aware  :  You'll  be  fo  true  to  him,  tojbe 
falfe  to  him:  Do  not  you  know  of  him,  but  yet  go  fetch 
him  hither,  go. 

Enter  Troilus. 

TroL  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter? 
v£ne.  My  Lord,  I  fcarce  have  Ieifure  to  falute  you, 

My  matter  is  fo  harfh  :  There  is  at  hand, 
Paris  your  Brother,  and  Deiphobus, 
The  Grecian  Diomede,  and  our  Anthenor 

Deliver'd  to  us,  and  for  him  forth-with, 
E'er  the  fir  ft  Sacrifice,  within  this  Hour,  We 
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We  muft  give  up  to  Diemedes  Hand 
The  Lady  Creffida. 

Trot.  Is  it  concluded  To  ? 

<ALne.  By  Priamy  and  the  general  State  oiTroj. 
They  are  at  hand,  and  ready  to  effect  it. 

Troy.  How  many  Atchievments  mock  me ! 
I  will  go  meet  them ;  and  my  Lord  *ALneas, 
We  met  by  chance,  you  did  not  find  me  here. 

<is£ne.  Good,  good,  my  Lord;  the  fecrets  of  Nature 
Have  not  more  Gift  in  taciturnity.  \Exemu 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Creffida. 

Pan.  Is't  poflible  ?  no  fooner  got,  but  loft :  The  Devil 
take  Anthenor ;  the  young  Prince  will  go  mad :  a  Plague 

upon  Anthenor ;  I  would  they  had  broke's  Neck. 
Cre.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter?   who  was  here  ? 
Pan.  Ah,  ah  !   

Cre.  Why  figh  you  fo  profoundly?  where's  my  Lord? 
gone?  Tell  me,  fweet  Uncle,  what's  the  matter? 

Pan.  Would  I  were  as  deep  under  the  Earth,  as  I  am 
above. 

Cre.  O  the  Gods !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Prithee  get  thee  in  ;  would  thou  had'ft  ne'er  been 
born;  I  knew  thou  would'ft  be  his  Death.  O  poor  Gentle- 

man !  A  Plague  upon  Anthenor. 
Cre.  Good  Uncle,  I  befeech  you,  on  my  Knees,  I  befcech 

you  what's  the  matter  ? 
Pan.  Thou  muft  be  gone,  Wench,  thou  muft  be  gone ; 

thou  art  chang'd  for  Anthenor ;  thou  muft  go  to  chy  Father, 
and  be  gone  from  Troilus:  'Twill  be  his  death:  'twill  be  his bane;  he  cannot  bear  it. 

Cre.  O  you  immortal  Gods !  I  will  not  go. 
Pan.  Thou  muft. 

Cre.  I  will  not,  Uncle :  I  have  forgot  my  Father. 
I  know  no  touch  of  Confanguinity  : 
No  Kin,  no  Love,  no  Blood,  no  Soul  fo  near  me, 
As  the  fweet  Troilus :  O  you  Gods  divine  1 

Make  Crefid's  name  the  very  Crown  of  Falfhood, 

I  If  ever  (he  leave  Troilus:  T
ime  and  Death, 

Do  to  this  Body  what  extremity  you  can  ; 
But  the  (hong  Bafe  and  building  of  my  Love 
Is,  as  the  very  centre  of  the  Earth, - 
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Drawing  all  things  to  ir.     I  will  go  in  and  Weep. 
Pan.  Do,  do.    . 

Cre.    Tear    my  bright  Hair,     and    fcratch  my   praifed 
Cheeks, 

Crack  my  clear  Voice  with  Sobs,  and  break  my  Heart 
With  founding  Troilus.   I  will  not  go  from  Troy.         [_Exit. 

Enter  Paris,   Troilus,   ̂ Eneas,  Deiphobus,  Anthenor, 
and  Diomedes. 

Par.  It.  is  great  Morning,  and  the  Hour  prefixt 

Of  her  deliv'ry  to  this  valiant  Greek 
Comes  faft  upon  :  Good  my  Brother  Troilus, 
Tell  you  the  Lady  what  ftie  is  to  do, 
And  hafte  her  to  the  purpofe. 

Troi.  Walk  into  her  Houfe: 

I'll  bring  her  to  the  Grecian  prefently ; 
And  to  his  Hand  when  I  deliver  her, 
Think  it  an  Altar,  and  thy  Brother  Troilus 
A  Prieft,  there  offering  to  it  his  Heart. 

Par.  I  know  what  'tis  to  Love, 
And  would,  as  I  ftiall  pity,  I  could  help* 
Pleafe  you  walk  in,  my  Lords.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Creffid. 
Pan.  Be  moderate,  be  moderate. 
Cre.  Why  tell  you  me  of  moderation  ? 

The  Grief  is  fine,  full  perfect  that  I  tafte, 
And  no  lefs  in  a  fenfe  as  ftrong,  as  that 
Which  caufeth  it.    How  can  I  moderate  it  ? 

If  I  could  temporize  with  my  Affection, 
Or  brew  it  to  a  weak  and  colder  Palate, 
The  like  allayment  could  I  give  my  Grief; 
My  Love  admits  no  qualifying  crofs,  r* 

Enter  Troilus. 

No  more  my  Grief  in  fuch  a  precious  loft. 
Pan.  Here,  here,  here  he  comes,——  a  fweet  Duck.— 
Cre.  O  Troilusy  Troilus  ! 
Pan.  What  a  pair  of  Spectacles  is  here !  let  me  embrace 

too:  Oh  Heart,  as  the  goodly  faying  is  ;  O  Heart,  heavy 
Heart,  wky  fitteft  thou  without  breaking  f  Look  where  he 

anfwers  again ;  »--Becaufe  thou  can'ft  not  eafe  thy  fmart  by "  .     Friendfhip, 
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Friend/hip,  nor  by  fpeaking;  there  was  never  a  truer  time* 
let  us  caft  away  nothing,  for  we  may  live  to  have  need  of 

fuch  a  Verfe;  we  fee  it,we  fee  it  :  how  no*',  Lambs  ? 
Trot.  Crejfid,  I  love  thee  in  fo  ftrange  a  purity; 

That  the  bleft  Gods,  as  angry  with  my  Fancy, 
More  bright  in  Zeal,  than  the  Devotion  which 
Cold  Lips  blow  to  their  Deities,  take  thee  frommc* 

Cre.  Have  the  Gods  Envy  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  Ay,  A  ,  Ay,  'tis  too  plain  a  Cafe. 
Cre.  And  is  it  true,  that  I  mult  go  from  Troy  $ 
Troi.  A  hateful  Truth. 
Cre.  What,  and  from  Troilus  too  ? 

Troi.  From  Trey,  and  Troilus. 
Cref.  Is  it  pothole  ? 
Troi.  And  fuddenly:  while  injury  of  Chance 

Puts  back  leave-taking,  juftles  roughly  by 
All  time  of  paufe,  rudely  beguiles  our  Lips 
Of  all  rcjoyndurc;  forcibly  prevents 

Our  lock'd  Embrafures;  ftrangles  our  dear  Vow.^ 
Even  in  the  birth  of  our  own  labouring  lireath. 

We  two,  that  with  fo  many  thoufand  fighf 
Did  buy  each  other,  muft  poorly  fell  our  felves, 
With  the  rude  brevity  and  difcharge  of  one; 

Injurious  time,  now,  with  a  Robber's  hafte, 
Crams  his  rich  Thievery  up,  he  knows  not  how. 
As  many  farewels  as  be  Stars  in  Heaven, 

With  diftind  Breath,  and  confign'd  KilTcs  to  them* 
He  fumbles  up  all  in  one  loofe  adieu; 
And  fcants  us  with  a  (ingle  famiuYd  Kifs, 
Diftafted  with  the  Salt  of  broken  Tears* 

%s£neas  ivithin.     My  Lord,  is  the  Lady  ready  ? 
Troi.  Hark,  you  are  calfd.    Some  fay,  the  Genius  fo 

Cries,  Come,  to  him  that  inftantly  mail:  die. 
Bid  them  have  Patience  ;  llie  fhal!  come  anon. 

Pan.  Where  are  my  Tears  f  Rain,  to  lay  this  Wind,  ot 
my  Heart  will  be  blown  up  by  the  Root. 

Cre.  i  muft:  then  to  the  Grecians? 

Trri.  No  remedy. 

Cre.k  woful  Grejfidy  'mongft  the  marry  Greeks* 
Troi*  When  fhall  we  fee  again? 

Vol*  IV,  Z  Hear 
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Hear  me,  my  Love;  be  thou  but  true  of  Heart   

Ore.  I  true  ?  how  now  \  what  wicked  deem  isthis? 

Trot.  Nay,  we  muft  ufe  Expoftulation  kindly, 
For  it  is  parting  from  us : 
I  fpeak  not,  be  thou  true,  as  fearing  thee  : 
For  I  will  throw  my  Glove  to  Death  himfelf, 
That  there's  no  maculation  in  thy  Heart; 
But  be  thou  true,  fay  I,  to  fafhion  in 
My  fequent  Proteftation :  Be  thou  true, 
And  I  will  fee  thee. 

Cre.  O  you  ihallbe  expos'd,  my  Lord,  to  dangers 
As  infinite,  as  iminent :  But  1*11  be  true. 

Trot.  And  I'll  grow  Friend  with  danger; Wear  this  Sleeve. 

Cre.  And  you  this  Glove. 
When  flialll  fee  you? 

Trot.  I  will  corrupt  the  Grecian  Centinels 
To  give  thee  nightly  Vifitation : 
But  yet  be  true. 

Cre.  O  Heavens !  be  true  again. 
Trot.  Hear  while  I  fpeak  it,  Love  : 

The  Grecian  Youths  are  full  of  fubtle  Qualities, 

They're  loving,  well  composed,  with  gift  of  Nature, 
Flowing  and  fwelling  o'er  with  Arts  and  Exercife; 
How  Novelties  may  move,and  Parts  with  Perfon   
Afas,  a  kind  of  godly  Jealoufie, 
Which,  I  befeech  you,  call  a  virtuous  Sin, 
Makes  me  afraid. 

Cre.  O  Heavens,  you  love  me  not ! 
Trot.  Die  I  a  Villain  then : 

In  this  I  do  not  call  your  Faith  in  queftion 
So  mainly  as  my  Merit  :  I  cannot  Sing, 
Nor  heel  the  high  Lavolt;  norfweeten  Talk; 
Nor  play  at  fubtle  Games ;  fair  Virtues  all— 
To  which  the  Grecians  are  mod  prompt  and  pregnant : 
But  I  can  tell,  that  in  each  Grace  of  thefe, 
There  lurks  a  ftill  and  dumb-difcourfive  Devil, 

That  tempts  mod  cunningly  :  But  be  not  tempted. 
Cre.  Do  not  think,  I  will. 
Troi.  No,  but  fomething  may  be  done  that  we  will  not: 

And  fometimes  we  are  Devils  to  our  felves, 
When 
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When  we  will  attempt  the  frailty  of  our  Powers, 
Prcfuming  on  their  changeful  potency. 

*s£neas  within.  Nay,  good  my  Lord. 
Troi.  Come  ki  fs,  and  let  us  part. 
Paris  within.     Brother  Troilus. 

Troi.  Good  Brother,  come  you  hither, 
And  bring  lALneas  and  the  Grecian  with  you. 

Ore.  My  Lord,  will  you  be  true  t 
Troi.  Who  I  \  Alas,  it  is  my  Vice,  my  fault  : 

While  others  fifh  with  Craft  for  great  Opinion, 
I,  with  great  truth,  catch  mcer  Simplicity  : 
While  fome  with  cunning  gild  their  Copper  Crowns, 
With  truth  and  platnnefs  I  do  wear  mine  bare. 

EnterMneas,  Paris,  and  Diomedes. 
Fear  not  my  Truth ;  the  Moral  of  my  Wit 

Is  plain  and  true,  there's  all  the  reach  of  it. 
Welcome,  Sir  Diomedey  here  is  the  Lady, 
Which  for  Anthenor  we  deliver  you. 

At  the  Port  (Lord)  I'll  give  her  to  thy  Hand, 
And  by  the  way  pofTefs  thee  what  ihe  is. 
Entreat  her  fair,  and  by  my  Soul,  fair  Greedy 

If  e'er  thou  fland  at  mercy  of  my  Sword, 
Name  CreJJid,  and  thy  Life  (hall  be  as  fafe 
A  s  Priam  is  in  Hi  on. 

Diom.  Fair  Lady  CreJJidy 
So  pleafe  you,  fave  the  Thanks  this  Prince  expects: 
The  luftre  in  your  Eye,  Heaven  in  your  Cheek, 
Pleads  your  fair  ufage,  and  to  Diomede 
You  fliall  be  Miftrefs,  and  command  him  wholly. 

Troi.  Grecian,  thou  dolt  not  ufe  me  courteoufly : 
To  fhame  the  Seal  of  my  Petition  towards  thee 
By  praifing  her.  I  tell  thee,  Lord  of  Greece, 

She  is  as  far  high-foaring  o'er  thy  Praifes, 
As  thou  unworthy  to  be  call'd  her  Servant : 
I  charge  thee  ufe  her  well,  even  for  my  Charge: 

For  by  the  dreadful  Pluto,  if  thou  do'ft  nor, 
(Tho*  the  great  bulk  Achilles  be  thy  Guard,) 
I'll  cut  thy  Throat. 

Diom.  Oh  be  not  mov'd,  Priace  Troilus ; 
Let  me  be  privileged  by  my  Place  and  MefTage^ 
To  be  a  Speaker  free:  When  I  am  hence, 

2  z  ru 
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I'll  anfwer  to  my  Lull :  And  know,  my  Lord, 
I'll  nothing  do  on  charge  ;  to  her  own  worth 
She  (hall  be  prized  :  But  that  you  fay,  be't  (o  ; 
III  fpeak  it  in  my  Spirit  and  Honour   No. 

Troi.  Come  to  the  Port — III  tell  thee,Diomede, 
This  Brave  fhall  oft  make  thee  to  hide  thy  Head  : 
Lady,  give  me  your  Hand   And  as  we  walk, 
To  our  own  felves  bend  we  our  needful  Talk. 

\_Sound  Trumpet* 

Par.  Hak,  Bettor's  Trumpet ! 
*s£ne.  How  have  we  fpent  this  Morning  ? 

The  Prince  mull:  think  me  tardy  and  remifs, 
That  fwore  to  ride  before  him  in  the  Field. 

Par,  *  Tis  Troilus  fault.  Come,  come  to  Field  with  him. 
Dio.  Let  us  make  ready  ftrait. 

*s£ne.  Yea,  with  a  Bridegroom's  frefh  alacrity Let  us  addrefs  to  tend  on  HeBors  Heels  : 

The  Glory  of  our  Tr^  doth  this  day  lyQ 
On  his  fair  Worth,  and  fmgie  Chivalry.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.  The  Grecian  Camp. 

Enter  Ajax  Armed,  Agamemnon,   Achilles,  Patroclus,    Me- 
r,elau?,   Ulyfles,  Neftor,  Calchas,  &c. 

Aga.  Here  art  thou  in  appointment  frefh  and  fair, 
Anticipating  Time,     With  (tarting  Courage. 
Give  with  thy  Trumpet  a  loud  note  to  Troy% 
Thou  dreadful  Ajaxy  that  the  appalled   Air 
May  pierce  the  Head  of  the  great  Combatant,    ; 
And  hale  him  hither. 

Ajax.  Thou  Trumpet,  there's  my  Purfe  ; 
Now  crack  thy  Lungs,  and  fptft  thy  Brafen  Pipe: 

Blow  Villain,  'till  thyfphcred  bias  Chetk 
Out-fwell  the  Choliek  of  puft  Aqutlon  : 
Come  ftretchthy  Cheft,andlet  thy  Eyesfpout  Blood: 
Thou  bloweft  for  Hetlor. 

Vljjf.  No  Trumpet  anfwers. 

AchiL  'Tis  but  early  days. 
Enter 
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Enter  Diomede  ̂ WCreffida. 

j4osa.  Is*t  not  young  Bicmede  with  Calcbas  Daughter  £ 
ZJlyf.  Tis  he,  I  ken  the  manner  of  his  Gate, 

He  nil-son  his  Toe;  that  Spirit  of  his 
In  Afpiration  lifts  him  fiom  the  Earth. 

•  u4ga.  Is  this  the  Lady  CreffuU* 
Dto.  Ii-en  ihc» 

jfg*.  Molt  dearly  welcome  to  the  Grtth%  fwect  LcvJ-\ 
Nefi.  Our  General,  doth  fdhite  you  with  a  K<fs.  ■ 

Vlyf.  Yet  is  your  Kindaefs  but  particular;  'twere .better 
(he  were  kid  in  general. 

Nefi.  And  very  courtly  Counfel :  Hi  begin.   So  much  for 
Neftor. 

jichil.  I'll  take  that  Winter  from  your  Lips;   fair  Lsdy^ Achilles  bids  you  welcome. 
Aden.  I  had  good  Argument  for  killing  once* 

Parr.  But  that's  no  Argument  for  kiffmg  now; 
For  thus  pop'd  Paris  in  his  Hardiment. 

Vhf.  Ohdcadly  Gal),  andthemeof  all  our  Scores, 
For  which  we  lofe  our  Heads  to  gild  his  Horns. 

Patr.  The  firft  was  Metttlausiti(%—-ihii  mine—* 

Patroclus  kiffes  you. 
Aden.  O  this  is  trim* 
Patr,  Parts  and  I  kifs  evermore  for  him* 

Aden.  I'll  have  my  kifs,  Sir :  Lady,  by  your  leave. 
Cre.  In  ki fling  do  you  render,  or  receive  I 
Patr.  Both  take  and  give. 
Cre.  PI!  make  my  match  to  give, 

The  kifs  you  take  is  better  than  you  give;  therefore  fio  life,, 

Aden.  I'll  give  you  boot,  I'll  give  you  three  for  e&c. 
Cre.  You  are  an  odd  Man,  give  even,  or  give  none* 
Men.  An  odd  Man,  Lady  \  every  Man  is  ode!,. 

Cre.  No,  Paris  is  not ;  for  you  know  'tis  true, 
That  you  are  odd,  ̂ nd  he  is  even  with  jou» 

Men.  You  fillip  me  o\h*  head. 
Cre.  No,  Pll  be  fworn, 

Vlyf.  It  were  no  mitch,  your  Nail  againfl  Ibis  Hoifis 
May  I,  fweet  Lady,  heg  a  kits  oj  you* 

Cre.  You  may. 

Vtyf*  I  do  defoe  it, 
2.  $  Cre» 
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Cre.  Why  beg  then. 
Vtyf.  Why  then,  for  Venus  fake  give  me  a  kifs : 

When  Helen  is  a  Maid  again,  and  his-   * 

Cre.  I  am  your  debtor,  claim  it  when  'tis  due. 
Vljf.  Never's  my  Day,  and  then  a  kifs  of  you. 
Bio.  Lady,  a  word<   I'll  bring  you  to  your  Father— 
Neft.  A  Woman  of  quick  Senfe. 

[Diomedes  leads  out  Creflida,  then  returns. 
Vljf.  Fie,  fie  upon  her : 

There's  Language  in  her  Eye,  her  Cheek,  her  Lip : 
Nay,  her  Foot  fpeaks,  her  wanton  Spirits  look  out 
At  every  joint,  and  motive  of  her  Body  : 
Oh  thefe  Encounters,  are  fo  glib  of  Tongue, 

That  give  a  coafting  welcome  e'er  it  comes; 
And  wide  unclafp  the  Tables  of  their  Thoughts, 
To  every  tickling  Reader :  Set  them  down, 
For  fluttifh  fpoils  of  Opportunity, 
And  Daughters  of  the  Game. 
Enter  Hector,  Paris,  Troilus,  ̂ .neas,  Helenus,  and  Attendants. 

All.  The  Trojans  Trumpet. 
Aga.  Yonder  comes  the  Troop. 
ny£ne.  Hail  all  you  ftate  of  Greece;  whatihall  be  done 

To  him  that  Victory  commands  ?  or  do  you  purpofe, 
A  Victor  iTiall  be  known  :  Will  you,  the  Knights 
Shall  to  the  edge  of  all  extremity 
Purfue  each  other,  or  mail  be  divided 

By  any  Vciice,  or  order  of  the  Field:  HeElor  bad  ask? 
Aga.  Which  way  would  HeElor  ha <e  it  ? 

*Aine.  He  cares  nor,  he'll  obey  Conditions. 
Aga.  'Tis  done  like  HeElor,  but  fecurely  done, 

A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  defpiflng 

The  Knight  oppos'd. 
<L<£ne.  If  not  Achilles,  Sir,  what  is  your  Name? 
Achil.  If  not  Achilles,  nothing. 

*AZne.  Therefore  Achilles;  but  whate'er,  know  this, 
Is  the  extremity  of  great  and  little  : 
Valour  and  Pride  excel  themfelves  in  HeElor ; 
The  one  almoft  as  infinite  as  all, 

The  other  blank  as  nothing;  weigh  him  well; 
And  that  which  looks  like  Pride,  is  Curtefie; 

This  Ajax  is  half  made  of  HeElor  s  Blood, 
In 
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In  love  whereof,  half  Hettor  ftays  at  home: 
Half  Heart,  half  Hand,  half  Hettor>  comes  to  feel^ 

This  blended  Knight,  half  Trojan  and  half  Greek. 
Achil.  A  Maiden  Battel  then  i  O,  I  perceive  you. 

Aga.  Here  is  Sir  Diomede:  Go,  gentle  Knight, 
Stand  by  our  Ajax;  as  you  and  Lord  <u£neas 
Confent  upon  the  order  of  their  Fight, 
So  be  it;  either  to  the  uttermoft, 

Or  elfe  a  breach,  the  Combatants  being  kin, 
Half  ftints  their  Strife  before  their  ftrokes  begin. 

Vljf.  They  are  opposed  already. 
Ajax.  What  Trojan  is  that  fame  that  locks  fo  heavy  \ 
Vlyf.  The  youngeft  Son  of  Priam, 

And  a  true  Knight;  they  call  him  Troilus ; 
Not  yet  mature,  yet  matchlefs,  firm  of  Word, 
Speaking  in  Deeds  and  deedlefs  in  his  Tongue; 

Not  foon  provok'd,  nor  being  provok'd,  foon  calm*d# 
His  Heart  and  Hand  both  open,  and  both  free; 
For  what  he  has  he  gives,  what  thinks  he  (hews ; 

Yet  giv:s  he  not  'till  Judgment  guide  his  Bounty, 
Nor  dignifies  an  impair  Thought  with  Breath  ; 
Manly  as  HeElor,  but  more  dangerous, 
For  Hetlor  in  his  blaze  of  Wrath  fubferibes 

To  tender  Onje&s;  but  he  in  heat  of  A&ion 
Is  more  vindicative  than  jealous  Love. 

They  call  him  Troilus,  and  on  him  erect 
A  fecond  hope,  as  fairly  built  as  Hettor. 
Thus  fays  *s£neasy  one  that  knows  the  Youth, 
Even  to  his  Inches ;  and  with  private  Soul, 
Did  in  great  /lion  thus  tranflate  him  to  me.  [ Alarum* 
Aga.  They  are  in  A&ion.  [He&or  and  Ajax fight. 
Nefl.  Now  Ajax  hold  rhine  own. 

Troi.  HeUor  thou  fleep'fl:,  awake  thee. 

Aga.  His  Blows  are  well  difpos'd ;  there  Ajax.  [Trumpets Dio.  You  muft  no  more.  ceafe. 
ts£ne.  Princes,  enough,  fo  pleafeyou. 
Ajax.  I  am  not  warm  yet,  let  us  fight  again. 
Dio.  As  Hettor  pleafes. 
Hett.  Why  then,  will  I  no  more 

Thou  art,  great  Lord,  my  Father's  Sifter's  Son  > 
A  Coufin  German  to  great  Priam's  Seed  : 

Z  4  Tht 
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The  obligation  of  our  Blood  forbids 

A  gory  Emulation  'twixt  us  twain; 
Were  thy  ComrnixipQ  Greek  and  Trojan  fo, 

That  thou  could'it       ,   I  lis  Hand  is  Grecian  all, 
And  this  is  Trojan  ;  m  of  this  Leg 

AllGreeJ^  -  lis  all  Zriy.:   My  Mother's  Blood 
iiu  s  on  the  dexter  Cheek*  a&cj  this  Sinifter 

Bounds  in  my  Father's:  By  Jove  multipoint, 
Thou  fhouid'ft  not  bear  from  me  a  Greekijh  Member 
Wherein  my  Sword  had  not  iinpreffure  made 
Or  our  rank  feud;  bat  the  juft  Gods  gamfay, 

That  any  drop  thou  borrow'ft  from  thy  Mother, 
My  facred  Aunt*  mould  by  my  mortal  Sword 

Be  drain'd.     Let  me  embrace  thee,  ̂ jax: 
By  him  that  Thunders  thou  haft  luliy  Arms; 

Heft  or  would  have  them  fall  upon  him  thus— — 
Coufin,  all  honour  ro  thee. 

uijax,  I  thank  thee,  Hellor\ 
Thou  art  too  gentle,  and  too  free  a  Man  t 
I  came  to  kill  thee,  Coufin,  and  bear  hence 

A  great  addition  earned  m  thy  Death. 
HeEl.    Not  Neoptolemus  fo  mirable, 

On  whofe  briaht  Creft,  Fame  v/ith  herloud'ft  O  yes, 
Cries,  This  is  he  could  -promife  to  himfelf 
A  thought  of  added  Honour  torn  from  flettor. 

<is£ne.  There  is  txptctance  here  fiom  both  the  fides? 
What  further  you  will  do, 

Hefjt'i  Well  anfwer  it: The  ilTue  is  Embracement:  j4jax,  farewel,. 

^fjax.  If  I  might  in  Entreaties  find  fucccls, 
As  feid  I  have  the  chance;  I  would  defire 

My  famous  Couim  to  cur  GrccianTtnts. 
Dio.    Tis  ̂ gamfmnotfs  wifh,  and  great  Achilles 

Doth  long  to  fee  unarmed  the  valiant  Hetlor. 
RcEb.  apneas,  call  my  Brother  Troilm  to  me: 

And  fignifie  this  loving  Interview 
To  the  expeclors  of  the  Trojan  part: 
Defire  him  home.   Give  me  thy  Hand,  my  Coufin; 

I  will  goeat.  vyiih  thee,  aj'CJ  fee  your  Knights, 
*4g4, 
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Agamemnon  and  the  reft  of  the  Greeks  come  forward, 
Ajax.  Great  Agamemnon  comes  to  meet  us  here. 
Heel.  The  worthieft  of  them,  tell  me  name  by  name ; 

But  for  Achilles,  mine  own  fearching  Eyes 
Shall  find  him  by  his  large  and  portly  flze. 

Aga.  Worthy  of  Arms ;  as  welcome  as  to  one 
That  would  be  rid  of  iuch  an  Enemy. 

But  that's  no  welcome:  Underftand  more  clear, 

What's  paft,  and  what's  to  come,  is  ftrew'd  with  husks And  formlefs  ruin  of  Oblivion  : 
But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  troth, 

Strain'd  purely  from  all  hollow  bias  drawing, 
Bids  thee  with  mod  divine  Integrity, 
From  Heart  of  very  Heart,  great  Heelor,  welcome. 

Heel.  I  thank  thee,  moft  Imperious  Agamemnon.  [ToTro'u 
Aga.  My  well  fam'd  Lord  of  Troy,  no  lefs  to  you. 
Men.  Let  me  confirm  my  Princely  Brother's  Greeting, 

You  brace  of  warlike  Brothers,  welcome  hither. 
Heel.  Whom  mull:  we  anfwer* 
tALne.  The  Noble  Men e la  us. 

Heel.  O— •  you  my  Lord — by  Mars  his  Gauntlet,  thanks, 

Mock  not,  that  I  affeft  th'untraded  Oath, 
Your  quandom  Wife  fwears  (till  by  Venm  Glove, 

She's  well,  but  bad  me  not  commend  her  to  you. 
Men.  Name  her  not  now,  Sir,  (he's  a  deadly  Theme. 
Heel.  O  pardon   1  offend. 
Neft.  I  ruve,  thou  gallant  Trojan,  ken  thee  oft 

Labouring  for  Deftiny,  make  cruel  way 
Through  ranks  of  Greekjjh  Youth;  and  I  have  feenthee, 
As  hot  as  Perfeus,  fpur  thy  Phrygian  Steed, 
And  feen  thee  fcouring  Forfeits  and  Subduements, 

When  thou  haft  hung  thy  advane'd  Sword  i'th'Air, 
Not  letting  it  decline  on  the  declined: 
That  I  have  faid  unto  my  Standers-by, 
Lo,  Jupiter  is  yonder  dealing  Life. 
And  I  have  feen  thee  paufe,  and  take  thy  Breath, 

(When  that  a  Ring  of  Greeks  have  hem'd  thee  in, Like  an  Olympian  wreftling.     Thus  I  have  feen, 

But  this  thy  Countenance,  ftill  ftock'd  in  Steel, 
I  never  faw  'till  now.     I  knew  thy  Grandfire, 
/Vnd  once  fought  with  him  j  he  was  a  Soldier  good, 

But 
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But  by  great  Mars,  the  Captain  of  us  all, 
Never  like  thee.     Let  an  old  Man  embrace  thee, 
And,  worthy  Warrior,  welcome  to  our  Tents. 

<ts£ne.  'Tis  the  old  Neft  or. 
Heft.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  good  old  Chronicle, 

That  haft  fo  long  walk'd  Hand  in  Hand  with  time : 
Mod  reverend  Neftor9  I  am  glad  to  clafp  theew 

Neft.  I  would  my  Arms  could  match  thee  in  Contention, 
As  they  contend  with  thee  in  Courtefie. 

Heft.  I  would  they  could. 

Neft.  Ha  I   by  this  white  Beard  I'd  fight  with  thee  to 
Morrow.     Well,  welcome,  welcome;  I  have  feen  the  time—- 

Vlyf.  I  wonder  now  how  yonder  City  ftands, 
When  we  have  here  the  Bafe  and  Pillar  by  us. 

Heft.  I  know  your  favour,  Lord  Vlyjjes,  well. 

Ah,  Sir,  there's  many  a  Greek,  and  Trojan  dead, 
Since  firft  I  faw  your  felf  and  Diomede 
In  Won,  on  your  Greekifo  Embaflie. 

Vlyf  Sir,  I  foretold  you  then  what  would  enfue, 
My  Prophefie  is  but  half  his  Journey  yet, 

For  yonder  Walls  that  partly  front  your  Town  ,* 
Yond  Towers,  whofe  wanton  tops  do  bufs  the  Clouds, 
Muft  kifs  their  own  Feet. 

Heft.  I  muft  not  believe  you: 
There  they  ftand  yet ;  and  modeftlyl  think, 
The  fall  of  every  Phrygian  Stone  will  coft 
A  drop  of  Grecian  Blood ;  the  end  crowns  all, 
And  that  old  common  Arbitrator,  Time, 
Will  one  Day  end  it. 

Vlyf.  So  to  him  we  leave  it. 
Moft  gentle,  and  moft  valiant  Heftory  welcome; 
After  the  General,  I  befeech  you  next 
Tofeaft  with  me,  and  fee  me  at  my  Tent. 

Achil.  I  (hal! foreftal  thee,  LordVlyJfes,  thou: 
Now  Heftory  I  have  fed  mine  Eyes  on  thee, 

I  have  with  exacl:  view  perus'd  thee,  Heftor3 
And  quoted  joint  by  joint. 

Heft,  Is  this  Achilles  ? 
AchilL  I  am  Achilles. 

Heft.  Stand  fair,  I  prithee,  let  me  look  on  thee. 
_  Achil.  Behold  thy  fill. 

Heft. 
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Heft.  Nay,  I  have  done  already. 
Achil.  Thou  art  too  brief,  I  will  the  fecond  time, 

As  I  would  buy  thee,  view  thee,  limb  by  limb. 

HeU.  O,  like  a  Book  of  Sport  thou'lt  read  me  o'er : 
But  there's  more  in  me  than  thou  underftand'fh 
Why  doff,  thou  fo  opprefs  me  with  thme  Eye  ? 

Achil.  Tell  me,  you  Heavens,  in  which  part  of  his  Body 
Shall  I  deflroy  him?  Whether  there,  or  there,  or  there, 
That  I  may  give  the  local  Wound  a  name, 
And  make  diftincl:  the  very  breach,  where-out 

HeBor's  great  Spirit  flew.     Anfwer  me,  Heavens. 
Hell.  It  would  difcredit  the  bleft  Gods,  proud  Man, 

To  anfwer  fuch  a  Queftion  :  Stand  again, 

Think'ft  thou  to  catch  my  Life  fo  pleafantly, 
As  to  prenominate  in  nice  Conjecture, 
Where  thou  wilt  hit  me  dead? 

Achil.  I  tell  thee,  yea. 
Hell.  Wert  thou  the  Oracle  to  tell  me  fo9 

I'd  not  believe  thee:  Henceforth  guard  thee  well, 
For  I'll  not  kill  thee  there,  nor  there,  nor  there, 
But  by  the  Forge  that  ftythied  Mars  his  Helm, 

I'll  kill  thee  every  where,  yea  o'er  and  o'er. 
You  wifeft  Grecians,  pardon  me  this  brag, 
His  Infolence  draws  folly  from  my  Lips, 

But  I'll  endeavour  Deeds  to  match  thefe  Words, 
Or  may  I  never— 

Ajax.  Do  not  chafe  thee,  Coufin ; 
And  you,  Achilles,  let  thefe  Threats  alone 

*Till  accident  or  purpofe  bring  you  to't. 
You  may  have  ev'ry  day  enough  of  Hetlory 
If  you  have  Stomach.     The  general  State,  I  fear, 
Can  fcarce  intreat  you  to  be  odd  with  him. 

HeU.  I  pray  you,  let  us  fee  you  in  the  Field, 

We  have  had  pelting  Wars  fince  you  refus'd The  Grecians  Caufe. 
AchiU  Doll:  thou  intreat  me,  HeBor\ 

To  Morrow  do  I  meet  thee,  fell  as  Death, 
To  Night,  all  Friends. 

HeU.  Thy  Hand  upon  that  match. 
Aga.  Firft,  all  you  Peers  of  Greece  go  to  my  Tent, 

There  in  the  full  convive  you ;  afterwards, 
As 
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As  Heftor*s  Leifure,  and  your  Bounties  fhall 
Concur  together,  feveralJy  intreat  him* 
Beat  loud  the  Taborins,  let  the  Trumpets  blow ; 
That  this  great  Soldier  imy  his  welcome  know.       [Exeunt. 

Manent  Troilus  and  UlyfTes. 
Trot.  My  Lord  Vlj]fes>  tell  me,  I  befeech  you, 

In  what  place  of  the  Field  doth  Calchas  keep? 
Vijf.  At  Menelam  Tenr,  moft  Princely  Troilus ; 

There  Diomede  doth  feaft  with  him  to  Night ; 

Who  neither  looks  on  Heav'n,  nor  on  Earth* 
But  gives  all  g  ze  and  bent  of  amorous  view 
On  the  fair  CreJJid. 

Troi.  Shall  I,   fweet  Lord,  be  bound  to  thee  fo  much, 

After  we  part  from  Agamemnon's  Tenra 
To  bring  me  thither  I 

Z'lyf.  You  fhall  command  me,  Sir: 
As  gently  tell  me,  of  what  Honour  was 
This  Creffida  in  Troy;  had  fhe  no  Lover  there, 
That  wails  her  abfence  ? 

Tro*  O  Sir,  to  fuchas  boafting  fhew  their  Scars, 
A  mock  is  due:  Will  you  walk  on,  my  Lord  \ 

She  was  belov'd,  fhe  lov*d  ;  fhe  isy  and  doth. 
But  frill,  fweet  Love  is  Food  for  Fortuned  tooth.    \Exm&}+ 

A  C  T     V.      S  C  E  N  E    L 

CENE  before  Achilles  Tent  in  the  Grecian 

Enter  Achilles  and  Patrocltrs, 

AchiLY'L  L  heat  his  Blood  with  Creektjh  Wine  to  Night* 
jL  fatroclm*  let  us  Feaft  him  to  she  height* 

Pair.  Here  comes  Tkerjkes. 
Enter  Therfites. 

AchiL  How  now,  thm*  core  of  Envy  I 

Thou  cruQy  batch  of  Natoe,  what's  the  News  ? 
Tker*.  Why,  thou  Picture  of  what  rhoa  feeing  and  Idol 

of  Idiot-worthippers,  here's,  a  Letter  for  thee* 
AihiL  Frooa  whence*  Fragment* 

Ther* 



Troilus  and  Creflida.  1 8  8  $ 

Tlrir.  Why,  thou  full  dim  of  Fool,  from  Troy. 
Patr.  Who  keeps  the  Tent  now  ? 

Tker.  The  Surgeon's  Box,  or  the  Patient's  Wound. 
Patr.  Well  Taid,  Adverhty;  and  what  need  thefe  Tricks  ? 
Tker.  Prithee  be  fllent,  Boy,  I  profit  not  by  thy  talk, 

thou  art  thought  to  be  Achilles's  MaJe-Varler. 
Patr.  Male-Varlet,  you  Rogue  ?  What's  that  ? 
Ther.  Why,  his  mafculine  Whore.  Now  the  rotten  Dif- 

eafes  of  the  South,  Guts-griping,  Ruptures,  Catarrhs,  loads 

o'  Gravel  i'th'  Backs,  Lethargies,  cold  Palfies,  and  the  like, 
take  and  take  again  fuch  prepofterous  Difcoveries. 

Patr.  Why,  thou  damnable  Box  of  Envy,  thou,  what 

mcan'fl  thou  to  Curfe  thus  I 
Ther.  Do  I  Curfe  thee  ? 

Patr.  Why  no,  you  ruinous  Butt,  you  whorefon  iodi- 
ftinguifliable  Curt 

Ther.  No  ?  Why  art  thou  then  exafperate,  thou  idle  im- 

material Skein  of  iley'd  Silk;  thou  green  Sarcenet  flap  for  a 
fore  Eye;  thou  TafTel  of  a  Prodigal's  Purfe,  thou?  Ah, 
how  the  poor  World  is  peftred  with  fuch  Water-flies,  dimi- 

nutive, of  Nature. 
Patr.  Out  Gall! 

7 her.   Finch  Egg  I 
Achil.  My  fweet  Patroclas,  I  am  thwarted  quite 

From  my  great  purpofe  in  to  morrow's  Battel : 
Here  is  a  Letter  from  Queen  Hecubay 
A  Token  from  her  Daughter,  my  fair  Love, 
Both  taxing  me,  and  gaging  me  to  keep 
An  Oath  that  I  have  fworn.     I  will  not  break  ir, 
Fall  Greeks  fail  Fame,  Honour,  or  go,  orftay, 
My  major  Vow  lyes  here;  this  PJ]  obey  : 
Come,  come,  Therjites,  help  to  trim  my  Tent, 
This  Night  in  Banqueting  mull:  all  be  fpenr. 
Away,  Patroclus,  [Exit. 

Ther.  With  too  much  Blood,  and  too  little  Brain,  thefe 
two  may  run  mad  :  But  if  with  too  much  Brain,  and  too 

little  Blond,  they  do,  I'Jl  be  a  Curer  of  Mad-men.  Here's 
Agamemnon^  an  honeft  Fellow  enough,  and  one  that  loves 
Quails,  but  he  has  not  fo  much  Brain  as  Ear-wax ;  and  the 
good  Transformation  of  Jupiter  there  his  Brother,  the  Bull, 
the  primitive  Statue,   ar.d  oblique  Memorial  of  Cuckolds, 
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a  thrifty  fliooting-horn  in  a  Chain,  hanging  at  his  Brother's 
Leg ;  to  what  Form,  but  that  he  is,  mould  Wit  larded  with 
Malice,  and  Malice  forced  with  Wit  turn  him  to?  to  an  Afs 

were  nothing,  he  is  both  Afs  and  Ox  ;  to  an  Ox  were  nothing, 
he  is  both  Ox  and  Afs ;  to  be  a  Dog,  a  Mule,  a  Cat,  a 
Fitchew,  a  Toad,  a  Lizard,  an  Owl,  a  Puttock,  or  a  Her- 

ring without  a  Roe,  I  would  not  care:  But  to  be  Men** 
lausy  I  would  confpire  againft  Deftiny.  Ask  me  not  what 
I  would  be,  if  I  were  Theses  5  for  I  care  not  to  be  the 

Lowfe  of  a  Lazar,  fo  I  were  not  Menelans.  Hoy-day,  Spi- 
rits and  Fires. 

Enter  He&or,   Ajax,   Agamemnon,   Ulyfles,   Neftor,  and 
Diomede,  with  Lights* 

Aga.  We  go  wrong,  we  go  wrong. 

Ajax.  No,  yonder  'tis,  there  where  we  fee  the  light. 
Heft.  I  trouble  you. 

Ajax.  No,  not  a  whit. Enter  Achilles. 

Vlyf.  Here  comes  himfelf  to  guide  you. 
Achil.  Welcome  brave  Heclor,  welcome  Princes  all. 

Aga.  So,  now  fair  Prince  of  Troy,  I  bid  good  Night, 
Ajax  commands  the  Guard  to  tend  on  you. 

Heel.  Thanks,  and  good  Night  to  the  Greeks  General, 
Men.  Good  Night,  my  Lord. 
Heft.  Good  Night,  fweet  Lord  Menelans. 
Ther.  Sweet  Draught — iweet  quoth  a— fweet  Sink,  fweet 

Sewer. 

Achil.  Good  Night,  and  welcome,  both  at  once,  to  thofe 
that  go  or  tarry. 

Aga.  Good  Night. 
Achil.  Old  Neflor  tarries,  and  you  too*  Diomede, 

Keep  Hector  Company  an  hour  or  two. 
Dio.  I  cannot,  Lord,  I  have  important  Bufinefs, 

The  tide  whereof  is  now;  Good  Night,  great  Heclor. 
Hell:.  Give  me  your  Hand. 

Vlyf.  Follow  his  Torch,  he  goes  to  Calchas's  Tent, 
I'll  keep  you  Company.  [To  Troilus. 

Trot.  Sweet  Sir,  you  honour  me. 
Heel.  And  fo  good  Night. 
Achil.  Come,  come,  enter  my  Tent.  [Exettnt. 

Ther. 
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Ther.  That  fame  jfiomedes"*  falle- hearted  Rogue,  a  moil 
unjufl:  Knave  ;  I  will  no  more  truft  him  when  he  leers,  than 
I  will  a  Serpent  when  he  ruffes  :  He  will  fpend  his  Mouth 
and  Promife,  like  Brabler  the  Hound  ;  but  when  he  per- 

forms, Aftionomers  foretel  it,  that  it  is  prodigious,  there 
will  come  fome  change  :  The  Sun  borrows  of  the  Moon, 
when  Diomede  keeps  his  Word,  I  will  rather  leave  to  fee 
Hettor,  than  not  to  dog  him  :  They  fay,  he  keeps  a  Trojan 

Drab,  and  ufes  the  Traitor  Calcbas  his  Tent*  I'll  after 
Nothing  but  Lechery  ;  all  incontinent  Varlets.        [Exeunt* 

S  G  E  N  E    II.     Calchas  Tent. 

Enter  Diomede. 

Dio.  What  are  you  up  here,  ho  ?  fpeak. 
Cal.  Who  calls  ? 

Dio.  Diomede;  Calcbas,  I  think;  where's  your  Daughter  ? 
Cal.   She  comes  to  you.  - 

Enter  Troilus  and  Ulyffes,  after  tbem  Therfites. 
Vlyf.  Stand  where  the  Torch  may  not  difcover  us. 

Enter  Creflid. 

Trot.  Creflid^  come  forth  to  him  ! 
Dio.  How  now,  my  charge  ? 
Cre.  Now  my  fweet  Guardian;  hark,  a  word  with  you. 

[Whifpers. Trot.  Yea,  fo  familiar  ? 
Vlyf.  She  will  fing  to  any  Man  at  firft  fight. 
Tber.  And  any  Man  may  find  her,  if  he  can  take  her 

life :  ftie's  noted. 
Dio.  Will  you  remember? 
Cre.  Remember?  yes. 

Dio.  Nay,  but  do  then* ;   and  let  your  mind  be  coupled 
with  your  words. 

Troi.  What  mould  fhe  remember  ? 
Vlyf.  Lift. 

Cre.  Sweet,  Hor\y  Greek*  tempt  me  no  more  to  Folly. 
Tber.  Roguery   
Dio.  Nay,  then. 

Cre.  I'll  tell  you  what. 
Dio.  Fo,  fo,  come  tell  a  pinj  you  ate  a.  forfworn  ,„, 
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Cre.  In  Faith  I  cannot :  what  would  you  have  me  do  ? 
Ther.  A  jugling  Trick,  to  be  fecretly  open. 

Dio.  What  "did  you  fwear  you  would  beftow  on  me  ? Cre.  I  prithee  do  not  hold  me  to  mine  Oath  ; 
Bid  me  do  any  thing  but  that>  fweet  Greek. 

Dio.  Good  Night. 
Trot.  Hold,  Patience 

Vlyf.  How  now,  Trojan  .? 
Cre.  Diomede. 

Dio.  No,  no,  good  Night:  I'll  be  your  Fool  no  more. 
Trot.  Thy  better  mull, 
Cre.  Hark,  one  word  in  your  Ear. 
Trot.  O  Plague  and  Madnefs  ! 

Vlyf.  You  aremov'd,  Prince;  let  us  depart,  I  pray  you, 
Left  your  difpleafure  ihould  enlarge  it  felf 
To  wrathful  Terms:  this  place  is  dangerous; 
The  time  right  deadly  :   I  befeech  you  go. 

Trot.  Behold,  I  pray  you   
Vlyf  Nay,  good  my  Lord  go  off : 

You  flow  to  great  diftraction  :  Come,  my  Lord. 
Trot.  I  pray  thee  ftay  ? 
Vlyf.  You  have  not  patience ;  come. 

Troj.  I  pray  you  ftay ;  by  Hell,  and  all  Hell's  Torments, 
I  wrll  not  fpeak  a  word. 

Dio.  And  fo  good  Night. 
Cre.  Nay,  but  you  part  in  anger. 

Trot.  Doth  that  grieve  thee  ?  O  wither'd  truth  ! 
Vlyf.  Why,  how  now,  Lord? 
Trot.  By  Jove,  I  will  be  patient. 
Cre.  Guardian   why,  Greeks 
Dio.  Fo,  fo,  adieu,  you  palter. 
Cre.  In  Faith,  I  do  not:  come  hither  once  again^ 
Vlyf.  You  fhake,  my  Lord,  at  forriething;  will  you  go? 

You  will  break  out. 
Trot.  She  ftroaks  his  Cheek. 

Vlyf.  Come,  come. 
Trot.  Nay,  ftay;  by  Jove,  I  will  not  fpeak  a  word. 

There  is  between  my  Will,  and  all  Offences, 
A  guard  of  patience,  ftay  a  little  while. 

Tier. 
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Ther.  How  the  Devil  Luxury  with  his  fat  Rump,   and 

Potato  Finger,  tickles  thefe  together :  Fry,  Letchery,  fry. 
Dio.  But  will  you  then? 
Cre.  In  Faith  I  will  come;  never  truft  me  elfe. 
Dio.  Give  me  fome  token  for  the  furety  of  it, 

Cre.  I'll  fetch  you  one.  [  Exkj, 
Vlyf.  You  have  fworn  patience. 
Trot.  Fear  me  not,  fweet  Lord, 

I  will  not  be  my  felf,  nor  have  cognition 
Of  what  I  feel :  I  am  all  Patience. 

Enter  Creffida, 

Ther.  Now  the  Pledge,  now,  now,  now. 
Cre.  Here,  Diomedey  keep  this  Sleeve. 
Trou  O  Beauty  !  where  is  thy  Faith? 
Vlyf.  My  Lord. 
Trou  I  will  be  patient,  outwardly  I  will. 
Cre.  You  look  upon  that  Sleeve  ;  behold  it  well  :— 

He  lov'd  me: — O  falfe  Wench: — Give't  me  again. 
Dio.  Whofe  was't  ? 

Cre.  It  is  no  matter  now  I  have't  again, 
I  will  not  meet  with  you  to  morrow  Night : 
I  prithee,  Diomede^  vifit  me  no  more. 

Ther.  Now  (he  fharpens:  well  faid  WhetftoneJ 
Dio.  I  fhall  have  it. 
Cre.  What,  this  ? 
Dio.  Ay,  that. 
Cre.  O  all  you  Gods— -O  pretty>  pretty  Pledge ; 

Thy  Mafter  now  lyes  thinking  in  his  Bed, 
Of  thee  arid  me,  and  fighs,  and  takes  my  Glove,. 
And  gives  memorial  dainty  Rifles  to  it: 
As  I  kifs  thee. 

Dio.  Nay,  do  not  fnatch  it  from  ni*w 
Cre.  He  that  takes  that,  takes  my  Heart  withal. 
Dio.  I  had  your  Heart  before,  this  follows  it. 
Trou  I  did  fwear  Patience. 

Cre.  You  fhall  not  have  it,  Diomede:  'Faith  you  fli all  not, 
I'll  give  you  fomething  elfe. 

Dio.  I  will  have  this:  Whofe  was  it? 
Cre.  It  is  no  matter. 
Yoi..  IV.  A  a  Dio. 
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Dio.  Come  tell  me  whofe  it  was  ? 

Cre.  'Twas  one  that  lov'd  me  better  than  you  will. 
But  now  you  have  it,  take  it. 

Dio.  Whofe  was  it  ? 

Cre.  By  all  Diana's  Waiting-women  yonder, 
And  by  her  felf,  I  will  not  tell  you  whofe. 

Dio.  To  morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  Helm, 
And  grieve  his  Spirit  that  dares  not  challenge  it. 

Troi.  Wert  thou  the  Devil,  and  wor'ft  it  on  thy  Horn, 
It  fliould  be  challenged. 

Cre.  Well,  well,  'tis  done,  'tis  paft;  and  yet  it  is  not— • 
I  will  not  keep  my  word. 

Dio.  Why  then  farewel, 
Thou  never  (halt  mock  Diomede  again. 

Cre.  You  ("hall  not  go;— ~— one  cannot  fpeak  a  word, But  it  ftreight  flares  you. 
Dio.  I  do  not  like  this  fooling. 
Ther.  Nor  I,  by  Pinto  :  But  that  that  likes  not  me,  plea- 

fes  me  bc/r. 

Dio.  What,  (hall'I  come?  the  hour. 
Cre.  Ay,come : — O  Jove! — do,  come:— -I  fliall  beplagu'd. 
Dio.  Farewel  'till  then.  [Exit* 
Cre.  Good  Night :  I  prithee  come  : 

TroilfiSy  farewel ;  one  Eye  yet  looks  on  thee, 
But  with  my  Heart,  the  other  Bye  doth  fee   
Ah  poor  our  Sex;  this  fault  in  us  I  find, 
The  error  of  our  Eye,  directs  our  Mind. 
What  Error  leads,  mufterr  :  O  then  conclude, 

Minds  fway'd  by  Eyes,  are  full  of  turpitude.  [Exit. 
Ther.  A  proof  of  ftrength  (he  could  not  publifh  more  ; 

Unlefs  (he  fay,  my  Mind  is  now  turned  Whore, 
Vljf.  All's  done,  my  Lord. Troi.   It  is. 

Vlyf.  Why  ftay  we  then  ? 
Troi.  To  make  a  recordation  to  my  Soul, 

Of  every  Syllable  that  here  was  fpoke : 
But  if  I  tell  how  thefe  two  did  co-a<5r, 
Shall  I  not  lie  in  publifhing  a  Truth? 
Sith  yet  there  is  a  credence  in  my  Heart, 
An  efperance  fo  obftinately  ftrong, That 
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That  doth  invert  that  teft  of  Eyes  and  Ears; 
As  if  thofe  Organs  had  deceptious  Functions, 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 
Was  Creffid  here? 

VI) f  I  cannot  conjure,  Trojm, 
Troi.  She  was  not  fure. 

Vlyf  Mod  fure  (he  was. 
Troi.  Why,  my  Negation  hath  no  talte  of  Madnefs. 
Vlyf,  Nor  mine,  my  Lord :  Creffid  was  here  but  now. 
Troi.  Let  it  not  be  believ'd  for  Woman-hood: 

Think  we  had  Mothers;  do  not  give  advantage 
To  flubborn  Cnticks,  apt  without  a  Theme 
For  depravation,  to  fquare  the  general  Sex 

By  Creffid's  Rule.     Rather  think  this  not  Creffid. 
Vlyf.  What  hath  (he  done,  Prince,  that  can  foil  our  Mo- 

thers ? 

Troi.  Nothing  at  all,  unlefs  that  this  were  flie. 

Ther.  Will  hefwagger  himfelf  out  on's own  Eyes? 
Troi.  This  (he?  no,  this  is  Diomede*s  Creffid  : 

If  Beauty  have  a  Soul,  this  is  not  (he : 
If  Souls  guide  Vows,  if  Vows  are  Sandimony, 
If  San&imony  be  the  Gods  delight, 
If  there  be  Rule  in  Unity  it  felf, 
This  is  not  (he.     O  madnefs  of  Difcourfe ! 

That  Caufe  fetsup,  with  and  againft  thy  felf, 
By  foul  Authority ;  where  Reafon  can  revolt 
Without  Perdition,  and  Lofs  affume  all  Reafon, 
Without  Revolt.     This  is,  and  is  not  Creffid. 
Within  my  Soul,  there  doth  commence  a  fight 
Of  this  ftrange  Nature,  that  a  thing  infeparate 
Divides  more  wider  than  the  Sky  and  Earth, 
And  yet  the  fpacious  breadth  of  this  Divifion 
Admits  no  Orifice  for  a  point,  as  fubtle 
As  Ariachne's  broken  woof,  to  enter  ; 

Inftance,  O  inftance  !  ftrong  as  Plmo's  Gates; 
Creffid  is  mine,  tied  with  the  Bonds  of  Heav'n ; 

Inftance,  O  inftance  !  ftrong  as  Heav'n  it  felf; 
The  Bonds  of  Heav'n  are  flip'd,  diffolv'd  and  loosed. 
And  with  another  Knot  five  finger'd  tied: 
The  fractions  of  her  Faith,  orts  of  her  Love, 

A  a  a  The 



i  8pi  Troilus  and  Creflida. 

The  fragments,  fcraps,  the  bits,  and  greafie  Reliques, 

Of  her  o'er-eaten  Faith,  are  bound  to  Diomede* 

Vlyf.  May  worthy  Troilus  be  half  attach'd With  that  which  here  his  pailion  doth  exprefs  ? 
Troi.  Ay,  Greeks  and  that  fh  all  be  divulged  well. 

In  Characters,  as  red  as  Mars  his  Heart 

I  flam'd  with  Venus   never  did  young  Man  fancy 
With  To  Eternal,  and  fo  fix'd  a  Soul   
Hark,  Greek*  as  much  as  I  do  Creffidalove, 
So  much  by  weight  hate  I  her  Diomede  : 

That  Sleeve  is  mine,  that  he'll  bear  in  his  Helm  : 

Were  it  a  Cask  ccmpos'd  by  Vulcan  s  Skill, 
My  Sword  fhould  bite  it:  Not  the  dreadful  Spout, 
VVnich  Ship-men  do  the  Hurricano  call, 

Conftring'd  in  Mafs  by  the  Almighty  Finger 
Shall  dizzy  with  more  Clamour  Neptune's  Ear 
In  his  defcent,  than  fliall  my  prompted  Sword 
Falling  on  Diomede, 

Ther.  He'll  tickle  it  for  his  Concupy. 
Troi.  OCreJJid!  Ohlk  Cretftd!  falfe,  falfe,  falfe ! 

Let  all  Untruths  ftand  by  thy  ftained  Name, 

And  they'll  feem  glorious. 
Vlyf.  O  contain  your  fdf : 

Your  Paflion  draws  Ears  hither. 
Enter  Mnezs* 

ts£ne.  I  have  been  feeking  you  this  hour,  my  Lord : 
Htttor  by  this  is  arming  him  in  Troy. 
jljax,  your  Guard,  ftays  to  Conduct  you  home. 

Troi.    Have    with   you,    Prince ;   my  courteous  Lord, 
adieu. 

Farewel;  revolted  fair  :  and,  Diomede, 
Stand  fafr,  and  wear  a  Cattle  on  thy  Head. 

Vlyf.  I'll  bring  you  to  the  Gates. 
Troi.  Accept  diffracted  Thanks. 

[Exeunt  Troilus,  iEneas,  and  Ulyffcs. 

r*  Ther.  Would  I  could  meet  that  Rogue  Diomede,  I  would 
croak  like  a  Raven  :  I  would  bode,  I  would  bode :  Patrv 
clus  will  give  me  any   thing   for   the  intelligence  of  this 

Whore : 
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Whore  :  The  Parrot  will  not  do  more  for  an  Almond, 
than  he  for  a  commodious  Drab  :  Letchery,  Letchery,  ftill 
Wars  and  Letchery,  nothing  dfe  holds  fafhion.  A  burning 
Devil  take  them.  ..  [Exit. 

SCENE    III.     Troy. 
Enter  He&or  and  Andromache. 

And,  When  was  my  Lord  Co  much  ungently  temper'd, 
To  (lop  his  Ears  againft  admonifliment  ? 
Unarm,  unarm,  and  do  nor  fight  to  day. 

Heft.  You  train  me  to  offend  you ;  get  you  gone. 

By  the  everlafting  Gods,  I'll  go. 
Andr.  My  Dreams  will  fure  prove  ominous  to  the  day. 
Heft.  No  more,  I  fay. 

Enter  CafTandra. 

Caf  Where  is  my  Brother  He  ft  or* 

Andr,  Here  Sifter,  arm'd,  and  bloody  in  intent: Confort  with  me  in  loud  and  dear  Petition  ; 
Purfue  we  him  on  Knees ;  for  I  have  dreamt 
Of  bloody  turbulence;  and  this  whole  night 
Hath  nothing  been  but  fliapes  and  forms  of  Slaughter. 

Caf  O,  'tis  true. 
Heft*  Ho!  bid  my  Trumpet  found. 
Caf  No  Notes  of  fally,  for  the  Heaven?,  fweet  Brother. 
Heft.  Be  gone,  I  fay:  The  Gods  have  heard  me  fvear. 
Caf  The  Gods  are  deaf  to  hot  and  peevifti  Vows; 

They  are  polluted  Offerings,  more  abhorr'd 
Than  fpotted  Livers  in  the  Sacrifice. 

Andr.  O,  be  perfwaded,  do  not  count  it  holy, 
To  hurt  by  being  juft ;  it  were  as  lawful 

For  us  to|  count  we  give  what's  gain'd  by  Thefts, 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  Charity. 

Caf  It  is  the  purpofe  that  makes  ftrong  the  Vowj 
But  Vows  to  every  purpofe  muft  not  hold  : 
Unarm,  fweet  Heft  or. 

Heft.  Hold  you  ftill,  I  fay  ; 
Mine  Honour  keeps  the  weather  of  my  Fate: 

A  a  3  Life 
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Life  every  Man  holds  dear,  but  the  dear  Man 
Holds  Honour  far  more  precious-dear  than  Life. 

Enter  Troilus. 

How  now,  young  man ;  mean'ft  thou  to  fight  to  day  ? 
Andr.  CaJTandra,  call  my  Father  toperfwade. 

J  [£#*>Caffandra. 

Heft.  No  Faith,young7r<w7«/;  doff  thy  Harnefs,  Youth: 

I  am  to  day  i'th*  vein  of  Chivalry  : 
Let  grow  thy  Sinews  till  their  knots  be  ftrong, 
And  tempt  not  yet  the  brumes  of  the  War. 
Unarm  thee,  go ;  and  doubt  thou  not,  brave  Boy, 

1*11  (land  to  day,  for  thee,  and  me,  and  Troy. 
Troi.  Brother,  you  have  a  vice  of  Mercy  in  you  ; 

Which  better  fits  a  Lion,  than  a  Man.  . 

Heft.  Whit  Vice  is  that  ?  Good  Troilus,  chide  me  for  it. 

Trot.  When  many  times  the  Captive  Grecians  fall, 
Even  in  the  fan  and  wind  of  your  fair  Sword, 
You  bid  them  rife,  and  live. 

Heel.  O,  'tis  fair  play. 
Troi.  Fools  Play,  by  Heaven,  Heftor. 
Heel.  How  now  ?  how  now  ? 

Troi.  For  th'  love  of  all  the  Gods, 
Let's  leave  the  Hermit  Pity  with  our  Mothers; 
And  when  we  have  our  Armours  buckled  on, 

The  venom'd  Vengeance  ride  upon  our  Swords, 
Spur  them  to  ruful  work,  rein  them  from  ruth. 

.,;■•     Heft.  Fie,  Savage,  fie. 
Troi.  Heftor,  then  'tis  Wars. 
Heft.  Troilus,  I  would  not  have  you  fight  to  day. 
Troi.  Who  fhould  withhold  me  i 

Not  Fate,  Obedience,  nor  the  Hand  of  Mars, 
Beckning  with  fiery  Truncheon  my  retire: 
Not  Priamtis  and  Hecttba  on  Knees 

Their  Eyes  o'er-galled  with  recourfe  of  Tears; 

Nor  you,  my  Brother,  with  your  true  Sword  drawn, 

Oppos'd  to  hinder  me,  ihould  ftop  my  way ; 
But  by  my  Ruin. 

Enter 
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Enter  Priam  /*»<*/ Caflandra 

Caf.  Lay  hold  upon  him,   Priam,  hold  him  faft : 
He  is  thy  Crutch  ;  now  if  thou  loofe  thy  ftay, 
Thou  on  him  leaning,  and  all  Troy  on  thee  ; 
Fall  all  together. 

Priam.  Come,  Hector,  come,  go  back : 
Thy  Wife  hath  Dreamt ;  thy  Mother  hath  had  Vifions ; 
Cajfandra  doth  forefee  ;  and  I  my  felf, 
Am  like  a  Prophet,  fuddenly  enrapt, 
To  tell  thee  that  this  day  is  Ominous : 
Therefore  come  back. 

Hett.  tAEneas  is  a-field, 

And  I  do  fland  engag'd  to  many  Greeks, 
Even  in  the  faith  of  Valour,  to  a 

} 

appear This  Morning  to  them. 
Priam,  Ay,  but  thou  fhalt  not  go. 
Heft.  I  muft  not  break  my  Faith : 

You  know  me  Dutiful,  therefore,  dear  Sir, 
Let  me  not  fhamerefpecl:;  but  give  me  leave 
To  take  that  courfe  by  your  Confent  and  Voice, 
Which  you  do  here  forbid  me,  Royal  Priam. 

Caf.  O,  Priam,  yield  not  to  him. 
Andr.  Do  not,  dear  Father. 

Hect.  Andromache,  I  am  offended  with  you : 
Upon  the  love  you  bear  me;  get  you  in. 

[Exit  Andromache^ 
Troi.  This  foolifh,  dreaming,  fu perfidious  Girl, 

Makes  all  thefe  bodements. 

Caf  O  farewel,  dear  Hector  : 
Look  how  thou  diefl ;  look  how  thy  Eyes  turn  pale; 
Look  how  thy  Wounds  do  bleed  at  many  vents; 
Hark  how  Troy  roars;  how  Hecuba  cries  out; 
How  poor  Andromache  fhrills  her  Dolour  forth; 
Behold  Diftra&ion,  Frenzy  and  Amazement, 
Like  witlefs  Anticks,  one  another  meet, 
And  all  cry,  Hector,  Hectors  dead :  O  Hector  I 

Troi,  Away, 
Caf  Farewel :  Yet,  foft  :  Hector,  I  take  my  leave ; 

Thou  do'fl  thy  felf,  and  all  our  Troy  deceive.  [Exit. 

A  a  4  Heel* 
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Hett.  You  are  amaz'd,  my  Liege,  at  her  Exclaim: 
Go  in  and  cheer  the  Town,  we'll  forth  and  fight  ; 
Do  deeds  of  praife,  and  tell  you  them  at  Night. 

Priam.  Farewe) :  The  Gods  with  fafety  ftand  about  thee. 

[jiUrnm. Trot,  They  are  at  it,  hark :  Proud  Diomede%  believe 
I  come  to  lofe  my  Arm,  or  win  my  Sleeve. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Pand.  Do  you  hear,  my  Lord  I  do  you  hear  ? 
k       Trot.  What  now  ? 

Pand.  Here's  a  Letter  come  from  yond  poor  Girl. Troi.   Let  me  read. 

Pand.  A  whorfon  Ptifick,  a  whorfon  rafcally  Ptifick,  Co 
troubles  me;  and  the  foolifh  Fortune  of  this  Girl,  and  what 
one  thing,  and  what  another,  that  I  (hall  leave  you  one 

o'thefe  days  ;  and  I  have  a  Rheum  in  mine  Eyes  toc,and  fuch 
an  ach  in  my  Bones,  that  unlefs  a  Man  were  Curft,  I  cannot 

tell  what  to  thmk  on't.     What  fays  (he, there? 
Troi.  Words,  Words,  meer  Words  \  no  Matter  from  the 

Hear*. 

Th*  Effect  doth  operate  another  way.      [Tearing  the  Letter* 
G)  Wind  to  Wind,  thoie  turn  and  change  together: 
My  Love  with  Words  and  Errors  ftill  (he  feeds  ; 
But  edifies  another  with  her  Duds. 

Pavd.  Why,  but  hear  you   — 

Troi.  R^nce,  'Brothel  Lacquy,    Ignominy  and  Shame Parfue  thy  Life,  and  live  ay  with  thy  Name. 

SCENE  IV.     The   Field  between  Troy  an d 
the  Camp. 

Alarum.         JLnter  Therfues. 

Ther.  Now  they  are  cUpper-clawing  one  another,  I'll  go 
look  on  :  That  diffembling  abominable  VarJet,  Diomede^ 

has  got  that  fame  fcurvy,  doating,  foolifh  young  Knave's 
Sleeve  of  Troyy  there  in  his  Helm  :  I  would  fain  fee  them 
ineet,  that,  that  fame  young  Trojan  Afs,  that  loves  the 
Whore  the.e,  might  fend  that  Greek* fo  Whore-maflerly 
Villain,  with  the  Sleeve,  ba,ck  ta  the  differobling  luxurious Drab% 
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Drab,  of  a  fleevelefs  Errant.  O'th'  t'other  fide,  the  Policy 
of  thofe  crafty  fwearing  Rafcals,  that  ftale  old  Moufe-eaten 

dry  Cheefe,  Nefior  ;  and  that  fame  dog-fox  Vlyffes  is  not 
prov'd  worth  a  Blackberry.  They  fet  me  up  in  Policy  that 
mungril  Cur  Ajax,  againft  that  Dog  of  as  bad  a  kind,  A- 
chilles.  And  now  is  the  Cur  Ajax  prouder  than  the  Cur  A- 
chillcs^  and  will  not  arm  to  Day.  Whereupon  the  Grecians 
began  to  proclaim  Barbarifm,  and  Policy  grows  into  an  ill 
Opinion. Enter  Diomede  and  Troilus. 

Soft   here  comes  Sleeve,  and  t'  other. 

Troi.  Fly  not;  for  ihould'ft  thou  take  the  River  Styx,  I 
would  fwim  after. 

Dio.  Thou  doft  mifcall  Retire: 

I  do  not  fly,  but  advantageous  care 
Withdrew  me  from  the  odds  of  Multitude : 

Have  at  thee.  [They  go  off  fighting. 
Ther.  Hold  thy  Whore,  Grecian:  Now  for  thy  VVhore, 

Trojan  :  Now  the  Sleeve,  now  the  Sleeve. 
Enter  He&or. 

Hett.  What  art  thou,  Greeks*  art  thou  for  Hettors  match ? 
Art  thou  of  Blood  and  Honour? 

Ther.  No,  no:  I  am  a  Rafcal;  a  fcurvy  railing  Knave;  a 
very  filthy  Rogue. 

&ett.  I  do  believe  thee   live.  [Exit. 
Ther.  God-a-mercy,  that  thou  wilt  believe  me ;  but  a 

plague  break  thy  Neck   for  frighting  me  ;  what's  be- 
come of  the  wenching  Rogues?  I  think,  they  have  fwal- 

lowed  one  another.  I  would  laugh  at  that  Miracle— yet 
in  a  forr,  Letchery  eats  it  felf  :  111  feek  them.  [Exit. 

Enter  Diomede  and  Servant. 

Dio.  Go,  go,  my  Servant,  take  thou  Troilus  %  Horfe, 
Prefent  the  fair  Steed  to  my  Lady  CreJ/id: 
KHow,  commend  my  Service  to  her  Beauty : 

Tell  her,  I  have  chaflis'd  the  amorous  Trojan, 
And  am  her  Knight  by  proof. 

Ser.  I  go,  my  Lord. 
Enter  Agamemnon. 

Aga.  Renew,  renew,  the  fierce  Poly  damns 
Hath  beat  down  Menon:  Baftard  Margarelon 

Math 
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Hath  Doreus  Prifoner, 

And  ftands,  Coloffus  wife,  waving  his  Beam, 
Upon  thepaflied  coarfes  of  the  Kings, 
Epiftropus  and  Cedus :  Polyxines  is  flain; 
Amphimachus  and  Thorn  deadly  hurt; 
Patroclus  ta'en  or  flain,  and  PaUmedes 
Sore  hurt  and  bruifed ;  the  dreadful  Sagittary 
Appals  our  Numbers,  hafte  we,  Diomede, 
To  Reinforcement,  or  we  perifli  all. Enter  Neftor. 

Nefl.  Go  bear  Patroclus's  Body  to  Achilla* 
And  bid  the  Snail-pac'd  Ajax  arm  for  fliame, There  are  a  thoufand  Hettors  in  the  Field  : 
Now  here  he  fights  on  Galathe  his  Horfe, 
And  there  lacks  work;  anon  he's  there  a-foot 

And  there  they  fly  or  dye,  like  fcaled  Sculls,  ' 
Before  the  belching  Whale  .•  Then  is  he  yonder, 
And  there  the  ftraying  Greeks,  ripe  for  his  edge, 
Fall  down  before  him,  like  the  Mower's  Swath; Here,  there,  and  every  where,  he  leaves  and  takes  5 
Dexterity  fo  obeying  Appetite, 
That  what  he  will,  he  does,  and  does  fo  much, 
That  Proof  is  call'd  Impoflibility. Enter  UlyfTes. 

Vlyf.  Oh,  Courage,  Courage,  Princes;  great  Achilles 
Is  arming,  weeping,  curling,  vowing  Vengeance  ; 
Patrocltts* s  Wounds  have  rouz'd  his  drowfle  Blood Together  with  his  mangled  Myrmidons, 
That  nofelefs,  handlefs,  hackt  and  chipt,  come  to  him 
Crying  on  Hettor.     Ajax  hath  loft  a  Friend, 
And  foams  at  Mouth,  and  he  is  arm'd,  and  at  it, 
Roaring  for  Troilus,  who  hath  done  to  Day 
Mad  and  fantaftick  Execution, 
Engaging  and  redeeming  of  himfelf, 
With  fuch  a  carelefs  Force,  and  forcelefs  Care, 
As  if  that  Luck,  in  very  fpight  of  Cunning,  bad  him  win  a!J. Enter  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Troilus,  thou  Coward,  Troilus.  [Exit. Bio.  Ay,  there,  there. 

Nefi.  So,  fo,  we  draw  together.  [Exeunt. 
Enter 
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Enter  Achilles. 

AchiL  Where  is  this  Hetlor* 

Come,  come,  thou  Boy-killer,  mew  thy  Face: 
Know  what  it  is  to  meet  Achilles  angry. 

Hetlor,  where's  Hetlor*  I  will  none  but  Hetlor.  [Exit. Enter  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Troilus,  thou  Coward  Troilus,  mew  thy  Head. 
Enter  Diomede. 

Dio.  Troilus,  I  fay,  where's  Troilus* 
Ajax.  What  would'ft  thou? Dio.  I  would  correct  him. 

Ajax.   Were  I  the  General, 

Thou  lhould'ft  have  my  Office, 
E'er  that  Correction:  Troilus,  I  fay,  what,  Troilus* Enter  Troilus. 

Trot.  Oh  Traitor  Diomede  \ 

Turn  thy  falfe  Face,  thou  Traitor, 
And  pay  thy  Life,  thou  oweft  me  for  my  Horfe. 

Dio.  Ha,  art  thou  there? 

Ajax.  1*11  fight  with  him  alone,  Hand,  Diomede. 
Dio.  He  is  my  prize,  I  will  not  look  upon. 
Troi.  Come,  both  you  cogging  Greeks,  have  at  you  both. 

\Exennt  fighting. 
Enter  Hector. 

Heel.  Yes,  Troilus*  O  well  fought,  my  youngeft  Brother, 
Enter  Achilles. 

AchiL  Now  do  I  fee  thee ;  have  at  thee,  Hetlor. 
Heel.  Paufe,  if  thou  wilt.  [Fight. 
AchiL  I  do  difdain  thy  Courtefie,  proud  Trojan, 

Be  happy  that  my  Arms  are  out  of  ufe : 
My  reft  and  negligence  befriend  thee  now. 
But  thou  anon  malt  hear  of  me  again  : 

'Till  when,  go  feek  thy  Fortune. 
Hell.  Fare  thee  well; 

I  would  have  been  much  more  a  freflier  Man, 
Had  I  expected  thee;  how  now,  my  Brother? 

Enter  Troilus. 

Troi.  Ajax  hath  ta'en  tAHneas ;  fhall  it  be  * 
No,  by  the  flame  of  yonder  glorious  Heaven 

He  (hall  not  carry  him:  I'll  be  taken  too, 

Or 
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Or  bring  him  off:  Fate,  hear  me  what  I  fay ; 
I  wreak  not,  though  thou  end  my  Life  to  Day.  [Exit. Enter  one  in  Armor* 

HeB.  Stand,  ftand,  thou  Greeks 
Thou  art  a  goodly  Mark  : 
No  ?  wilt  thou  not  ?  I  like  thy  Armour  well, 

I'll  fru(h  it,  and  unlock  the  Rivets  all, 
But  Pll  be  Mafter  of  it  ;  wilt  thou  not,  Beaft,  abide? 

Why  then  fly  on,  I'll  hunt  thee  for  thy  Hide.  [Exit. 
Enter  Achilles  'with  Myrmidons. 

AchiL  Come  here  about  me,  you  my  Myrmidons : 
Mark  what  I  fay,  attend  me  where  I  wheel; 
Strike  not  a  ftroke,  but  keep  your  felves  in  Breath; 
And  when  I  have  the  bloody  Heftor  found, 
Empale  him  with  your  Weapons  round  about : 
In  felleft  manner  execute  your  Arms, 
Follow  me,  Sirs,  and  my  proceeding  Eye; 
It  is  decreed— —Hettor  the  Great  muft  die.  [Exit. 

Enter  Therfites,  Menelaus  and  Paris. 
Ther.  The  Cuckold,  and  the  Cuckold-maker  are  at  it: 

Now  B  ull,  now  Dog ;  'loo,  Paris,  'loo ;  now  my  double  hen'd 
Sparrow;  'loo,  Paris,    'loo;  the  Bull  has  the  Game:  'ware 
Horns,  ho.  [Exit  Paris  and  Menelaus, 

Enter  Baftard. 

Baft.  Turn,  Slave,  and  fight. 
Ther.  What  art  thou? 

Bafi.  A  Baftard  Son  of  Priam 's. Ther*  I  am  a  Baftard  too,  I  love  Baftards,  I  am  a  Ba- 
ftard begot,  Baftard  inftru&ed,  Baftard  in  Mind,  Baftard 

in  Valour,  in  every  thing  Illegitimate  :  One  Bear  will  not 
bite  another,  and  wherefore  fhould  one  Baftard  $  Take 

heed,  the  Quarrel's  moft  ominous  to  us  ;  If  the  Son  of  a 
Whore  fight  for  a  Whore,  he  tempts  Judgment :  Farewel, 
Baftard. 

Baft.  The  Devil  take  the  Coward.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  He&or. 

Heti.  Moft  putrified  Core  I   fo  fair  without :   
Thy  goodly  Armor  thus  hath  coft  thy  Life, 

Now  is  my  day's  work  done;  I'll  take  good  Breath  : 
Reft  Sword,  thou  haft  thy  fill  of  Blood  and  Death. 

Enter 
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Enter  Achilles,  and  his  Myrmidons. 
Achil.  Look,  Hetlor,  how  the  Sun  begins  to  fet ; 

How  ugly  Night  comes  breathing  at  his  Heels: 
Even  with  the  veil  and  darking  of  the  Sun, 
To  clofe  the  Day  up,  Hetlor  s  Life  is  done, 

[They  fall  upon  Heftor  and  kill  kirn. 

Heft.  I  am  unarm'd,  forego  this  vantage,  Greek* 
Achil*  Strike,  Fellows, ftrike,  this  istheMan  I  feek. 

So,  Ilion>  fall  thou :  Now,  Troy*  fink  down : 
Here  lies  thy  Heart,  thy  Sinews  and  thy  Bone, 
On,  Myrmidonsy  cry  you  all  amain, 
Achilles  hath  the  mighty  HeElor  (lain.  [Retreat. 
Hark,  a  Retreat  upon  our  Grecian  part, 

Myr.  The  Trojan  Trumpets  found  the  like,  my  Lord. 

Achil.  The  dragon  Wing  of  Night  o'er  fpreads  the  Earth, 
And,  Stickler  like,  the  Armies  feparates ; 
My  half  fupt  Sword,  that  frankly  would  have  fed, 

Pleas'd  with  this  dainty  Bit,  thus  goes  to  Bed. 
Come,  tye  his  Body  to  my  Horfe'sTail: 
Along  the  Field,  I  will  the  Trojan  trail.  [Exeunt. 

[Sound  Retreat.       Shont% 
Enter  Agamemnon,  Ajax,  Menelaus,  Neftor,  Diomede, 

and  the  refi  marching, 
Aga.  Hark,  hark,  what  fhoutis  that? 
Neft.  Peace,  Drums, 
Sol.  Achilles !  Achilles  I  Hetlor  s  (lain,  Achilles  I 
Dio.  The  Bruit  is,  Hetlor  s  (lain,  and  by  Achilles. 
Ajax.  If  it  be  fo,  yet  braglefs  let  it  be: 

Great  Hetlor  was  as  good  a  Man  as  he. 
Aga,  March  patiently  along;  let  one  befent 

To  pray  Achilles  fee  us  at  our  Tent. 
If  in  his  Death  the  Gods  have  us  befriended, 
Great  Troy  is  ours,  and  our  iharp  Wars  are  ended. 

[Exeunt* Enter  ̂ Eneas,  Paris,  Knttnoxand  Deiphobus. 

v/£ne.  Stand  ho,  yet  are  we  Maftersof  the  Field, 
Never  go  home,  here  ftarve  we  out  the  Night. 

Enter  Troilus. 
Trot.  Hetlor  is  (lain. 
All.  Hetlor  I   the  Gods  forbid  1 

Trot. 
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Trot.  He's  dead,  and  at  the  Murtherer's  Horfe'sTail, 

In  beaftly  fort  dragg'd  through  the  (hameful  Field. 
Frown  on,  you  Heavens,  effed  your  rage  with  fpeed: 
Sit  Gods  upon  your  Thrones,  and  fmile  at  Troy. 
I  fay  at  once,  let  your  brief  Plagues  be  Mercy, 
And  linger  not  our  fure  Deftru&ions  on. 

<zs£ne.  My  Lord,  you  do  difcomfort  all  the  Hoft. 
Trot.  You  underftand  me  not,  that  tell  me  fo : 

I  do  not  fpeak  of  flight,  of  fear,  of  Death, 
But  dare  all  imminence,  that  Gods  and  Men 

Addrefs  their  Dangers  in.     Hector  is  gone: 
Who  mall  tell  Priam  fo  ?  or  Hecuba* 

Let  him  that  will  a  Scrietch-Owl  ay  be  call'd, 
Go  in  to  Troy,  and  fay  there,  Hetlor's  dead : 
There  is  a  word  will  Priam  turn  to  Stone; 
Make  Wells,  and  Niobes  of  the  Maids  and  Wives; 
Cool  Statues  of  the  Youth ;  and,  in  a  Word, 
Scare  Troy  out  of  felf.     But  march  away, 
Heclor  is  dead  :  There  is  no  more  to  fay. 
Stay  yet,  you  vile  abominable  Tents, 
Thus  proudly  pight  upon  our  Phrygian  Plains: 
Let  Titan  rife,  as  early  as  he  dare, 
Til  through  and  through  you.    And  thou  great  hYd  Coward 
No  fpace  of  Earth  fhall  funder  our  two  Hates, 
111  haunt  thee,  like  a  wicked  Confcience  ftill, 
That  mouldeth  Goblins  fwift  as  Frenfies  thoughts, 
Srrike  a  free  march  to  Troy,  with  comfort  go: 
Hope  of  revenge  fhall  hide  our  inward  Woe. Enter  Pandarus. 

Pan.   But  hear  you,  hear  you  ? 

Tro'u  Hence,  Brothel,  Lacky,  Ignominy  and  Shame 
{Strikes  him. 

Purfue  thy  Life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  Name.         \_Exeunt. 
Pan.  A  goodly  medane  for  mine  aking  Bones :  Oh 

World !  World !  World !  thus  is  the  poor  Agent  defpis'd  . 
Oh,  Traitors  and  Bawds;  how  earn  eftly  are  you  fet  at  Work, 
and  how  ill  requited  ?  why  mould  our  Endeavour  be  fo  de- 

fied, and  the  Performance  fo  loath'd  \  What  Verfe  for  it  I 
what  inftance  for  it?   Let  me  fee- 

Full 



Troilus  and  Creflida. 

iS>oj 

Full  merrily  the  Humble  Bee  doth  fing, 

'Till  he  hath  loft  his  Hony  and  his  Sting  ; 
But  being  once  fubdu'd  in  armed  Tail, 
Sweet  Hony  and  fweet  Notes  together  fail. 
Good  Traders  in  the  Flefti,  fet  this  in  your  painted  Cloathes; 
As  many  as  be  here  of  Pandars  Hall, 

Your  Eyes  half  out,  weep  out  at  Pindar's  Fall ; 
Or  if  you  cannot  weep,  yet  give  fome  groans, 
Though  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  aking  Bones. 
Brethren  and  Sifters  of  the  hold -door  Trade, 
Some  two  Months  hence,  my  Will  fhall  here  be  made  : 
It  fhould  be  now,  but  that  my  fear  is  this, 
Some  galled  Goofe  of  TVinchefter  would  hifs ; 

'Till  then,  I'll  fwear,  and  feek  about  for  Eafes, 
And  at  that  time  bequeath  you  my  Difeafes.  \Excunu 

*******'**,y***'3F 
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Dramatis  Perfonas. 

MEN. 

Aius  Martius  Coriolanus,   a  Noble  Roman, 
hated  by  the  Common  People. 

Titus  LzttiusA  Generals  againjl  the  Volfcians,  and 
Cominius,      J      Friends  to  Coriolanus. 

Menenitis  Agrippa,  Friend  to  Coriolanus. 

Sicinius  Velutus,"*  Tribunes  of  the  Teople,  and  E- 
Junius  Brutus,    j    nemies  to  Coriolanus. 
TulJus  Aufidius,  General  of  the  Volfcians. 
Lieutenant  /*.  Aufidius. 

Toung  Martius,  Son  to  Coriolanus. 

WOMEN. 

Volumnia,  Mother  to  Coriolanus. 

Virgilia,  Wife  to  Coriolanus. 
Valeria,  Friend  to  Virgilia. 

Romin  and  Volfcian  Senators^  ̂ Ediles^  Litfors, 
Soldier S)  Common  Teople,  Servants  to  Aufidius, 
aud  other  Attendants. 

The  SCENE   is  partly  in  Rome  and  partly 
in  the  Territory  of  the  Volfcians. 

CO  RIO- 
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C0K10LANVS. 

ACT   I.    SCENE    I, 

Enter  aComp  any  of  Mutinous  Citizens  >  with  Steves* 

Clubs^  and  other  Weapons. 

i     CITIZEN. 

EFORE  we  proceed  any  further,  hear  hie 

fpeak. 
AIL  Speak,  fpeak. 

i  Cih  You  are  all  refolv'd  rather  to  die  than to  famifti  ? 

All.  Refolv'd,  refolv'd. 
i  Cit.  Firft,  you  know,  Cains  Martins  is  chief  Enemy  to 

the  People. 

AIL  We  know'r. 
i  Cit.  Let  us  kill  him,  arid  we'll  have  Corn  at  our  own 

Price.     Is't  a  Verdid? 

All.  No  more  talking  bn'tj  let  it  be  done,  away*  away* 
z  Cit.  One  Word,  good  Citizens. 
idu  We  are  accounted  poor  Citizens;  the  Patricians 

good  :  What  Authority  forfeits  on,  would  relieve  us:  If  they 
would  yield  us  but  the  foperfluity,  while  it  were  whblfomej 
we  might  guefs  they  relieved  us  humanly  :  But  they  think 
we  are  too  dear ;  the  leannefs  that  afflich  us,  the  object  of  tfur 
Mifery*  is  as  an  Inventory  to  particularize  their  Abundance ; 
yd  i,  IV4  Bb?  otir 
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our  fufferance  is  a  gain  to  them.  Let  us  revenge  this  with 

our  Pikes,  e'er  we  become  Rakes :  For  the  Gods  know,  I 
fpeak  this  in  hunger  for  Bread,  not  in  thirft  for  Revenge. 

2  Cit.  Would  you  proceed  efpecially  againft  Cains  Mar- 
tins ? 

AIL  Againft  him  firft  :  He's  a  very  Dog  to  the  Com- monalty. 

2  Ciu  Confider  you  what  Services  he  has  done  for  his 
Country  ? 

i  Cit.  Very  well :  and  could  be  content  to  give  him  good 

Report  for't;  but  that  he  pays  himfelf  with  being  proud. 
All.  Nay,  but  fpeak  not  malicioufly. 
i  Cit.  I  fay  unto  you,  what  he  hath  done  famoufly,  he 

did  it  to  that  end ;  though  foft  confcienc'd  Men  can  be  con- 
tent to  fay  it  was  for  his  Country,  he  did  it  to  pleafe  his 

Mother,  and  to  be  partly  proud,  which  he  is,  even  to  the 
altitude  of  his  Virtue. 

2  Cit.  What  he  cannot  help  in  his  Nature,  you  account  a 
Vice  in  him :  You  muft  in  no  way  fay,  he  is  Covetous. 

i  Cit.  If  I  muft  not,  I  need  not  be  barren  of  Accufations; 
he  hath  Faults,  with  furplus,  to  tire  in  Repetition. 

\  Shouts  within. 

What  Shouts  are  thofe  ?  The  other  fide  o'th/  City  is  rifen, 
why  ftay  we  prating  here?  To  th' Capitol   — AIL  Come,  come. 

i  Cit.  Soft   -who  comes  here? 
Enter  Menenius  Agrippa. 

2  Cit.  Worthy  Menenius  Agrippa;  one  that  hath  always 

lov'd  the  People. 
i  Cit.  He's  one  honeft  enough,  would  all  the  reft  were  fo. 
Men.  What  work's,  my  Countrymen,  in  hand  ? 

Where  go  you  with  your  Bats  and  Clubs?  The  Matter   
Speak,  I  pray  you. 

2  Cit.  Our  Bufinefs  is  not  unknown  to  the  Senate,  they 
have  had  inkling,  this  Fortnight,  what  we  intend  to  do, 

which  now  we'll  mew  'em  in  Deeds :  They  fay,  poor  Suit- 
ers have  ftrong  Breaths,  they  mail  know  we  have  ftrong 

Arms  too. 

Men.  Why  Mailers,  my  good  Friends,  aiine  honeft 
Neighbours,  will  you  undo  your  felves? 

2  CiK 
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2  Gt.  We  cannot,  Sir,  we  are  undone  already. 
Men.  I  tell  you,  Friends,  moft  charitable  care 

Have  the  Patricians  of  you:  for  your  Wants, 
Your  fuffering  in  this  Dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  Heaven  with  your  Staves,  as  lift  them 
Again  ft  the  Roman  State;  whofe  courfe  will  on 
The  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thoufand  Curbs 

Of  more  ftrong  link'd  afunder,  than  can  ever 
Appear  in  your  Impediment.     For  the  Dearth ; 
The  Gods,  not  the  Patricians,  make  it;  and 
Your  Knees  to  them,  not  Arms,  muft  help.  Alack, 
You  are  tranfported  by  Calamity 
Thither,  where  more  attends  you;  and  ycru  flander 

The  Helms  o'th5  State,  who  care  for  you,  like  Fathers, 
When  you  curfe  them  as  Enemies. 

zCit.  Care  for  us!— -True indeed,  they  ne'er  cared  for  us 
yet.  Suffer  us  to  famifti,  and  their  Store-houfes  cramm'd 
with  Grain :  Make  Edicts  for  Ufury,  to  fupport  Ufurers ; 
repeal  daily  any  wholfom  Ad  eftabliihed  againft  the  Rich, 
and  provide  more  piercing  Statutes  daily,  to  chain  up  and 
reftrain  the  Poor.  If  the  Wars  eat  us  not  up,  they  will,  and 

there's  all  the  love  they  bear  us. 
Men.  Either  you  mull: 

Confefs  your  felves  wond'rous  malicious, 
Or  be  accus'd  of  Folly.     I  ihall  tell  you 
A  pretty  Tale,  it  may  be  you  have  heard  \xy 
Butfinceit  ferves  my  purpofe,  I  will  venture 
To  fcale't  a  little  more. 

zCit.  Well, 

I'll  hear  it,  Sir  .yet  you  muft  not  think 
To  fob  offourDifgrace  with  a  Tale: 

But,  and'c  pleafe  you,  deliver. 
Men.  There  was  a  time  when  all  the  Bodies  Members 

Rebeird  againft  the  Belly;  thus  accus'd  it— — 
That  only  like  a  Gulf  it  did  remain 

I'th'  midft  o'th'  Body,  idle  and  una&ive, 
Still  cubbording  the  Viand,  never  bearing 
Like  labour  with  the  reft:  where  th'  other  Inftruments 
Did  fee,  and  hear,  devife,  inftrud,  walk,  feel, 
And  mutually  participate,  did  minifter 
Unto  the  Appetite,  and  AfFeftion  common 

Bb  3  .Of 
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0  'he  wfnleBody.   The  Belly  anfwer'd.   : 
2  Qu  Well,   Sir,  what  anfwer  made  the  Belly  ? 

Men*  Sir,  I  ihall  tell  you  with  a  kind  of  fmi'le, 
Which  pe'er  came  from  the  Lungs,  but  even  thus   
(For  look  you,  I  may  make  the  Belly  (mile 

As  well  asfpeak)  it  {tauntingly  reply'd 
To  the  dtfcontentecj  Members,  the  mutinous  Parts 
That  envied  his  Receit ;  even  fo  mod  fitly, 
As  you  malign  our  Senators,  for  that 

1  hey  are  not  fuch  as  you—   

2  Ciu  Your  Belly's  anfwer   What 
The  Kingly  crown  d  Head,  the  vigilant  Eye, 
The  Counfellor  Heart,  the  Arm  our  Soldier, 
Our  Steed  the  Leg,  the  Tongue  our  Trumpeter  ; 
With  Gfcher  Muniments  and  petty  Helps 
In  this  our  Fabrick,  if  that  they<   r-^— 

Men*  What  then  ?   For  me  this  Fellow  fpeaks. 
What  then  ?  what  then  f 

i  Cit.  Should  by  the  Cormorant  Belly  be  reftrain'dj 
Who  is  the  fink  o'th*  Body- 

Men,  Well,   —what  then? 
2  G(,  The  former  Agents,  if  they  did  complain, 

What  could  the  Belly  anfwer  ? 
Men.  I  will  tell  you. 

If  you' 11  beftow  a  fmall  (of  what  you  have  little) 
Patience,  a  while;  you'ft  hear  the  Belly's  anfwer, 

2  Cit.  Y'are  long  about  it. 
Men.  Note  me  this,  good  Friend; 

Your  molt  grave  Belly  was  deliberate, 

Not  rafii,  like  his  Accufers,  and  thus  anfwer'd; 
True  is  it,  my  incorporate  Friends,  quoth  he. 
That  I  receive  the  general  Food  at  firft 
Which  you  do  live  upon ;  and  fit  it  is, 
Becaufe  I  am  the  Store-houfe,  and  the  Shop 
Of  the  whole  Body.     But  if  you  do  remember! 
I  fend  it  through  the  Rivers  of  your  Blood 

Even  to  th£  Court,  th' Heart,  to  th5  feat  o'tfT  Brains, 
And  through  the  Cranks  and  Offices  of  Man, 

The  ftrongeft  Nerves,  and- fm all  inferior  Veins 
From  me  receive  that  natural  competency 
Wlifreby  they  live/    And  though  that  ail  at  once* 

Xou? 
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You,  my  good  Friends,  ('this  fays  the  Belly)  mark  me— 
2  Cit.  Ay,  Sir,  well,  well. 
Men.  Though  all  at  once,  cannot 

See,  what  I  do  deliver  out  to  each, 
Yet  I  can  make  my  Audit  up,  that  all 

From  me  do  back  receive  the  Flow'r  of  all, 
And  leave  me  but  the  Bran.     What  fay  you  to't? 

2  Cit.  It  was  an  anfwer   how  apply  you  this? 

Men.  The  Senators  of  Rome  are  this  good  BeIly,T 
And  you  the  mutinous  Members;  for  examine 
Their  Counfels,  and  their  Care;  digeft  things  rightlyf 

Touching  the  Weal  o'th1  Common,  you  (hall  find 
No  publick  Benefit  which  you  receive, 
But  it  proceeds  or  comes  from  them  to  you, 
And  no  way  from  your  felves.    What  do  you  think  f 
You,  the  great  Toe  of  this  AlTembly? 

2  Gt.  I  the  great  Toe !  Why  the  great  Toe  ? 

Men.  For  that  being  one  o'th'  lowefr,  bafeft,  pooreft 
Of  this  mofr,  wife  Rebellion,  thou  goeft  formoft: 
Thou  Rafcal,  that  art  worft  in  Blood  to  run, 

Lead'ft  firft  to  win  fome  vantage. 
But  make  you  ready  your  ftiff  Bats  and  Clubs, 
Rome  and  her  Rats  are  at  the  point  of  Battel: 
The  one  fide  muft  have  Bail. 

Enter  Caius  Martius. 
Hail,  Noble  Martins. 

Mar.  Thanks  What's  the  Matter,  you  diflentious  Rogues? 
That  rubbing  the  poor  itch  of  your  Opinion, 
Make  your  felves  Scabs. 

2  Cit.  We  have  ever  your  good  Word. 
Ma,r.  He  that  will  give  good  Words  to  thee,  will  flatter 

Beneath  abhorring.    What  would  you  have,  ye  Curs, 
That  like  not  Peace,  nor  War  ?  The  one  affrights  you, 
The  other  makes  you  proud.     He  that  trufts  to  you, 
Where  he  mould  find  you  Lions,  finds  you  Hares : 
Where  Foxes,  Geefe  you  are:  No  furer,  no, 
Than  is  the  coal  of  Fire  upon  the  Ice, 
Or  Hailftone  in  the  Sun.     Your  Virtue  is, 
To  make  him  worthy,  whofe  Offence  fubdues  him, 
And  curfe  that  Juftice,  did  it.     Who  deferves  Greatnefs, 
Defervcs  your  Hate;  and  your  AfFtdions  are 

Bb  4  ■  h 
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A  fick  Man's  Appetite,  who  defires  mod  that, 
Which  would  encreafe  his  Evil.     He  that  depends 
Upon  your  Favours,  fwims  with  fins  of  Lead, 
And  hews  down  Oaks  with  Ru(hes.     Hang  ye   truft  ye ! 
With  every  Minute  you  do  change  a  Mind, 
And  call  him  Noble,  that  was  now  your  Hate, 

Him  vile,  that  was  your  Garland.     What's  the  Matter, 
That  in  the  feveral  Places  of  the  City, 
You  cry  againft  the  Noble  Senate,  who 
(Under  the  Gods)  keep  you  in  awe,  which  elfe 

Would'feed  on  one  another?  What's  their  feeking? 
Men.  For  Corn  at  their  own  Rates,  whereof  they  fay, 

The  City  is  well  ftor'd. 
»  Mar.  Hang  'em :  They  fay !   
They'll  fit  by  th'Fire,  and  prefume  to  know 
What's  done  l'th'  Capitol;  who's  like  to  rife, 
Who  thrives,  and  who  declines:  Side  Factions,  and  give  out 
Conje&ural  Marriages ;  making  Parties  ftrong, 
And  feebling  fuch  as  ftand  not  in  their  liking, 

Below  their  cobled  Shooes.     They  fay,  there's  Grain  enough ! 
Would  the  Nobility  lay  afide  their  Ruth, 

And  let  me  ufe  a  Sword,  I'd  make  a  Quarry 
With  thoufands  of  thefe  quarter'd  Slaves,  as  high 
As  I  could  pitch  my  Lance. 

Men.  Nay,  thefe  are  almoft:  throughly  perfuaded : 
For  though  abundantly  they  lack  Difcretion, 
Yet  are  they  paffing  cowardly*     But,  I  befeech  you, 
What  fays  the  otherTroop? 

Mar.  They  are  diffolv'd ;  hang  'em, 
They  faid  they  were  an  hungry,  figh'd  forth  Proverbs; 
That  Hunger  broke  Stone  Walts   that  Dogs  muft  eat,   
That  Meat  was  made  for  Mouths   that  the  Godsfent  not 
Corvfor  the  Rich  Men  only   With  thefe  ill  reds 

They  vented  their  Complainings;  which  being  anfwer'd, 
And  a  Petition  granted  them,  a  ftrange  one, 
To  break  the  Heart  of  Gensrofity, 
And  make  bold  Power  lock  pale;  they  threw  their  Caps 

As  they  would  hang  them  on  the  Horns  o'th'  Moon, Shooting  their  Emulation. 
Men.  What  is  granted  them? 

Marl 
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Mar.  Five  Tribunes  to  defend  their  vulgar  Wifdoms, 

Of  their  own  choice.     One's  Junius  Brutus, 
Sicimus  Velutus,  and  I  know  not.     S'death, 
The  Rabble  mould  have  firft  unrooft  the  City 

E'er  fo  prevaird  with  me;  it  will  in  time 
Win  upon  Power,  and  throw  forth  greater  Themes 
For  Infurre&ions  arguing. 

Men.  This  is  ftrange. 
Mar.  Go  get  you  home,  you  Fragments. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Where's  Cairn  Martius\ 
Mar,  Here   what's  the  Matter? 
Mef.  The  News  is,  Sir,  the  Folfcies  are  in  Arms. 

Mar.    I  am  glad  on't,  then  we  mail  have  means  to  vent 
Our  mufty  fuperfluity.   See,  our  beft  Elders   
Enter  Sicinius  Velutus,  Junius  Brutus,  Cominius,  Titus 

Lartius,  with  other  Senators. 

1  Sen.  Martius,  'tis  true,  that  you  have  lately  told  us, 
The  Kolfcies  are  in  Arms. 

Mar.  They  have  a  Leader, 

Tullm  Aufidius,  that  will  put  you  to't. 
I  fin  in  envying  his  Nobility: 
And  were  I  any  thing  but  what  I  am, 
I  could  wifh  me  only  he. 

Com,  You  have  fought  together? 

Mar.  Were  half  to  half  the  World  by  th*  Ears,  and  he 
Upon  my  Party,  I'd  revolt,  to  make 
Only  my  Wars  with  him.     He  is  a  Lion 
That  I  am  proud  to  hunt. 

1  Sen.  Then  worthy  Martius, 
Attend  upon  Cominius  to  thefe  Wars. 

Com.  It  is  your  former  promife. 
Mar,  Sir,  it  is ; 

And  I  am  conftant :  Titus  Lartius,  thou 
Shalt  fee  me  once  more  ftrike  at  Tullus%  Face. 

What,  art  thou  ftirT  ?  Stand3ft  out  ? 
Tit.  No,  Caius  Martius, 

I'll  lean  upon  one  Crutch,  and  fight  with  t'other; 
E'er  flay  behind  this  Bufinefs. Men.  Oh  true  bred. iScnl 
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i  Sen.  Your  Company  to  th5  Capitol ;  where  I  know 
Our  greateft  Friends  attend  us. 

Tit.  Lead  you  on;  follow  Cominius>  wemuft  follow  you^ 
right  worthy  your  Priority. 

Com.  Noble  Martins. 

i  Sen.  Hence  to  your  Homes   begone.  [To  the  Citizens. 
Mar.  Let  them  follow, 

The  Volfcies  have  much  Corn  ;  take  thefe  Rats  thither 

To  gnaw  their  Garm"-       Worihipful  Mutineers, 
Your  Valour  puts  well  forth;  pray  follow.  [Exeunt. 

I  Citizens  fieal away.     Manent  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 
Sic  Was  ever  Man  fo  proud  as  is  this  Martins  i 
Bru.  He  has  no  equal. 
Sic.  When  we  were  chofen  Tribunes  for  the  People——. 

Bru.  Mark'd  you  his  Lip  and  Eyes  ? 
Sic.  Nay,  but  his  Taums. 

Bru.  Being  mov'd,  he  will  not  fparc  to  gird  the  Gods. Sic.  Be-mock  the  mode  ft  Moon. 
Bru.  The  prcfent  Wars  devour  him,  he  is  grown 

Too  proud  to  be  fo  valiant. 
Sic.  Such  a  Nature,  tickled  with  good  Succefs,  difdains 

the  Shadow  which  he  treads  on  at  Noon,  but  I  do  wonder, 
his  Infolence  can  brook  to  be  commanded  under  Cominiusi 

Bru.  Fame,  at  the  which  he  aims, 

In  whom  already  he  is  well  grac'd,  cannot 
Better  be  held,  nor  more  artain'd  than  by 
A  place  below  the  fl  ft;  for  what  mifcarrks 

Shall  be  the  General's  fault,  tho'  he  perform 
To  the  utmoft  of  a  Man ;  and  giddy  cenfure 
Will  then  cry  out  of  Martius :  Oh,  if  he 
Had  born  the  Bufinefs 

Sic.  Befides,  if  things  go  well, 
Opinion,  that  fo  flicks  on  Martins^  ihall 
Of  his  demerits  rob  Cominius. 

Bru.  Come;  half  all  Cominius'%  Honours  are  to  Martius, 
Though  Martius  earned  them  not;  and  all  his  Faults 
To  Martius  fhall  be  Honours,  though  indeed 
In  ought  he  merit  not. 

Sic.  Let's  hence,  and  hear 
How  the  difpatch  is  made,  and  in  what  faftiion, 
More  than  his  fingularity,  he  goes 
Upon  this  prefent  Adion.  Brn. 
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Bru.  Let's  along.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II.     Coriolus. 
Enter  Tullus  Aufidius  with  Senators  of  Coriolus. 

1  Sen.  So,  your  Opinion  is,  Aufidius, 
That  thty  of  Rome  are  entred  in  our  Counfels, 
And  know  how  we  proceed. 

Auf.  Is  it  not  yours? 
Wnat  ever  hath  been  thought  on  in  this  State, 

That  could  be  brought  to  bodily  a&,  e'er  Rome 
Had  Circumvention?  'tis  not  four  Days  gone Since  I  heard  thence   thefe  are  the  Words— -I  think 

I  havt  the  Letter  here,  yes   here  it  is ; 
They  have  preft  a  Power,  but  it  is  not  known 
Whether  for  Eaft  or  Weft;  the  Dearth  is  great, 

The  People  Mutinous;   and  it  is  rumour'd 
Cominiusy  Murtius  your  old  Enemy, 
(Who  is  of  Rome  worfe  hated  than  of  you) 
And  Titus  Lartius,  a  mod  valiant  Roman, 
Thefe  three  lead  on  this  Preparation. 

Whither  'tis  bent— —  moft  likely,  'tis  for  you  : Confider  of  it. 

1  Sen.  Our  Army's  in  the  Field  : 
We  never  yet  made  doubt,  but  Rome  was  ready 
To  anfwer  us. 

Auf,  Nor  did  you  think  it  folly 

To  keep  your  great  pretences  veil'd,  'till  when 
They  ne  ds  muft  fliew  themfelves,  which  in  the  hatching 

It  fcem'd  appear'd  to  Rome.     By  the  difcovery, We  (hall  be  fhortned  in  our  aim,  which  was 

To  take  in  many  Towns,  e'er  (almofty  Rome Should  know  we  are  a-foot. 
2  Sen.  Noble  Aufidius, 

Take  your  Commiffion,  hie  you  to  your  Bands, 
Let  us  alone  to  guard  Coriolus, 

If  they  fet  down  before's  :  for  the  remove 
Bring  up  your  Army:  But,  I  think,  you'll  find 
They've  not  prepar'd  for  us. 

Auf.  O,  doubt  not  that, 
I  fpeak  from  Certainties.     Nay  more, 
Sorr;e  parcels  of  their  Power  are  forth  already,  And 
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And  only  hitherward.    I  leave  your  Honours. 
If  we  and  Cains  Martins  chance  to  meet, 

5Tis  fworn  between  us,  we  mall  ever  ftrike, 
'Till  one  can  do  no  more. 

All.  The  Gods  affift  you. 
Anf.  And  keep  your  Honours  fafe. 
i  Sen.  Farewel. 
2  Sen.  Farewel. 

All.  Farewel.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    III.    Rome. 
Enter  Volumnia  and  Virgilia,  Theyfet  them  down  on  two  low 

Stools,  and  Sew. 

Vol,  I  pray  you,  Daughter,  Sing,  or  exprefs  your  felf  in 
a  more  comfortable  fort  :  If  my  Son  were  my  Husband,  I 
would  freelier  rejoice  in  that  abfence  wherein  he  won  Honour, 

"than  in  the  Embracementsof  his  Bed,  where  he  mould  mew 
moft  love.  When  yet  he  was  but  tender-bodied,  and  the 
only  Son  of  my  Womb;  when  Youth  with  Comlinefs  pluck- 

ed all  gaze  his  way ;  when  for  a  Day  of  Kings  Entreaties, 
a  Mother  mould  not  fell  him  an  hour  from  her  beholding, 
I,  confidering  how  Honour  would  become  fuch  a  Perfon, 

that  it  was  no  better  than  Pi&ure-like  to  hang  by  th'  Wall, 
if  Renown  made  it  not  ftir,  was  pleas'd  to  let  him  feek  Dan- 

ger where  he  was  like  to  find  Fame:  To  a  cruel  War  I  fent 

him,  from  whence  he  return'd,  his  Brows  bound  with  Oak. 
I  tell  thee,  Daughter,  I  fprang  no  more  in  Joy  at  firft  hear- 

ing he  was  a  Man-child,  than  now  in  firft  feeing  he  had  pro- 
ved himfelf  a  Man. 

Fir.  But  had  he  died  in  the  Bufinefs,  Madam,  how 
then  f 

VbL  Then  his  good  Report  mould  have  been  my  Son;  I 
therein  would  have  found  IfTue.  Hear  me  profefs  fincere- 
ly :  had  I  a  dozen  Sons  each  in  my  love  alike,  and  none  hfs 
dear  than  thine,  and  my  good  Martins,  I  had  rather  eleven 
dye  nobly  for  their  Country,  than  one  voluptuoufly  furfeit 
out  of  A6Hon# 

Enter  a  Gentlewoman. 

Gent.  Madam,  the  Lady  Valeria  is  come  to  vifit  you. 
Vir.  Befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  retire  my  felf. 
V*L  Indeed  thou  (halt  not:  (As 
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Methinks  I  hear  hither  your  Husband's  Drum  : 
I  fee  him  pluck  Aufidius  down  by  th'  Hair: 
(As  Children  from  a  Bear)  the/^^/^fhunninghim  : 
Mtthinks  I  fee  him  ftamp  thus   and  call  thus— — • 
Come  on,  ye  Cowards,  ye  were  got  in  fear 
Th  ugh  you  were  born  in  Rome;  his  bloody  Brow, 

With  his  mail'd  Hand,  then  wiping,  forth  he  goes 
Like  to  a  Harveft-Man,  that's  task'd  to  mow, 
Or  all,  or  lofe  his  hire. 

Vir.  His  bloody  Brow!  Qhjupitery  no  Blood. 
Vol.  Away,  you  Fool;  it  more  becomes  a  Man 

Than  gilt  his  Trophy.     The  Breaft  of  Hecuba, 

When  fhe  did  fuckle  Hetlor,  look'd  not  lovelier 
Than  Hettor's  Forehead,  when  it  fpit  forth  Blood 
At  Grecian  Swords  contending;  tell  Valeria 
We  are  fit  to  bid  her  Welcome.  [Exit  Gent. 

Vir.  Heavens  blefs  my  Lord  from  fell  Aufidms. 

Vol.  He'll  beat  Aufidim's  Head  below  his  Knee, 
And  tread  upon  his  Neck. 

Enter  Valeria  with  anZffier,  and  a  Gentlewoman* 
Val.  My  Ladies  both,  good  Day  to  you. 
Vol.  Sweet  Madam   

Vtr.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Ladifhip"  ■   - 
Val.  How  do  you  both  ?  You  are  manifeft  Houfe-keep- 

ers.  What  are  you  fewing  here  ?  A  fine  fpot  in  good  faith. 
How  does  your  little  Son  f 

Vtr.  I  thank  yourLadifhip:   Well,  good  Madam. 
Vol.  He  had  rather  fee  the  Swords,  and  hear  a  Drum,  than 

look  upon  his  School-mafter. 

VaL  Amy  Word,  the  Father's  Son  :  I'll  fwear  'tis  a  very 
pretty  Boy.  A  my  troth  I  look'd  on  him  a  Wednefday  half 
an  hour  together —  h'as  fuch  a  confin'd  Countenance.  I  faw 
him  run  after  a  gilded  Butterfly,  and  when  he  caught  it,  he 
let  it  go  again,  and  after  it  again,  and  over  and  over  he 
comes,  and  up  again,  and  caught  it  again  ;  or  whether  his 

fall  enrag'd  him,  or  how  'twas,  he  did  fo  fet  his  Teeth 
and  did  tear  it.     Oh,  I  warrant  how  he  mammockt  it. 

I  Vol.  One  o's  Father's  Moo
ds. 

Val.  Indeed  la,  'tis  a  Noble  Child.' 
Vir.  A  Crack,  Madam. 

VaL  Come,  lay  afide  your  ftitchery,  I  muft  h*ve  you 
play  the  idle  Hufwifc  with  m?  this  Afternoon,  Vir* 
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Vtr.  No,  good  Madam, 
I  will  not  out  of  Doors. 

Val.  Not  out  of  Doors? 

Vol.  She  (hall,  Ihe  (hall. 

F/r.  Indeed  no,  by  your  patience,  HI  not  over  the  Thref; 

hold,  'till  my  Lord  return  from  the  Wars. 

Val.  Fie,  you  confine  your  felf  moft  unreafonably : 

Come,  you  muft  go  vifit  the  good  Lady  that  lyes  in. 

Vtr.  I  will  wi(h  her  fpeedy  Strength,  and  vifit  her  with 

my  Prayers,  but  I  cannot  go  thither; 
Vol.  Why,  I  pray  you? 
Vtr.  Tis  not  to  fave  Labour,  nor  that  I  want  Love. 

Val.  You  would  be  another  Penelope ;  yet  they  fay,  all 

the  Yarn  (he  fpun  in  Vlyjfeis  abfence,  did  but  fill  Ithaca  full 

of  Moths.  Come,  I  would  your  Cambrick  were  fenfibleas 

your  Finger,  that  you  might  leave  pricking  it  for  pity.  Come* 
you  (hall  go  with  us.  m 

Vtr.  No,  good  Madam,  pardon  me,   indeed  I  will  not 

Val.  In  truth  la,  go  with  me,  and  Ml  tell  you  excellent 

News  of  your  Husband. 

Vtr.  Oh,  good  Madam,  there  can  be  none  yet* 

Val.  Verily  I  do  notjeft  with  you;  there  came  News  from 
him  laft  Night. 

Vr.  Indeed  Madam   

Val.  In  earned  it's  true,  I  heard  a  Senator  fpeak  it. 

Thus  it  is— the  Volfiies  have  an  Army  forth,  againft  whom 

Cominius  the  General  is  gone,  with  one  part  of  our  Roman 

Power.  Your  Lord,  and  Titus  Lartim  are  fet  down  be
rore 

their  City  Coriolus,  they  nothing  doubt  prevailing,  and  
to 

make  it  brief  Wars.  This  is  true,  on  my  Honour,  and  fo, 

I  pray,  go  with  us. 

Vtr.  Give  me  excufe,  good  Madam,  I  will  obey  you  m 

every  thing  hereafter. 
Vol.  Let  her  alone,  Lady,  as  (he  is  now, 

She  will  but  difeafe  our  better  Mirth. 

Val.  In  troth,  I  think  (he  would : 

Fare  you  well  then.     Come,  good  fweet  Lady. 

Prithee,  Virgilia,  turn  thy  folemnefs  out  a  Door* 

t  And  go.  along,  with  us.  ^ 
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Virg.  No  : 
At  a  word,  Madam ;  indeed  I  muft  not, 
I  wifti  you  Mirth. 

Val.  Well,  then  Farewel.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV.     The  Walls  of  Conohs. 

Enter  Marcius,  Titus  Lartius,  with  Drum  and  Colours,  with 
Captains  and  Soldiers  ;  To  them  a  Meffenger. 

Mar.  Yonder  comes  News : 

A  Wager  they  have  met. 
Lart.  My  Horfe  to  yours,  no. 
Mar.  'tis  done. 
Lart.  Agreed. 
Mar.  Say,  Has  our  General  met  the  Enemy  ? 
Mef.  They  lye  in  view;  but  have  not  fpoke  as  yet. 
Lart.  So,  the  good  Horfe  is  mine. 

Mart.  I'll  buy  him  of  you. 
Lart.  No,  I'll  not  fell,  nor  give  him  :  Lend  him  you,  I  will* 

For  half  an  hundred  Years :  Summon  the  Town. 
Mar.  How  far  off  lye  thefe  Armies  ? 
Mef.  Within  a  mile  and  half. 
Mar.  Then  (hall  we  hear  their  Larum,  and  they  Ours. 

Now  Marty  I  prithee  make  us  quick  in  work; 
That  wt  with  fmoakmg  Swords  may  march  from  hence, 
To  he.p  our  fielded  Friends.     Come,  blow  the  blafr. 
They  lound  a  Parley.  Enter  two  Senators  with  others  on  theWalk. 
Tullui  AufAtus  is  he  within  your  walls? 

1  Sena:.  No,  nor  a  Man  that  fears  you  lefs  than  he, 

That's  leiTer  than  a  little :  [Drum  afar  off. Hask,  our  Drums 

Are  bringing  forth  our  Youth  :   We'll  break  our  Walls 
Rather  than  they  fhall  pound  us  up  ;  our  Gates, 

Which  yet  feem  fhut,  we  have  butpinn'd  with  Rufhes, 
They'll  open  of  themfelves.     Hark  you  far  off. [Alarum  far  off. 

There  is  Aufidius.     Lift,  what  work  he  makes 
Amongft  your  cloven  Army. 

Mar.  Oh,  they  are  at  it. 
Lart.  Their  noife  be  our  inftru&ion.  Ladders,  ho. 

Enter 
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Enter  the  Volfcies. 

Mar.  They  fear  us  not,  but  iflue  forth  their  City^ 
Now  put  your  Shields  before  your  Hearts,  and  fight 
With  Hearts  more  proof  than  Shields. 
Advance,  brave  Titus, 

They  do  difdain  us  much  beyond  our  Thoughts* 
Which  makes  me  fweat  with  Wrath.  Come  on,  my  Fellows; 

He  that  retires>  I'll  take  him  for  a  Fblfcie, 
And  he  (hall  feel  mine  Edge. 

Alarum;  the  Romans  are  beat  bachjo  their  Trenches. 
Enter  Martius. 

Mar,  All  the  contagion  of  the  South,  light  on  you, 
You  fhames  of  Rome  ;  you  Herd  of  Biles  and  Plagues, 

Plaifter  you  o'er,  that  you  may  be  abhorr'd 
Farther  than  feen,  and  one  infect  another 
Againft  the  Wind  a  Mile :  You  Souls  of  Geefe, 
That  bear  the  fhapes  of  Men,  how  have  you  run 
From  Slaves,  that  Apes  would  beat?  Pluto  and  Hell ! 
All  hurt  behind,  Backs  red,  and  Faces  pale 
With  flight  and  agued  fear  ?  mend,and  charge  home, 

Or  by  the  Fires  of  Heaven,  I'll  leave  the  Foe, 
And  make  my  Wars  on  you :  Look  to't,  come  on ; 
If  you'll  ftand  faft,  we'll  beat  them  to  their  Wives, 
As  they  us  to  our  Trenches  followed. 

Another  Alarum,  and.  Martius  follows  them  to 
the  Gates,  and  is  flout  in. 

So,  now  the  Gates  are  ope :  Now  prove  good  Seconds. 

'Tis  for  the  Followers,  Fortune  widens  them, 
Not  for  the  Fliers:  Mark  me,  and  do  the  like. 

[He  Enters  the  Gates: 

i  SoL  Fool-hardinefs,  not  I. 
2  SoL  Nor  I. 

i  SoL  See,  they  have  (hut  him  in.         [Alarum  continues: 

AIL  To  th'pot,  I  warrant  him. Enter  Titus  Lartius. 
Lart.  What  is  become  of  Martius  I 
All.  Slain,  Sir,   doubtlefs. 
i  SoL  Following  the  fliers  at  the  very  Heels, 

With  them  he  enters;  who  upon  the  fudden 
Clapt  to  their  ©ates :  He  is  himfelf  alone, 
To  anfwer  all  the  City, 

Lart. 

I 
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Lart.  Oh  noble  Fellow  ! 

Who  fenfibly  out-darts  his  fcnfelefs  Sword, 

And  when  it  bows,  ftands  up  :  Thou  art  left,  Martins   

A  Orbuncleintire,  as  big  as  thou  art, 

Were  not  Co  rich  a  Jewel.     Thou  waft  a  Soldier 
Even  to  Cuhm  wifh,  not  fierce  and  terrible 

Only  in  flroaks,  but  with  thy  grim  looks,  and 
The  Thunder-like  percuffion  of  the  Sounds, 

Thou  mad'ft  thine  Enemies  fhake,  as  if  the  World 
Were  feverous,  and  did  tremble. 

Enter  Marti  us  bleeding,  ajjliultcdby  the  Enemy. 
1   Sol.  Look,  Sir, 

Lart.  O,  'tis  Mar  tins. 
Let's  fetch  him  off,  or  rmke  remain  alike, 

[They  fight,  and  all  enter  the  Cityl 
Enter  certain  Romans  with  Spoils. 

1  Rom.  This  will  I  carry  to  Rome. 
2  Rom.  And  I  this. 

$   Rom.  A  Murrain  on'r,  I  took  this  for  Silver.     [Exeunt.* 
[Alarnm  continues  fiill  afar  off\ 

Enter  Martius  and  Titus  Lartius,  with  a  Trumpet. 
Mar.  See  here  thefe  Movers,  that  do  prize  their  Hours 

At  a  crack'd  Drachm  :  Cuih ions, leaden  Spoons, 
Irons  of  a  Doit,  Doublets  that  Hangmen  would 
Bury  with  thofe  that  wore  them,  thefe  bafe  Slaves, 

E'er  yet  the  Fight  be  done,pack  up;  down  with  them. 
And  hark,  what  noife  the  General  makes!    To  him, 

There  is  the  Man  of  my  Soul's  hate,  Aufidius, 
Piercing  our  Romans :  Then  Valiant  Titus  take 
Convenient  Numbers  to  make  good  the  City, 
Whilft  I,  with  thofe  that  have  the  Spirit,  will  hafte 
To  help  Comimus. 

Lart.  Worthy  Sir,  thou  bleed'ft  ; 
Thy  Exercife  hath  been  too  violent, 
For  a  fecond  Courfe  of  Fight. 

Mar.  Sir,  praife  me  not : 

My  Work  hath  yet  not  warm'd  me.     Fare  you  well: 
The  Blood  I  drop,  is  rather  Physical 
Than  dangerous  to  me.       To  Aufidius>  thus  I  will  appear 

Lart.  Now  the  fair  Goddefs  Fortune,  ('and  fight. 
Fall  deep  in  Love  with  thee,and  her  great  Charms 

Vol.  IV.  Cc  Mif- 
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Mifguide  thy  Oppofcrs  Swords :  bold  Gentleman ! 
Profperity  be  thy  Page. 

Mar.  Thy  Friend  no  lefs, 
Than  thofe  (he  placeth  higheft :  So  farewel. 

Lart.  Thou  worthiefl;  Martins, 

Go  found  thy  Trumpet  in  the  Market-place, 
Call  thither  all  the  Officers  o'th*  Town, 
Where  they  fhall  know  our  Mind.     Away.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cominius  Retreating,  with  Soldiers. 
Com.  Breath  you,  my  Friends,  well  fought,we  are  come 

Like  Romans,  neither  foolifh  in  our  Stands  (off 
Nor  cowardly  in  Retire:  Believe  me,  Sirs, 

We  fhall  be  charg'd  again.     Whiles  we  have  (truck, 
By  interims  and  conveying  gufts,  we  have  heard 
The  Charges  of  our  Friends.     The  Roman  Gods 
Lead  their  Succeffes,  as  we  wifh  our  own, 

That  both  our  Powers,  with  (railing  Fronts  encountring, 
May  give  you  thankful  Sacrifice.     Thy  News  ? 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  The  Citizens  of  Coriolus  have  ifTued, 

And  given  to  Lartius  and  to  Martins  Battel. 
I  faw  our  Party  to  their  Trenches  driven, 
And  then  I  came  away. 

Com.  Tho'  thou  (peaked  Truth, 
Merhinks  thou  fpeak'ft  not  well.  How  long  is't  fince  ? 

Mef.  Above  anH©ur,  my  Lord 

Com.*T\%  notaMile:  Briefly  we  heard  their  Drums. 
How  could'ft  thou  in  a  Mile  confound  an  Hour, 
And  bring  the  News  fo  late  ? 

Mef.  Spies  of  the  Polfcies 

Held  me  in  chafe,  that  I  was  fore'd  to  wheel 
Three  or  four  Miles  about,  d(c  had  I,  Sir, 
Half  an  Hour  fince   brought  my  Report. 

Enter  Martius. 

Com.  Who's  yonder, 
That  does  appear  as  he  were  Flea'd  ?    O  Gods, 
He  has  the  (lamp  of  Martius,  and  I  have 
Before  time  feen  him  thus. 

Mar.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com.  The  Shepherd  knows  not  Thunder  from  a  Taber, 

I^Ipre  than  I  know  the  Sound  of  Martius 's  Tongue From 
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From  every  meaner  Man. 
Mar.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com.  Ay,  if  you  come  not  in  the  Blood  of  others, 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

Mar.  Oh  !  let  me  clip  ye 

In  Arms  as  found,  as  when  I  woo'd  in  Heart; 
As  merry,  as  when  our  Nuptial  Day  was  done, 
And  Tapers  burnt  to  Bedward. 

Com.  Flower  of  Warriors,  how  is't  with  Titm  Lam us  f Mar.  As  with  a  Man  bulled  about  Decrees; 

Condemning  fome  to  Death,  and  foine  to  Exile, 

Ranfominghim,  or  pitying,  threatningth*  other; Holding  Coriolus  in  the  name  of  Rome, 
Even  like  a  fawning  Grey-hound  in  the  Leaf?  , 
To  let  him  Hip  at  will. 

Com.  Where  is  that  Slave 

Which  told  me  they  had  beat  you  to  your  Trenches? 
Where  is  he?  Call  him  hither. 

Mar.  Let  him  alone, 
He  did  inform  the  truth :  But  for  our  Gentlemen^ 

The  common  file,  (a  Plague!  Tribunes  for  them!,) 

The  Moufe  ne'er  Ihunn'dthe  Cat,  as  they  did  budge 
From  Rafcals  worfe  than  they. 

Com.  But  how  prevail'd  you? 
Mar.  Will  the  time  ferve  to  tell?  I  do  not  think — *4 

Where  is  the  Enemy  ?  Are  you  Lords  o'th'  Field? 
If  not,  why  ceafe  you  till  you  are  fo  ? 

Com.  Martins,  we  have  at  difad vantage  fought,1 
And  did  retire  to  win  our  purpofe. 

Mar.  How  lies  their  Battel?  Know  you  on  what  fide  they 

have  plac'd  their  Men  of  truft. 
Com.  As  I  guefs,  Martins,  \ 

Their  Bands  i'th5  Vaward  are  the  Ancients 

Of  their  beft  truft :  O'er  them  Anfidiusy 
Their  very  heart  of  Hope. 

Mar.  I  do  befeech  you, 
By  all  the  Battels  wherein  we  have  fought, 

By  th'  Blood  we  have  fhed  together, 
By  th*  Vows  we  have  made 
To  endure  Friends,  that  you  dire&Iy  fet  me 
Againft  Aufidins,  and  his  Antiats  ; 
And  that  you  not  delay  the  prefent,  but 

Cta  Filling 
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Filling  the  Air  with  Swords  advanc'd,   and  Darts, 
We  prove  this  very  hour.   

Com.  Though  I  could  wifh 
You  were  conducted  to  a  gentle  Bath, 
And  Balms  applied  to  you,  yet  dfcre  I  never 
Deny  your  asking ;  take  your  choice  of  thofe 
That  beft  can  aid  your  Action. 

Mar.  Thofe  are  they 

That  moft  are  willing;  if  any  fuch*  be  here, 
f  As  it  were  fin  to  doubt)  that  love  this  Painting 

Wherein  you  fee  me  fmear'd;  if  any  fear 
Lefs  for  his  Perfon,  than  an  ill  Report : 
If  any  think,  brave  Death  out-weighs  bad  Life, 

And  that  his  Country's  dearer  than  himfelf, 
Let  him  alone,  (or,  io  many  fo  minded) 
Wave  thus  to  exprefs  his  difpofition, 
And  follow  Martius. 

They  all  Shorn  and  wave  their  Swords^  take  him  up  in  their 
Arms,  and  cafl  up  their  Caps. 

Oh !  me  alone,  make  vou  a  Sword  of  me  : 
If  thefe  fhewsbe  not  outward,  which  of  you 
But  is  four  Volfcies  ?  None  of  you,  but  is 
Able  to  bear  againft  the  great  Aufidius> 
A  Shield  as  hard  as  his.  A  certain  number, 

(Tho3  thanks  to  all)  muft  I  felecl:  from  all: 
The  reft  fhall  bear  the  bufinefs  in  fome  other  Fight 

As  caufe  will  be  obey'd:  Pkafe  you  to  March, 
And  four  fhall  quickly  draw  out  my  Command, 
Which  Men  are  beft  wclin'd. 

Com.  March  on  my  Fellows : 
Make  good  this  oftentation,  and  you  mail 
Divide  in  all,  with  us.  \_Exeunt. 
Titus    Lartius    having  fet  a  Guard  upon   Coriolus ,  going 

with   Drum  and  Trumpet  toward  Cominius,   and  Caius 
Martius,   Enters  with  a  Lieutenant*    other  Soldier  sy  and  * 
Scout. 

Lart.  So,  let  the  Ports  be  guarded ;  keep  your  Duties 
As  I  have  fet  them  down.     If  I  do  fend,  difpatch 
Thofe  Centuries  to  our  aid,  the  reft  will  ferve 
For  a  fliort  holding  ;  if  we  lofe  the  Field, 
We  cannot  keep  the  Town. 

Lieu. 
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Lieu*  Fear  not  our  Care,  Sir. 

Lart.  Hence,  and  (hut  your  Gates  upon's: 
Our  Guider  come,  to  th*  Roman  Camp  conduct  us.    [Exit. 

[Alarum  as  in  Battel. 
Enter  Martius  and  Aufidius,  at  fever al  Doors. 

Mar.  I'll   fight  with  none  but  thee,  for  I  do  hate  thee 
Worfe  than  a  Promife-breaker. 

Auf.  We  hate  alike : 
Not  Africk,  owns  a  Serpent  I  abhor 
More  than  thy  Fame  and  Envy  ;  Fix  thy  Foot. 

Mar.  Let  the  firft  Budger  die  the  other's  Slave* And  the  Gods  doom  him  after. 

Auf.  If  I  fly,  Martius,  hollow  me  like  a  Hare. 
Mar.  Within  thefe  three  Hours,  Tullus, 

Alone  I  fought  in  your  Coriolus  Walls, 

And  made  what  work  I  pleas'd :  'Tis  not  my  Blood, 
Wherein  thou  fee'ft  me  mask'djfor  thy  Revenge 
Wrench  up  thy  power  to  th'  higheft. 

Anf.  Wert  thou  the  Hettory 

That  was  the  Whip  of  your  bragg'd  Progeny, 
Thou  mould'/!,  not  'fcape  me  here. 

[Here  they  fight,  and  certain  Volfcies    come     to  the  aid  of 

Aufid.   Martins  fights  'till  they  be  driven  in  breathlefs. 
Officious  and  not  Valiant!   you  have  (ham'd  me 
In  your  condemned  Seconds* 

Flouri/Jj.  Alarum.  A  Retreat  is  founded.  Enter  at  one 
Door  Cominius,  'with  the  Romans  .*  At  another  Door 
Martius,  with  his  Arm  in  a  Scarf. 

Com.  If  I  fhould  tell  thee  o'er,this  thy^  day's  work, 
Thou'lt  not  believe  thy  Deeds :  But  I'll  report  it, 
Where  Senators  mall  mingle  Tears  with  Smiles; 
Where  great  Patricians  Ihall  attend,  and  ihrug; 

I'th'  end  admire  ;    where  Ladies  Ihall  be  frighted, 
And  gladly  quak'd,  hear  more;  where  the  dull  Tribunes, 
That  with  the  fufty  Plebeians,  hate  thine  Honours, 
Shall  fay  againft  their  Hearts,  we  thank  the  Gods 
Our  Rome  hath  fuch  a  Soldier. 

Yet  cam'ftthou  to  a  Morfel  of  this  Feaft, 
Having  fully  Din'd  before. 

C  c  i  Enter 
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Enter  Titus  Lartius  -with  his  Footer,  from  the  Furfuit. 
Lart*  O  General, 

Here  is  the  Steed,  we  the  Caparifon  : 
Had  ft  thou  beheld   

Mar.  Pray  now,  no  more : 
My  Mother,  who  has  a  Charter  to  extol  her  Blood, 
When  ihe  does  praife  me,  grieves  me : 

I  have  done  as  you  have  done,  that's  what  I  can, 
Induc'd  as  you  have  been,  that's  for  my  Country : 
He  that  has  but  effected  his  good  Will, 

Hath  overta'en  mine  Ac"t. 
Com.  You  mall  not  be  the  Grave  of  your  deferving, 

Rome  muftknow  the  value  of  her  own  : 

"Twere  a  Concealment  worfe  than  a  Thefr, 
No  lefs  than  a  Traducement, 
To  hide  your  doings,  and  to  filence  that, 

Which  to  the  fpire  and  top  of  Praifes  vouch'd, 
Would  feem  but  modeft  :  Therefore,  I  befeech  you, 
In  fign  of  what  you  are,  not  to  reward 
What  you  have  done,  before  our  Army  hear  me. 

Mar.   I  have  fome  Wounds  upon  me,  and  they  fnurt 
To  hear  themfelves  remembred. 

Com.  Should  they  not, 

Well  might  they  fefter  'gainft  Ingratitude, 
And  tent  themfelves  with  Death:  Of  all  the  Horfes, 

Whereof  we  have  ta'en  good,  and  good  (lore,  Of  all 
The  Treafure  in  the  Field  atchiev'd,  and  City, 
We  render  you  the  tenth,  to  be  ta'en  forth, Before  the  common  diftribution, 

At  your  only  choice. 
Mar.  I  thank  you,  General : 

But  cannot  make  my  Heart  confent  to  take 
A  Bribe,  to  pay  my  Sword  :  I  do  refufe  it, 
And  (land  upon  my  common  part  with  thofe, 
That  have  beheld  the  doing. 

Along   Flourifo.     They   all  cry,  Marti  us  I  Martius !  cafl  up 
their    Caps   and    Launces  :  Cominius  and  Liartius  ftand bart. 

Mar.  May  thefe  fame  Inftruments,  which  you  prophane, 
Never  found  more:  When  Drums  and  Trumpets  mall 

Fth'  Field  prove  Flatterers,  let  Courts  and  Cities  be 
Made  all  of  falfe-fac'd  foothing : 

When 
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Let  him  be  made  an  Overture  for  th'  Wars : 

No  more,  I  fay,  for  that  I  have  not  wafh'd 

My  Nofe  that  bled,  or  foii'd  fome  debile  Wretch. 
Which  without  note,  here's  many  dk  have  dorae, 
You  (hout  me  forth  in  Acclamations  hyperbolical, 

As  if  I  lov'd  my  little  mould  be  dieted 
In  Praifes,  fauc'd  with  Lies. 

Com.  Too  modeft  are  you : 
More  cruel  to  your  good  Report,  than  grateful 
To  us,  that  give  you  truly  :  By  your  Patience, 

If  againft  your  felf  you  be  incens'd,  we'll  put  you 
{'Like  one  that  means  his  proper  harm)  in  Manacles, 
Then  Reafon  fafely  with  you :  Therefore  be  it  known, 
As  to  us,  to  all  the  World,  that  Cains  Martins 

Wears  this  War's  Garland:  In  token  of  the  which, 
My  noble  Steed,  known  to  the  Camp,  I  give  to  him, 
With  all  his  trim  belonging,  and  from  this  time, 
For  what  he  did  before  Coriolus,  call  him, 

With  all  th'  applaufe  and  clamour  of  the  Hoft, 
Cains  Martins  Coriolanus.  Bear  th'  addition  Nobly  ever* 

Flour  ifli.     Trumpets  founds  and  Drums » 
Omnes,  Cains  Alar  tins  Coriolanus! 

Mar.  I  will  go  warn  : 
And  when  my  Face  is  fair,  you  (hall  perceive 
Whether  I  blufli,  or  no.  Howbeit,  I  thank  you. 
I  mean  to  ftride  your  Steed,  and  at  all  times 
To  under-creft  your  good  Addition, 

To  th*  fairnefs  of  my  Power. 
Com.  So,  to  our  Tent :  \ 

Where,  e'er  we  do  rcpofe  us,  we  will  write 
To  Rome  of  our  Succefs  :  You  Titus  Lartins 
Mull:  to  Coriolus  back ;  fend  us  to  Rome 
The  bed:,  with  whom  we  may  articulate, 
For  their  own  good,  and  ours. 

Lart.  I  (hall,  my  Lord. 
Mar.  The  Gods  begin  to  mock  me; 

I  that  but  now  refus'd  moft  Princely  Gifts, 
Am  bound  to  beg  of  my  Lord  General. 

C  C  4  Cdm. 
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Com.  Take't,  'tis  yours ;  What  is't  ? 
Mar.  I  fometime  Jay  here  in  Corolius, 

At  a  poor  Man's  Houfe  :  He  us'd  me  kindly. 
He  cry'd  to  me :  I  faw  him  Pr ifoner : 
But  then  Anfidius  was  in  my  view* 

And  Wrath  o'er-whelm'd  my  Pity :   I  requeft  you To  give  my  poor  Hoft  freedom. 

Com.  O  well  begg'd  : 
Were  he  the  Butcher  of  my  Son,  he  mould 
Be  free  as  is  the  Wind  :  Deliver  him,  Titus. 

Lart.  Martins,  his  Name. 

Mar.  By  Jufiter,  forgot : 

I  am  weary  ;  yea,  my  Memr'y  is  tir'd : Have  we  no  Wine  here  \ 
Com.  Go  we  to  our  Tent: 

The  Blood  upon  your  Vifage  dries ;  'tis  time 
It  mould  be  look'd  to :  Come.  \_Exennt. 
A  Flourijh.  Cornets.     Enter  Tullus  Aufidius  bloody,  with 

two  or  three  Soldiers, 

Auf.  The  Town  is  ta'en. 
Sol.  'Twill  be  delivex'd  back  on  good  Condition. 
Auf.  Condition  ! 

I  would  I  were  a  Roman,  for  I  cannot, 
Being  a  Volfcie,  be,  that  I  am.     Condition  ? 
What  good  Condition  can  a  Treaty  find 

I'th*  part  that  is  at  Mercy  ?  Five  times,  Martins, 
I  have  fought  with  thee;  fo  often  haft  thou  beat  me: 

And  would'ft  do  fo,  I  think,  fhould  we  encounter 
As  often  as  we  Eat.     By  the  Elements, 

If  e'er  again  I  meet  him  Beard  to  Beard, 
He's  mine,  or  I  am  his:  Mine  Emulation 
Hath  not  that  Honour  in't  it  had  :  For  where 
I  thought  to  crufh  him  in  an  equal  Force, 

True  Sword  to  Sword ;  I'll  potch  at  him  fome  way, 
Or  Wrath,  or  Craft  may  get  him. 

Sol.  He's  the  Devil. 

Auf.  Bolder,  tho'^  not  fo  fubtle :  My  Valour's  poifon'd, 
With  only  fufFering  Stain  by  him :  For  him 
Shall  flie  out  of  it  felf;  nor  Sleep,  nor  Sanduary, 
Being  Naked,  Sick,    nor  Fane,  nor  Capitol, 
The  Prayers  of  Priefts,  nor  time  of  Sacrifice  : 

Embark* 
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Embarkments  all  of  fury,  (hall  lift  up 

Their  rotten  Privilege,  and  Cuftom  'gainfl: 
My  hate  to  Martins.     Where  I  find  him,  were  it 

At*  home,  upon  my  Brother's  Guard,  even  there 
Againft  the  Hofpitable  Canon,  would  I 

Warn  my  fierce  Hand  in's  Heart.  Go  you  to  the  City, 
Learn  how  'tis  held,  and  what  they  are  that  muft 
Be  Hoftages  for  Rome. 

Sol.  Will  not  you  go  ? 
Auf.  I  am  attended  at  the  Cyprefs  Grove.     I  pray  you 

(Tis  South  the  City  Mill,)  bring  me  word  thither 
How  the  World  goes,  that  to  the  pace  of  it 
I  may  fpur  on  my  Journey. 

SoL  I  (hall,  Sir.  \Exennt. 

ACT    II.     SCENE    L 

SCENE  Rome. 

Enter  Menenius  with  Sicinius. 

Jldefo^T^HE  Augurer  tells  me,  we  (hall  have  News  to 
1     Night. 

Bru*  Good  or  bad  ? 

Men.  Not  according  to  the  Prayer  of  the  People,  for  they 
love  not  Martitts. 

Sic.  Nature  teaches  Beafts  to  know  their  Friends. 

Men.  Pray  you,  who  does  the  Wolf  love? 
Stc.  The  Lamb. 

Men.  Ay,  to  devour  him,  as  the  hungry  Plebeians  would 
the  noble  Martins. 

Bru.  He's  a  Lamb  indeed,  that  baes  like  a  Bear. 
Men.  He's  a  Bear  indeed,  that  lives  like  a  Lamb. 

You  two  are  old  Men,  tell  me  one  thing  that  I  (hall  ask 

you. Both.  Well,  Sir. 

Men.  In  what  Enormity  is  Martins  poor  in,  that  you  two 
have  not  in  abundance  I 

Brn.  He's  poor  in  no  one  Fault,  but  ftoy'd  with  all. 
Sic.  Efpecially  Pride. 

Bm 
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Brtt.  And  topping  all  others  in  boaft. 
Men.  This  is  ftrange  now !  Do  you  two  know  how  you 

are  cenfured  here  in  the  City,  I  mean  of  us  o'th'  right  hand 
File,  do  you  ? 

Bru.  Why- — how  are  we  cenfur'd? 
Men.  Becaufe  you  talk  of  Pride  now,  will  you  not  be 

angry  ? 
Both.  Well,  well,  Sir,  well. 

Men.  Why,  'tis  no  great  matter;  for  a  very  little  Thief 
of  Occafion  will  rob  you  of  a  great  deal  of  Patience :   
Give  your  Difpofitions  the  Reins,  and  be  angry  at  your 
pleafures,  (at  the  leaftj  if  you  take  it  as  a  pleafure  to  you,  in 
being  fo   —you  blame  Martins  for  being  proud. 

Brit.  We  do  it  not  alone,  Sir. 

Men.  I  know  you  can  do  very  little  alone,  for  your  helps 
are  many,  or  elfe  your  Actions  would  grow  wondrous  fingle; 
your  Abilities  are  too  Infant-like,   for  doing  much  alone. 
You  talk  of  Pride   Oh,  that  you  could  turn  your  Eyes 
towards  the  Napes  of  your  Necks,  and  make  but  an  interior 
furvey  of  your  good  felves.     Oh  that  you  could  ! 

Bru.  What  then,  Sir? 

Men.  Why  then  you  mould  difcover  a  brace  Jof  as  un- 
meriting,  proud,  violent,  tefty  Magiftrates,  alias  Fools,  as 
any  in  Rome. 

Sic.  MeneniuSy  you  are  known  well  enough  too. 
Men.  I  am  known  to  be  a  humorous  Patrician,  and  one 

that  loves  a  Cup  of  hot  Wine  with  not  a  drop  of  allaying 

Tiber  in't  :  Said  to  be  fomething  imperfect  in  favouring  the 
firft  Complaint,  hafty  and  Tinder-like,  upon  to  trivial  Mo- 

tion :  One  that  converfes  more  with  the  Buttock  of  the 

Night,  than  with  theForehead  of  the  Morning.  What  I 
think  I  utter,  and  fpend  my  Malice  in  my  Breath.  Meet- 
ting  two  fuch  Weals-men  as  you  are  ( I  cannot  call  you  Ly- 
cnrgtiffes)  if  the  Drink  you  give  me  touch  my  Palate  adver- 
fiy,  I  make  a  crooked  Face  at  it.  I  can  fay,  your  Worfhips 
have  deliver'd  the  Matter  well,  when  I  find  the  Afs  in  com- 

pound with  the  Major  part  of  your  Syllables.  And  tho'  I 
muft  be  content  to  bear  with  thofe  that  fay  you  are  Reve- 

rend Grave,  yet  they  lye  deadly  that  tell  you  have  good 
Faces;  if  you  fee  this  in  the  Map  of  my  Microcofm,  fol- 

lows it  that  I  am  known  well  enough  too  ?  What  harm  can 

your 
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your  Befom  Confpe&uitics  glean  out  of  this  Chara&er,  if  I 
be  known  well  enough  too  ? 

Bru.  Come,  Sir,  come,  we  know  you  well  enough. 
Men.  You  know  neither  me,  your  felves,  nor  any  thing; 

you  are  ambitious  for  poor  Knaves  Caps  and  Legs:  You 

wear  out  a  good  wholfom  Forenoon,  in  hearing  a  Caufe  be- 
tween an  Orange-wife  and  a  Faufet-feller,  and  then  re- 

journ the  Controverfie  of   Three  Pence  to  a  fecond  Day 
of  Audience.   When  you  are  hearing  a  Matter  between 

a  Party  and  Party,  if  you  chance  to  be  pinch'd  with  the 
Cholick,  you  make  Faces  like  Mummers,  fet  up  the  bloody 

Flag  againft  all  Patience   and  in  roaring  for  a  Chamber- 
pot, difmils  the  Controverfie  Bleeding,  the  more  intang- 

led  by  your  hearing  :  All  the  Peace  you  make  in  their 
Caufc,  is  calling  both  the  Patties  Knaves.  You  are  a  pair 

of  ftrange  Ones. 
Brtt.  Come,  come,  you  are  well  underftood  to  be  a  per- 

fe&er  Gyber  for  the  Table,  than  a  necefTary  Bencher  in  the 

Capitol. 
Men.  Our  very  Priefts  muft  become  Mockers,  if  they 

fhall  encounter  fuch  ridiculous  Subje&s  as  you  are;  when 

you  fpeak  befl  unto  the  Purpofe,  it  is  not  worth  the  wag- 
ging of  your  Beards,  and  your  Beards  deferve  not  fo  ho- 

nourable a  Grave,  as  to  fturT  a  Botcher's  Cufhion,  or  to 
be  intomb'd  in  an  AfTes  Pack-faddle.  Yet  you  muft  be  fay- 

ing, Martins  is  proud  ;  who  in  a  cheap  Eftimation,  is 
worth  all  your  ProdecefTors  fince  Deucalion^  though  perad- 

venture  fome  of  the  beft  of  'em  were  hereditary  Hangmen. 
Good-e'en  to  your  Worfhips ;  more  of  your  Conversation 
would  infect  my  Brain,  being  the  Herdfmen  of  the  beaflly 
Plebeians,     I  will  be  bold  to  take  my  leave  of  you. 

][Excmt  Brutus  ̂ WSicinius. 
Enter  Volumnia,  Virgilia  and  Valeria. 

How  now  (my  as  fair  as  noble)  Ladies,  and  the  Moon  were 
rhe  Earthly,  no  Nobler;  whither  do  you  follow  your  Eyes 
fo  faft? 

Vol.  Honourable  Meneniusy  my  Boy  Martins  approaches; 

for  the  love  of  Juno  let's  go. 
Men.  Ha !  Martius  coming  home  ? ' 
Vol.  Ay,  worthy  Menemus?  and  with  moft  profpcrous  Ap- 

probation. 
Men9 
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Men.  Take  my  Cap,  Jupiter,  and  I  thank  thee   >— hoo> 
Martius  coming  home  ? 

Both.  Nay,  'tis  true. 
Vol.  Look,  here's  a  Letter  from  him,  the  State  hath  ano- 

ther, his  Wife  another,  and,  I  think,  there's  one  at  home 
for  you. 

Men.  I  will  make  my  very  Houfe  reel  to  Night : 
A  Letter  for  me? 

Fir.  Yes,  certain,  there's  a  Letter  for  you,  I  faw't. 
Men.  A  Letter  for  me?  it  gives  me  an  Eftate  of  feven 

Years  health;  in  which  time  I  will  make  a  Lip  at  thePhy- 
fician:  The  moft  Sovereign  Prefcription  in  Galen  is  but  Em- 
peri&ick,  and  to  this  Preservative,  of  no  better  report  than 
a  Horfe-drench.  Is  he  not  wounded?  he  was  wont  to  come 
home  wounded  ? 

Vtr.  Oh  no,  no,  no. 

Vol.  Oh,  he  is  wounded,  I  thank  the  Gods  for'r. 
Men.  So  do  I  too,  if  he  be  not  too  much;  brings  a  Vi- 

ctory in  his  Pocket?  the  Wounds  become  him. 

Vol.  On's  Brows ;  Menenius,  he  comes  the  third  time 
home  with  the  Oaken  Garland. 

Men.  Has  he  difciplin'd  Aufidius  foundly? 
Vol.  Titus  Lartius  writes,  they  fought  together,  but  Au* 

fidius  got  off. 

Men.  And  'twas  time  for  him  too,  I'll  warrant  him  that; 
and  he  had  ftaid  by  him,  I  would  not  have  been  fo  fiddiou- 

fed  for  all  the  Cheftsin  Coriolus,  and  the  Gold  that's  in  them. 
Is  the  Senate  poffeft  of  this? 

Vol.  Good  Ladies,  let's  go.  Yes,  yes,  yes :  The  Senate 
has  Letters  from  the  General,  wherein  he  gives  my  Son  the 
whole  Name  of  the  War,  he  hath  in  this  Action  out-done 
his  former  Deeds  doubly. 

Val.  In  troth,  there's  wondrous  things  fpokeof  him. 
Men.  Wondrous  I  Ay,  I  warrant  you,   and  not  without 

his  true  Purchafing. 
Vir.  The  Gods  grant  them  true. 
Vol.  True  ?  pow  waw. 

Men.  True  f  I'll  be  fworn  they  are  true,  where  is  he 
wounded,  God  fave  your  good  Worfhips  ?  Martius  is  co- 

ming home;  he  has  more  caufe  to  be  proud  :  Where  is  he 
wounded? 

Vol. 
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Vol.  Pth*  Shoulder,  and  i'th'  left  Arm,  there  will  be 
large  Cicatrices  to  mew  the  People,  when  he  mall  ftand  for 

his  place;  he  receiv'd  in  the  Repulfeof  Tarquin  feven  hurts 
i'ch'  Body. 

Men.  One  i'th'  Neck,  and  two  i'th*  Thigh ;  there's  nine that  I  know. 

Vol.  He  had,  before  his  laft  Expedition,  twenty  five 
Wounds  upon  him. 

Men.  Now  it's  twenty  feven,  every  gafti  was  an  Ene- 
my's Grave.     Hark,  the  Trumpets.    [A  Shout  and  Flourifi. Vol.  Thefe  are  the  U  fliers  of  Martins ; 

Before  him  he  carries  Noife, 
And  behind  him  he  leaves  Tears: 

Death,  that  dark  Spirit,  in's  nervy  Arm  doth  lye, 
Which  being  advafte'd,  declines,  and  then  Men  dye. 
A  Sonnet.  Trumpets  found*  Enter  Cominius  the  General,  and 

Titus  Lartius ;  between  them  Coriolanus,  crowrid  -with  an 
Oaken  Garland,  with  Captains  and  Soldiers,  and  a  Herald. 

Her.  Know,  Rome,  that  all  alone  Martius  did  fight 
Within  Coriolus  Gates,  where  he  hath  won,  , 
With  Fame,  a  Name  to  Caius  Martius. 
Thefe  in  Honour  follows,  Caius  Martius,  Coriolanus. 
Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus. 

\_Sound.  Flourijh. 
AIL  Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus. 

Cor.  No  more  of  this,  it  does  offend  my  Heart ;  pray 
now  no  more. 

Com.  Look,  Sir,  your  Mother. 

Cor.  Oh!  you  have,  I  know,  petitioned  all  the  Gods  for 
my  Profperity.  [Kneels* 

Vol.  Nay,  my  good  Soldier,  up: 
My  gentle  Martius,  worthy  Caius, 

And  by  deed-atchieving  Honour  newly  nam'd. 
What  is  it,  Coriolanus,  mull  I  call  thee  § 
But  oh,  thy  Wife, 

Cor.  My  gracious  filence,  hail  : 

Would'ft  thou  have  laugh'd,  had  I  come  coffin'd  homej 
That  weep'ft  to  fee  me  Triumph  ?  Ah,  my  Dear, Such  Eyes  the  Widows  in  Coriolus  wear* 
And  Mothers  that  lack  Sons, Mm 
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Men.  Now  the  Gods  crown  thee. 

Com.  And  live  you  yet  ?  Oh  my  fwcet  Lady,  pardon. 
Vol.  I  know  not  where  to  turn, 

Qh  welcome  home;  and  welcome  General, 

And  y'are  welcome  all. Men.  A  hundred  thoufand  welcomes : 

I  could  weep,  and  I  could  laugh, 
I  am  light  and  heavy ;  welcome : 

A  Curfe  begin  at  the  very  root  on's  Heart 
That  is  not  glad  to  fee  thee. 
You  are  three  that  Rome  mould  dote  on  : 

Yet  by  the  Faith  of  Men,  we  have 
Some  old  Crab-trees  here  at  home, 
That  will  not  be  grafted  to  your  Relifrw 
Yet  welcome  Warriors ; 
We  call  a  Nettle,  but  a  Nettle, 
And  the  faults  of  Fools,  but  Folly. 

Com.  Ever  right. 
Cor.  Menenius,  ever,  ever. 
Her.  Give  way  there,  and  go  on. 
Cor.  Your  Hand,  and  yours. 

E*er  in  our  own  Houfe  I  do  made  my  Head, 
The  good  Patricians  muft  be  vifited, 

From  whom  I  have  receiv'd  not  only  Greetings, 
But  with  them,  change  of  Honours. 

Vol.  I  have  lived, 
To  fee  inherited  my  very  Willies, 
And  the  Buildings  of  my  Fancy; 

Only  there's  one  thing  wanting, 
Which,  I  doubt  not  but  our  Rome 
Will  caft  upon  thee. 

Cor.  Know,  good  Mother, 
I  had  rather  be  their  Servant  in  my  way, 
Than  fway  with  them  in  theirs. 

Com.  On,  to  the  Capitol,  [Flonrijhl  Cornets. 

\E\cnnt  in  State,  as  before. Enter  Brutus  and  Sicinius. 

Brit.  All  Tongues  fpeak  of  him,  and  the  bleared  fights 
Are  fpe&acled  to  fee  him.     Your  pratling  Nurfe. 
Into  a  Rapture  lets  her  Baby  cry, 
While  (he  chats  him  :  The  Kitchin  Maukin  pins 

Her 
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Her  richeft  Lockram  'bout  her  reechy  Neck, 
CJambring  the  Walls  to  eye  him; 

Stalls,  Bulks,  Windows,  are  fmother'd  up, 
Leads  filPd,  and  Ridges  hors'd 
With  variable  Complexions  ;  all  agreeing 
In  earneftnefs  to  fee  him  t  Seld-fhown  Flamins 

Do  prefs  among  the  popular  Throngs,  and  puff 

To  win  a  vulgar  Station ;  our  veil'd  Dames Commit  the  War  of  White  and  Damask 

In  their  nicely  gawded  Cheeks,  to  th1  wanton  Spoil 
Of  Phoebus  burning  KiiTes;  fuch  a  pother, 
As  if  that,  whatfoever,  God,  who  leads  him, 
Were  (lily  crept  into  his  human  Powers, 
And  gave  him  graceful  pofture. 

Sic,  On  the  fudden,  I  warrant  him  Conful. 

Brpt.  Then  our  Office  may,  during  his  Power,  go  deep. 

Sic.  He  cannot  temp'rately  tranfport  his  Honours, 
From  where  he  fhould  begin  and  end,  but  will 
Lofe  thofe  he  hath  won. 

Bru.  In  that  there's  Comfort. 
Sic.  Doubt  not, 

The  Commoners,  for  whom  we  (land,  but  they 
Upon  their  ancient  Malice,  will  forget, 
With  the  lead  Caufe,  thefe  his  new  Honours; 
Which  that  he  will  give  them,  make  I  as  little  queftion 

As  he  is  proud  to  do'r. Bra.  I  heard  him  fwear 
Were  he  to  (land  for  Conful,  never  would  he 

Appear  i'th'  Market-place,  nor  on  him  put 
The  Naplefs  Vefture  of  humility, 
Nor  (hewing,  as  the  manner  is,  his  Wounds 

To  th5  People,  beg  their  (linking  Breaths. 
Sic.  'Tis  right. Bru.  It  was  his  word : 

Oh  he  would  mifs  it,  rather  than  carry  it, 
But  by  the  fuit  of  the  Gentry  to  him, 
And  the  defire  of  the  Nobles. 

Sic.  I  wifli  no  better,  than  have  him  hold  that  purpofcj and  to  put  it  in  Execution. 
Brn.  'Tis  mod  like  he  wilt 
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Sic.  It  fhall  be  to  him  then,  as  our  good  wills ; 
A  fure  Deftru&ion. 

Bru.  So  it  muft  fall  out 
To  him,  or  our  Authorities,  for  an  end. 
We  mull:  fuggefl:  the  People,  in  what  hatred 

He  ftill  hath  held  them ;  that  to's  Power  he  would 
Have  made  them  Mules,  filenc'd  their  Pleaders, 
And  difproportioned  their  Freedoms ;  holding  them, 
In  human  A&ion  and  Capacity, 
Of  no  more  Soul  nor  fitnefs  for  the  World, 
Than  Camels  in  their  War,  who  have  their  Provand 

Only  for  bearing  Burthens,  and  fore  Blows 
For  finking  under  them. 

Sic.  This,  as  you  fay,  fuggefted, 
At  fome  time,  when  his  foaring  Infolence 
Shall  teach  the  People;  which  time  fhall  not  want, 

If  he  be  put  upon'r,  and  that's  as  eafie, 
As  to  fet  Dogs  on  Sheep;  we'll  be  his  Fire 
To  kindle  their  dry  Stubble;  and  their  Blaze 
Shall  darken  him  for  ever. 

Enter  a  Afejfenger* 

Bru.  What's  the  Matter  f 
Mef.  You  are  fent  for  to  the  Capitol : 

'Tis  thought  that  Martins  fhall  be  Conful: 
I  have  feen  the  dumb  Men  throng  to  fee  him, 
And  the  blind  to  hear  himfpeak;  Matrons  flung  Gloves, 
Ladies  and  Maids  their  Scarfs  and  Handkerchiefs, 

Upon  him,  as  he  pafs'd ;  the  Nobles  bended 
As  to  Jove's  Statue,  and  the  Commons  made 
A  Shower  and  Thunder,  with  their  Caps  and  Shouts : 
I  never  faw  the  like. 

Br ti.  Let's  to  the  Capitol, 
And  carry  with  us  Ears  and  Eyes  for  th'  time, But  Hearts  for  the  Event. 

Sic.  Have  with  you.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  two  Officers,  to  lay  Cujhions,  as  in  the  Capitol. 

i  Off.  Come,  come,  they  are  almoft  here;  how  many  itand 
for  Confulfliips  ? 

zOff.  Three,  they  fay;  but  'tis  thought  of  every  one, 
CoriolanHs  will  carry  it* 

xOf. 
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1.  Of.  That's  a  brave  Fellow,  but  he's  vengeance  proud, 
and  loves  not  the  Common  PeopJe. 

2.  Of.  'Faith,  there  have  been  many  great  Men  that  have 
flatter'd  the  People,  who  ne'er  lov'd  them,  antl  there  be 
many  thatthey  have  loved,  they  know  not  wherefore;  fo  that 
if  they  love  they  know  not  why,  they  hate  upon  no  better 
a  Ground.  Therefore,  for  Coriolanus  neither  to  care  whe- 

ther they  love,  or  hate  him,  maniftfts  the  true  Knowledge  he 
has  in  their  Difpofition,  and  ouz  of  his  noble  Careleffnefs  lets 

them  plainly  fee'r. 
1.  Of.  If  he  did  not  care  whether  he  had  their  love,  or  no, 

he  waved  indifferently,   'twixt  doing  them  neither  Good, 

.'nor  Harm.-  Bit  he  fecks  their  Hate  with  greater  Devotion, 
than  they  can  render  it  him;  and  leaves  nothing  undone,  that 
may  fully  difcover  him  their  Oppofite.  Now  to  feem  to 
affect  the  Malice  and  Difpleafure  of  the  People,  is  as  bad  as 
that  which  he  diflikes,  to  fitter  them  for  their  love. 

2.  Of  He  hath  deferv'd  worthily  of  his  Country:  And 
his  Afcent  is  not  by  fuch  eafie  Degrees  as  thofe,  who  have 
been  fupple  and  courteous  to  the  People,  Bonnetted,  with- 

out any  further  Deed,  to  have  them  at  all  into  their  Efti- 
mation  and  Report:  But  he  hath  fo  planted  his  Honours  in 
their  Eyes,  and  his  Actions  in  their  Hearts,  that  for  their 
Tongues  to  be  filent,  and  not  confefs  fo  much,  were  a 
kind  of  ingrateful  Injury;  to  report  otherwife,  were  a 
Malice,  that  giving  it  felf  the  Lie,  would  pluck  Reproof 

and  Rebuke  from  ev'ry  Ear  that  heard  it. 
i.  Of  No  more  of  him,   he   is  a  worthy  Man:    Make 

way,  they  are  coming. 

A  Sonnet.  Enter  the  Patricians,  and  the  Tribunes  of  thePeo* 
pie,  Litlors  before  them;  Coriolanus,  Menenius,  Comini- 
us  the  Conful:  Sicinius  and  Brutus  take  their  Places  bj 
themfelves. 

Men.  Having  determin'd  of  the  Pblfiies, 
And  to  fend  for  Titus  Lartius;  it  remains, 
As  the  main  Point  of  this  our  after-meeting, 
To  gratifiehis  noble  Service,  that  hath 
Thus  flood  for  his  Country.     Therefore,  pleafe  youi Moft  Reverend  and  Grave  Elders,  to  defire 
The  prefent  Conful,  and  laft  General, 

Vol.  IV.  D  d  In 
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In  our  well-found  SucceiTes,  to  report 

A  little  of  that  worthy  Work  perform'd 
By  Cairn  Martins  Coriolanus;  whom 
We  met  here,  both  to  thank,  and  to  remember 
With  Honours  like  himfelf. 

i  Sen.  Speak,  good  Qominius : 
Leave  nothing  out  for  length,  and  make  us  think 

Rather  our  State's  defe&ive  for  Requital, 
Than  we  to  ftretch  it  out.     Matters  o'  th'  People, 
We  do  requeft  your  kindeft  Ear,  and  after, 
Your  loving  Motion  toward  the  common  Body, 
To  yield  what  pafles  here. 

Sit.  We  are  convented  upon  a  pleafing  Treaty,  and 
have  Hearts  inclinable  to  Honour,  and  advance  the  Theam 
of  our  A  fTembly, 

Bru.  Which  the  rather  we  mall  be  bleft  to  do,  if  he  re- 
member a  kinder  Value  of  the  People,  than  he  hath  hither- 

to priz'd  them  at. 
Men.  That's  off,  that's  off:  I  wou'd  you  rather  had  been 

filent :  Pleafe  you  to  hear  Cominius  fpeak? 
Bru.  Moft  willingly :  But  yet  my  Caution  was  more  per- 

tinent than  the  Rebuke  you  give  it. 
Men.  He  loves  your  People,  but  tye  him  not  to  be  their 

Bedfellow :  Worthy  Cominius,  fpeak. 
[Coriolanus  rifis,  and  offers  to  go  away. 

Nay,  keep  your  Place. 
i  Sen.  Sir  Coriolanus,  never  ftiame  to  hear 

What  you  have  nobly  done. 

Cor.  Your  Honour's  Pardon : 
I  had  rather  have  my  Wounds  to  heal  again, 

Than  hear  fay  how  I  got  them. 

Bru.  Sir,  I  hope  my  Words  dif-bench'd  you  not? 
Cor.  No,  Sir;  yet  oft, 

When  Blows  have  made  me  ftay,  I  fled  from  Words. 

You  footh'd  nor,  therefore  hurt  not:  But  your  People, 
I  love  them  as  they  weigh   

Men.  Pray  now,  fit  down. 

Cor.  I  had  rather  have  one  fcratch  my  Head  i'th5  Sun, 
When  the  Alarum  were  ftruck,  than  idly  fit 

To  hear  my  Nothings  monfter'd  [Exit  Coriolanus. 

Men, 
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Me,  Matters  of  the  People, 

Your  multiplying  Spawn  how  can  he  flatter, 

That's  thoufand  to  one  good  one  \  when  you  now   fee 
He  had  rather  venture  all  his  Limbs  for  Honour, 

Than  one  of 's  Ears  to  hear  it.     Proceed,  Cominius. 
Com.  I  flull  lack  Voice:  The  Deeds  ot Coriolaws 

Should  not  be  utter'd  feebly.   It  is  held 
That  Valour  is  the  chiefeft  Virtue,  and 
Moft  dignifies  the  Haver:  If  it  be, 
The  Man  I  fpeak  of  cannot  in  the  World 

Be  fingly  counter-pois'd.     At  fixteen  Years, 
When  Tarquin  made  a  Head  for  Rome,  he  fought 
Beyond  the  Mark  of  others:  Our  then  Dictator, 
Whom  with  all  Praife  I  point  at,    faw  him  fight, 
When  with  his  Amazonian  Chin  he  drove 

The  briftled  Lips  before  him:  He  beftrid 

An  o'er-prefl:  Roman,  and  i'th'  Conful's  view 
Slew  three  Oppofers:  Tarquin.  s  felf  he  met, 

And  ftruck  him  on  his  Knee:  In  that  Day's  Feats, Wrnn  he  mieht  ad  the  Woman  in  the  Scene, 

He  prov'd  beft  Man  i'th'  Field,  and  for  his  Meed 
Was  Brow-bound  with  the  Oak.     His  Pupil-age 

Man-enter'd  thus,  he  waited  like  a  Sea, 
And  in  the  Brunt  of  feventeen  Battels  fmce, 

He  lurcht  all  Swords  o'th'  Garland.    For  this  laft, 
Before,  and  in  Coriolus,  let  me  fay 
I  cannot  fpeak  him  home:  He  ftopt  the  Fliers, 
And  by  his  rare  Example,  made  the  Coward 
Turn  Terror  into  Sport :  As  Waves  before 

A  VeiTel  under  Sail,  fo  Men  obey'd, 
And  fell  below  his  Stem:  His  Sword  (Death's  Stamp) Where  it  did  mark,  it  took  from  Face  to  Foot: 

I  He  was  a  thing  of  Blood,  who
fe  every  Motion 

Was  trimm'd  with  dying  Cries:  Alone  he  entred 
The  mortal  Gate  oW  City,  which  he  painted 
With  lhunlefs  Defamy :  Aidlefs  came  off, 
And  with  a  fudden  Re-enforcement  ftruck 

Corioltis,  like  a  Planer.   Nor  all's  this; 

For  by  and  by  the  Din  of  War  'gan  pierce 
His  ready  Senfe,  when  Jtreight  his  doubled  Spiriw 

Dequickn'd  what  in  Flefh  was  fatigate, D  d  %  And 



124°  Coriolanus. 
And  to  the  Battel  came  he;   where  he  did 

Run  reeking  o'er  the  Lives  of  Men,  as  if 
Twere  a  perpetual  Spoil;  and  'till  we  call'd 
Both  Field  and  City  ours,  he  never  flood 
To  eafe  his  Breaft  with  panting. 

Men.  Worthy  Man! 
i  Sen.  He  cannot  but  with  meafur?  fit  the  Honours 

Which  we  devife  him. 

Com.  Our  Spoils  he  kick'd  at, 
And  look'd  upon  things  precious,  as  they  were 
The  common  Muck  o'ch*  World :  He  covets  Ms 
Than  Mifery  it  kl£  would  give,  rewards  his  Deeds 
With  doing  them,  and  is  content 
To  fpend  his  Time  to  end  it. 

Men.  He's  right  Noble,  let  him  be  call'd  for. Sen.  Call  Coriolanus. 

Of.  He  doth  appear. 
Enter  Coriolanus. 

Men.  The  Senate,  Coriolanusy  are  well  pleas'd  to  make  thee Conful. 

Cor.  I  do  owe  them  flill  my  Life,  and  Services, 

Men.   It  then   remains  that  you  do  fpeak  to  the  Peo- 

ple. 
Cor.  I  do  befeech  you, 

Let  me  o'erleap  that  Cuftom ;  for  I  cannot 
Put  on  the  Gown,  ftand  naked,  and  entreat  them 

For  my  Wounds  fake,  to  give  their  Suffrages: 
Pleafeyou  that  I  may  pafs  this  doing. 

Sic.  Sir,  the  People  muft  have  their  Voices, 
Neither  will  they  Bate  one  jot  of  Ceremony. 

Men.  Put  them  not  toJt : 
Pray  you  go  fit  you  to  the  Cuftom, 
And  take  to  you,  as  your  Predeceffors  have, 
Your  Honour  with  your  Form. 

Cor.  It  is  a  Part  that  I  mail  blufh  in  Acting, 
And  might  well  be  taken  from  the  People. 

Brn.  Mark  you  that. 
Cor.  To  brag  unto  them,  thus  I  did,  and  thus, 

Shew  them  th'  unaking  Scars,  which  I  would  hide* 
As  if  I  had  receiv'd  them  for  the  Hire 
Of  their  Breath  only. 

Men* 
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Men.  Do  not  ftand  upon't : 
Wc  recommend  to  you,  Tribunes  of  the  People,      « 
Our  purpofe  to  them,  and  to  our  noble  Conful 
Wifh  we  all  Joy  and  Honour. 

Sen.  To  Coriolanm  come  all  Joy  and  Honour. 
[Flour i ft  Cornets.  Then  Exeunt. 

Manent  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

BrH.  You  fee  how  he  intends  to  ufe  the  People. 
Sic*  May  they  perceived  Intent:  He  will  require  them 

As  if  he  did  contemn,  what  he  requefted, 
Should  be  in  them  to  give. 

Bru,  Come,  we'll  inform  them 
Of  our  proceedings  here  on  th*  Market-place, 
I  know  they  do  attend  us.  \JLxennt, 

Enter  [even  or  eight  Citizens. 

1  Cit.  Once  if  he  do  require  our  Voices,  we  ought  not 
to  deny  him. 

1  Cit.  We  may,  Sir,  if  we  will. 
3  Cit.  We  have  power  in  our  felves  to  do  it,  but  it  is  a 

power  that  we  have  no  power  to  do:  For,  if  he  (hew  us  his 
Wounds,  and  tell  us  his  Deeds,  we  are  to  put  our  Tongues 
into  thofe  Wounds,  and  fpeak  for  them:  So,  if  he  tells  us 
his  noble  Deeds,  we  muft  alfo  tell  him  of  our  noble  Accep- 

tance of  them.  Ingratitude  is  monftrous,  and  for  the  Mul- 
titude to  be  ingrateful,  were  to  make  a  Monfterof  the  Mul- 

titude; of  the  which,  we  being  Members,  mould  bring  our 
felves  to  be  monftrous  Members. 

1  Cit.  And  to  make  us  no  better  thought  of,  a  little  help 
will  ferve:  For  once  when  we  flood  up  about  the  Corn, 
he  himfelf  ftuck  not  to  call  us  the  many-headed  Multitude. 

3  Cit.  We  have  been  call'd  fo  of  many,  not  that  our  Heads are  fome  Brown,  fome  BKick,  fome  Auburn,  fome  Bald; 

but  that  our  Wits  are  fo  diverfiy  Colour'd;  and  truly,  I 
think,  if  all  our  Wits  were  to  iffue  out  of  one  Scull,  they 
would  flye  Baft,  Weft,  North,  South,  and  their  Confenc 

of  one  direel:  Way,  would  be  at  once  to  all  Points  o'ih' 
Compafs. 

z  Gfc  Think  you  fo?  Which  Way  do  you  judge  my 
Wrt  would  flye  ? 

D  d  3  3  Cit. 
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3  Cit.  Nay,  your  Wit  will  not  fo  foon  out  as  another 

Man's  \jill,  'tis  ftrongly  wedg'd  up  in  a  Block-head:  But 
if  it  were  at  Liberty,   'twould  fure  Southward. 

2,  Cit.  Why  that  way? 
3  Cit.  To  lofe  it  felf  in  a  Fog,  where  being  three  parts 

melted  away  with  rotten  Dews,  the  fourth  would  return 
for  Confcience  fake,  to  help  to  get  thee  a  Wife. 

2  Cit.  You  are  never  without  your  Tricks,——  you  may, 
you  may.— 

3  Cit.  Are  you  all  rcfohcd  to  give  your  Voices?  But 

that's  no  matter,  the  greater  part  carries  it,  I  fay.  If  he 
would  incline  to  the  People,  there  was  never  a  worthier  Man. 

Enter  Coriolanus  in  a  Gown  of  Humility,  'with  Menenius. 
Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  Gown  of  Humility,  mark  his 

behaviour:  We  are  not  to  ftay  all  together,  but  to  come  by 
him  where  he  ftands,  by  ones  by  twos,  and  by  threes. 

He's  to  make  his  requefts  by  Particular.0,  where  every  one 
of  us  has  a  fingle  Honour,  in  giving  him  our  own  Voices 

with  our  own  Tongues:  therefore  follow  me,  and  I'll  direct 
you   how  you  fhall  go  by  him. 

AIL  Content,  content.  [Exeunt* 
Men.  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  not  right;  have  you  not  known 

The  worthieft  Men  have  done't? 
Cor.  What  muft  I  fay,  I  pray,  Sir  ? 

Plague  upon't,  I  cannot  bring 
My  Tongue  to  fuch  a  pace.  Look,  Sir— -my  Wounds— 

I  got  them  in  my  Country's  Service,  when 
Some  certain  of  your  Brethren  roar'd,  and  ran From  the  noife  of  our  own  Drums. 

Men.  Oh  me  the  Gods !  you  muft  not  fpeak  of  that, 
You  muft  defire  them  to  think  upon  you. 

Cor.  Think  upon  me?  Hang  'em. 
I  wou'd  they  wou'd  forget  me,  like  the  Virtues 
Which  our  Divines  lofe  by  'em. 

Men.  You'll  mar  all. 

I'll  leave  you :  Pray  you  fpeak  to  'em,  I  pray  you, 
In  wh/jlefome  manner.  [Exit. 

Enter  two  of  the  Citizens. 
Cor.  Bid  them  wafh  their  Faces, 

And  keep  their  Teeth  clean    So,  here  comes  a  brace: 
Yqu  know  the  Caufe,  Sirs,  of  my  ftanding  here. 

i  Ciu 
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1  Gt.  We  do,  Sir;  tell  us  what  hath  brought  you  to't. Cor.  Mine  own  Deferr. 
z  Gt.  Your  own  Defert  ? 

Cor.  Ay,  not  mine  own  Defire. 
1  Gt.  How,  not  your  own  Defire  / 

Cor.  No,  Sir,  'twas  never  my  defire  yet  to  trouble  the 
Poor  with  Begging. 

1  Gt.  You  muft  think,  if  we  give  you  any  thing,  we  hope 
to  gain  by  you. 

Cor.  Well  then  I  pray,  your  Price  o'th'  Confulfhip  ? 
i  Gt.  The  Price  is,  to  ask  it  kindly. 

Cor.  Kindly,  Sir,  I  pray  let  me  ha't :  I  have  Wounds  to 
fhew  you,  which  ihall  be  yours  in  private:  Your  good  Voice, 
Sir  ;  what  fay  you  ? 

2  Gt.  You  (hall  ha't,  worthy  Sir. 
Cor.  A  Match,  Sir;  there's  in  all  two  worthy  Voices 

begg'd  :  I  have  your  Alms,  Adieu. 
1   Gt.  But  this  is  fomething  odd. 

z  Gt.  And  'twere  to  give  again:   But  'tis  no  matter. 

\Exeunt. 
Enter  two  other  Citizens. 

Cor.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  may  ftand  with  the  tune  of  your 
Voices,  that  I  may  be  Conful,  I  have  here  the  cuftomary 
Gown. 

1  Gt.  You  have  deferved  Nobly  of  your  Country,  and  you 
have  not  deferved  Nobly. 

Cor.  Your  ̂ Enigma  ? 
iCit.  You  have  been  a  Scourge  to  her  Enemies;  you  have 

been  a  Rod  to  her  Friends  ;  you  have  not  indeed  loved  the 
Common  People. 

Cor.  You  ihould  account  me  the  more  Virtuous,  that  I 

have  not  been  common  in  my  Love  ;  I  will,  Sir,  flatter  my 
fworn  Brother,  the  People,  to  earn  a  dearer  eftimation  of  them, 

'tis  a  condition  they  account  gentle  :  And  fince  the  wifdom 
of  their  Choice,  is  rather  to  have  my  Hat,  than  my  Heart,  I 
will  pra&ife  the  insinuating  Nod,and  be  off  to  them  moft  coun- 
terfeitly  ;  that  is,  Sir,  I  will  counterfeit  the  bewitchment 
of  fome  popular  Man,  and  give  it  bountiful  to  the  defirers : 
Therefore,  befeech  you  I  may  be  Conful. 

zGt:  We  hope  to  find  you  our  Friend;  and  therefore  give 

you  our  Voices  heartily.  " D  d  4  1  Gt.  You 
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i  Ciu  You  have  received  many  Wounds  for  your  Coun- 
try. 

Cor.  I  will  not  fealyour  Knowledge  with  (hewing  them. 
I  will  make  much  of  your  Voices,  and  fo  trouble  you  no 
further. 

Both.  The  Gods  give  you  Joy,  Sir,  heartily.        \Exeunt. 
Cor.  Moft  fweet  Voices   

Better  it  is  to  die,    better  to  flarve, 
Than  crave  the  Hire,  which  firft  we  do  deferve. 

Why  in  this  Woolvifh  Gown  fhould  I  ftand  here, 
To  beg  of  Hob  and  Dickj  that  do  appear, 

Their  needlefs  Voucher?  Cuftom  calls  me  to"t> 

What  Cuftom  wills  in  all  things,  fhould  we  do't? 
The  Duft  on  antique  Time  would  lye  unfwepr, 

And  mountainous  Error  be  too  highly  heap*, 
For  Truth  to  o'er-peer.     Rather  than  fool  it  fo, 
Let  the  high  Office  and  the  Honour  go, 
To  one  that  would  do  thus.  I  am  half  through, 

The  one  part  fuffer'd,  the  other  wiH  I  do. 
Enter  three  Citizens  more> 

Here  come  more  Voices. 

Your  Voices    For  your  Voices  I  have  fought, 

Watch'd  for  your  Voices ;  for  your  Voices,  bear 
Of  Wounds,  two  dozen  and  odd  :  Battels,  thrice  fix 
I  have  feen,  and  heard  of:  For  your  Voices, 
Have  done  many  things,  fome  lefs,  fome  more  : 
Your  Voices :    For  indeed  I  would  be  Conful. 

i  Ciu  He   has  done  nobly,   and  cannot  go  without  any 
honeft  Man's  Voice. 

2  Ciu  Therefore  let  him  be  Conful:  The  Gods  give  him 
Joy,  and  make  him  a  good  Friend  to  the  People, 

AIL  Amen,  Amen.  God  fave  thee,Noble  CorSul.[Exettnu 
Cor.  Worthy  Voices   

Enter  Menenius,  with  Brutus,  and  Sicinius. 
Men.  You  have  flood  your  Limitation  : 

And  the  Tribunes  endue  you  with  the  Peoples  Voice. 

Remains,  that  in  th'  Official  Marks  inverted, 
You  anon  do  meet  the  Senate. 

Cor.  Is  this  done  \ 

Sic.  The  Cuftom  of  Requeft  you  have  difcharg'd : 
The  People  do  admit  you,  and  are  fummon'd ""  To 
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To  meet  anon  upon  your  Approbation, 
Cor.  Where?  at  the  Senate-houfe? 
Sic.  There,  Coriolanus. 
Cor.  May  I  change  thefe  Garments  ? 
Sic,  You  may,  Sir. 

Cor.  That   I'll   ftrait  do  :    And  knowing    my   felf  again, 
Repair  to  th'  Senate-  Houfe. 

Men.  1*11  keep  you  company.     Will  you  along? 
Bru.  We  ftay  here  for  the  People. 
Sic,  Farewell,  [Exeunt  Coriol.  and  Men. 

He  has  it  now,  and  by  his  Looks,  methinks 
'Tis  warm  at's  Heart. 

Bru.  With  a  proud  Heart  he  wore  his  humble  Weeds : 
Will  you  difmiisthe  People  ? 

Enter  the  Plebeians. 

Sic.  How  now,  my  Matters,  have  you  chofe  this  Man? 
i  Ctt.  He  has  our  Voices,  Sir. 

Bru.  We  pray  the  Gods  he  may  deferve  your  Loves. 
i  Cit.   Amen,  Sir :  To  my  poor  unworthy  notice, 

He  mock'd  us,  when  he  begg'd  our  Voices. 
3  Cit.  Certainly  he  floured  us  down-right. 

i  Cit,  No,  'tis  his  kind  of  Speech,  he  did  not  mock  us. 
2  Cit.  Not  one  amongft  us,  fave  your  felf,  but  fays 

He  us'd  us  fcornfully:  He  fhou'd  have  lliew'd  us 
His  Marks  of  Merit,  Wounds  receiv'd  for's  Country. 

Sic.  Why  fo  he  did.  I  am  fure. 

Ail.  No,  no;  no  Man  faw  'em. 
3  Cit.  He  faid  he  had  Wounds, 

Which  he  could  (hew  in  private  : 
And  with  his  Hat,  thus  waving  it  in  Scorn, 
I  would  be  ConfuJ,  fays  he:  Aged  Cuflom, 
But  by  your  Voices,  will  not  fo  permit  me ; 
Your  Voices  therefore :  When  we  granted  that, 
Here  was---  I  thank  you  for  your  Voices—-  thank  you— 
Your  moftfweet  Voices— Now  you  have  left  your  Voices, 
I  have  nothing  further  with  you.     Was  not  this  Mockery? 

Sic.  Why,  either  were  you  ignorant  to  fee't  ? 
Or  feeing  it  of  fuch  childifh  Friendlinefs, 
To  yield  your  Voices  ? 

Bru.  Could  you  not  have  told  him, 

As  you  were  leflbn'd ;  when  he  had  no  Power, But 
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But  was  a  petty  Servant  to  the  State, 
He  was  your  Enemy,  ever  fpake  againft 
Your  Liberties,  and  the  Charters  that  you  bear 

I'th*  Body  of  the  Weal:  And  now  arriving 
At  place  of  Potency,  and  fway  o'th*  State, 
If  he  mould  fttll  malignantly  remain 

Fail;  Foe  to  th*  Plebeians,  your  Voices  might 
Be  Curfes  to  your  felvcs.     You  mould  havefaid, 
That  as  his  worthy  Deeds  did  claim  no  lefs 
Than  what  he  flood  for;  fo  his  gracious  Nature 
Would  think  upon  you  for  your  Voices,  and 
Tranflate  his  Malice  towards  you,  into  Love, 
Standing  your  friendly  Lord. 

Sic.  Thus  to  have  faid, 

As  you  were  fore-advis5d,  had  touch'd  his  Spirit, 
And  try'd  his  Inclination  ;  from  him  pluckt, 
Either  his  gracious  Promife,  which  you  might, 

As  caufe  had  cali'd  you  up,  have  held  him  to  ; 
Or  elfe  it  would  have  gali'd  his  furly  Nature > 
Which  eafily  endures  not  Article, 
Tying  him  to  ought;  fo  putting  him  to  Rage, 

You  mould  have  ta'en  th'  advantage  of  his  Choler, 
And  pafs'd  him  uneJec"red. 

Brtt.  Did  you  perceive, 
He  did  follicit  you  in  free  Contempt, 
When  he  did  need  your  Loves?  And  do  you  think 
That  his  Contempt  ihall  not  be  bruifing  to  you, 
When  he  hath  power  to  crum  ?  Why  had  your  Bodies 
No  Heart  among  you  ?  Or  had  you  Tongues,to  cry 
Againft  the  Re&orfhip  of  Judgment? 

Sic.  Have  you,  e'er  now,  deny'd  the  Asker  : 
And,  now  again  of  him  that  did  not  ask,  but  mock, 

Beftow  your  fu'd-for  Tongues  ? 
3   C/>.  He's  not  confirm'd,  we  may  deny  him  yet» 
2  C$t.  And  will  deny  him  : 

I'll  have  five  hundred  Voices  of  that  Sound. 

i  Cit.  Ay,twice  five  hundred,  and  their  Friends  to  piece  *enu 
Brn.  Get  you  hence  inftantly,  and  tell  thofe  Friends, 

They  have  chofe  a  Conful  that  will  from  them  take 
Their  Liberties,   make  them  of  no  more  Voice 

Than  Dogs,  that  are  as  often  beat  for  Barking, 
As  therefore  kept  to  do  (o.  Sic* 
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Sic.  Let  them  affemble;  and  on  a  fafer  Judgment, 

All  revoke  your  ignorant  Ele&ion  :  Enforce  his  Pride, 
And  his  old  Hate  unto  you  ;  befides,  forget  not, 
With  what  Contempt  he  wore  the  humble  Weed, 

How  in  his  Suit  he  fcorn'd  you  :  But  your  Loves, 
Thinking  upon  his  Services,  took  from  you 

Th'  Apprehenfion  of  his  prefent  portance. 
Which  moft  gibingly,  ungravely,  he  did  fafhion 
After  the  inveterate  Hate  he  bears  you. 

Bru.  Lay  a  fault  on  us,  your  Tribunes, 

That  we  labour'd  fno  impediment  between^ 
But  that  you  rouft  caft  your  Ele&ion  on  him. 

Sic.  Say,  you  chofe  him,  more  after  our  Commandment, 
Than  as  guided  by  your  own  true  Affections,  and  that 
Your  Minds,  pre-occupied  with  what  you  rather  muft  do, 
Than  what  you  mould,  made  you  againft  the  grain 
To  Voice  him  Conful.     Lay  the  fault  on  us. 

Bru.  Ay,  fpare  us  not :  Say,  we  read  Lectures  to  you, 
How  youngly  he  began  to  ferve  his  Country, 
How  long  continued,  and  what  Stock  he  fprings  of, 

The  Noble  Houfe  o'th'  Martians\  from  whence  came 
That  Anctts  Martius,  Numa's  Daughter's  Son, 
Who  after  great  Hoflilius  here  was  King : 
Of  the  fame  Houfe  Pttblius  and  Quintm  were, 
That  our  bell:  Water  brought  by  Conduits  hither, 

And,  nobly  nam'd  Martins,  fo,  twice  being  Cenfor, 
Was  his  great  Anceftor. 

Sic.  One  thus  defcended, 
That  hath  befide  well  in  his  Perfon  wrought, 
To  be  fet  high  in  Place,  we  did  commend 
To  your  remembrances  ;  but  you  have  found, 
Scaling  his  prefent  bearing  with  his  pail, 

That  he's  your  fixed  Enemy,  and  revoke 
Your  fudden  Approbation. 

Brn.  Say,  you  ne'er  had  don't, 
(Harp  on  that  ftillj  but  by  our  putting  on ; 
And  prefently,  when  you  have  drawn  your  Number, 

Repair  to  th' Capitol. 
AIL  We  will  fo  j  almoft  all  repent  in  their  EIe&  on. 

[Exchm  Plebeians. 

Bru, 
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Bru.  Let  them  go  on  : 
This  Mutiny  were  better  put  in  hazard, 
Than  flay  paft  doubt  for  greater : 
If,  as  his  Nature  is,  he  fall  in  rage 
With  their  refufal,  both  obferve  and  anfwer 

The  vantage  of  his  anger. 

Sic.  To  th'  Capitol,  come : 
We  will  be  there  before  the  ftream  o'th'  People : 
And  this  (hall  feem,  as  partly  'tis,  their  own, 
Which  we  have  goaded  onward.  [Exeunt 

ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 
SCENE  Rome. 

Cornets.     Enter  Coriolanus,  Menenius,  Cominius,  Titus 
Lartius,  and  other  Senators. 

Cor.  fmmT^Vllus  Aufidius  then  had  made  new  Head  ? 
X  Lart.  He  had,  my  Lord,  and  that  it  was  which  caus'd 

Our  fwifter  Compofition. 
Cor.  So  then  the  Folfcies  ftand  but  as  at  firft, 

Ready  when  time  mall  prompt  them,  to  make  Road 

Upon's  again. 
Com.  They  are  worn,  Lord  Conful,  fo, 

That  we  fhall  hardly  in  our  Ages  fee 
Their  Banners  wave  again. 

Cor.  Saw  you  Aufidius  f 
Lart.  On  fafe-guard  he  came  to  me,  and  did  curie 

Againft  the  Vblfcies,  for  they  had  fo  vilely 
Yielded  the  Town ;  he  is  retired  to  Antium. 

Cor.  Spoke  he  of  me  ? 
Lart.  He  did,  my  Lord. 
Cor.  How! — — what!   

Lart.  How  often  he  had  met  you  Sword  to  Sword : 
That  of  all  things  upon  the  Earth  he  hated 
Your  Perfon  moft :  That  he  would  pawn  his  Fortunes 
To  hoplefs  Reftitutior),  fo  he  might 
Becalfd  your  Varicjuimer. 

Cor.  At  Antium  lives  he? 
Lart.  At  Antium. Cor^ 
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Cor.  I  wifli  I  had  a  caufe  to  feek  him  there, 

To  oppofe  his  Hatred  fully.     Welcome  home. 
Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus, 

Behold/  thefe  are  the  Tribunes  of  the  People, 

The  Tongues  o'th'  Common  Mouth,  I  do  defpife  them : 
For  they  do  prank  them  in  Authority, 
Againft  all  noble  Sufferance. 

Sic.  Pafs  no  further. 
Cor.  Hah!   what  is  that!" 

Bru.  It  will  be  dangerous  to  go  on   No  further. 
Cor.  What  makes  this  Change  ? 
Men.  The  Matter? 

Com.  Hath  he  not  pafs'd  the  Nobles,  and  the  Commons? Bru.  CominitiSy  no. 
Cor.  Have  I  had  ChiJdrens  Voices  ? 

Sen.  Tribunes,  give  way;  he  fhall  to  th'  Marketplace. 
Bra.  The  People  are  incens'd  againft  him. 
Sic.  Stop,  or  all  will  fall  in  Broil. 
Cor.  Are  thefe  your  Herd? 

Muft  thefe  have  Voices,  that  can  yield  them  now, 
And  ftraight  difclaim  their  Tongues?  What  are  your  Offices? 
You  being  their  Mouths,  why  rule  you  not  their  Teeth? 
Have  you  not  fet  them  on? 

Men.  Be  calm,  be  calm. 

Cor.  It  is  a  purpos'd  thing,  and  grows  by  Plot, 
To  curb  the  Will  of  the  Nobility: 

SufTer't,  and  live  with  fuch  as  cannot  Rule, 
Nor  ever  will  be  ruled. 

Bru.  Call't  not  a  Plot : 

The  People  cry  you  mock'd  them;  and  of  late, 
When  Corn  was  given  them,  gratis,  you  repin'd, 
Scandal'd  the  Suppliants  for  the  People,  call'd  them 
Time-pleafers,  Flatterers,  Foes  to  Noblenefs. 

Cor.  Why  this  was  known  before. 
Bru.  Not  to  them  all. 

Cor.  Have  you  inform'd  them  fithencc? Bru.  How!  I  inform  them!  .* 
Com.  You  are  like  to  do  fuch  Bufinefs. 

Bru.  Not  unlike,  each  way,  to  better  yoursi 
Cor.  Why  then  ihould  I  beConfulJ  By  yond  Clouds 

Let 



i5>$°  Coriolanus. 

Let  me  deferve  fo  ill  as  you,  and  make  me 
Your  fellow  Tribune. 

Sic.  You  mew  too  much  of  that, 

For  which  the  People  ftir;  if  you  will  pafs 
To  where  you  are  bound,  you  muft  enquire  your  way* 
Which  you  are  out  of*  with  a  gentler  Spirit, 
Or  never  be  fo  Noble  as  a  Conful, 
Nor  yoak  with  him  for  Tribune, 

Men.  Lei's  be  calm. 

Com.  The  People  are  abus'd,  fet  on ;  this  paltring Becomes  not  Rome :  Nor  has  Coriolanus 

Deferv'd  this  fo  difhonour'd  Rub,  laid  falfly 
Fth'  plain  way  of  his  Merit. 

Cor.  Tell  me  of  Corn !  this  was  my  Speech, 

And  I  will  fpeak't  again Men.  Not  now,  not  now. 
Sen.  Not  in  this  Heat,  Sir,  now. 
Cor.  Now,  as  I  live,  I  will- 

My  Nobler  Friends,  I  crave  their  Pardons; 
For  the  mutable  rank-fcented  Many, 
Let  them  regard  me,  as  I  do  not  flatter, 
And  therein  behold  themfelves :  I  fay  again, 

In  foothing  them,  we  nourifh  'gainft  our  Senate 
The  Cockle  of  Rebellion,  Infolence,  Sedition, 

Which  we  our  felves  have  plow'd  for,  fow'd  and  fcatter'd, 
By  mingling  them  with  us,  the  honour'd  Number, 
Who  lack  not  Virtue,  no,  nor  Power,  but  that 
Which  they  have  given  to  Beggars. 

Men.  Well,  no  more' 
Sen.  No  more  Words,  we  befeech  you 
Cor.  Howl-        "no  more! 

As  for  my  Country  I  have  ftied  my  Blood, 
Not  fearing  outward  force  ;  fo  fhall  my  Lungs 

Coin  Words  'till  their  decay,  againft  thofe  Meafles 
Which  we  difdain  fhould  Tetter  us,  yet  feek 
The  very  way  to  catch  them. 

Bru.  You  fpeak  o'th'  People,  as  if  you  were  a  God 
To  punifh,  not  a  Man  of  their  Infirmity. 

Sic.  'Twere  well,  we  let  the  People  know 't. 
Mtn*  What,  what!  his  Choler? 

Con 
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Cor.  Choler!  were  I  as  patient  as  the  midnight  Sleep, 

By  Jovey  'twould  be  my  Mind. Sic.  It  is  a  Mind  that  mail  remain  a  Poifon 

Where  it  is,  not  poifon  any  further. 
Cor.  Shall  remain  ? 

Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  Minnoues  ?  Mark  you 
His  abfolute  Shall  2 

Com.  'Twas  from  the  Canon. 
Cor.  Shall  ! — O  God ! — but  moft  unwife  Patricians;  why 

You  Grave,  but  wreaklefs  Senators,  have  you  thus 
Given  Hydra  here  to  chufe  an  Officer, 
That  with  his  peremptory  Shall,  being  but 

The  Horn  and  Noife  o'th/  Monfters,  wants  not  Spirit 
To  fay,  he'll  turn  your  Current  in  a  Ditch, 
And  make  your  Channel  his?  If  he  have  Power, 
Then  vail  your  Ignorance:  If  none,  awake 
Your  dangerous  Lenity :  If  you  are  Learned, 
Be  not  as  common  Fools ;  if  you  are  not, 
Let  them  have  Cufhions  by  you.     You  are  Plebeians? 
If  they  be  Senators  ;  and  they  are  no  lefs, 
When  both  your  Voices  blended;  the  greateft  Taftc 
Moft  palates  theirs*     They  chufe  their  Magiftrate, 
And  fuch  a  one  as  he,  who  puts  in  his  Shall, 
His  popular  Shall,  againft  a  graver  Bench 

Than  ever  frown'd  in  Greece.     By  Jove  himfelf, 
It  makes  the  Confuls  bafe ;  and  my  Soul  akes 
To  know  when  two  Authorities  are  up, 
Neither  Supream,  how  foon  Confufion 

May  enter  'twixt  the  gap  of  both,  and  take 
The  one  by  th'  other. 

Com.  Well   on  to  th'  Market-place. 
Cor.  Who  ever  gave  that  Counfel,  to  give  forth 

The  Corn  o'th'  Storehoufe,  gratis.,  as  'twas  us'd 
Sometime  in  Greece   

Men.  Well,  well,  no  more  of  that. 
Cor.  Though  there  the  People  had  more  abfolute  Power ; 

I  fay,  they  nourifh'd  Difobedience,  fed  the  ruin  of  the State. 

Bru.  Why  mail  the  People  give, 
One  that  fpeaks  thus,  their  Voice? 

Gr. 
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Cor.  I'll  give  my  Reafons, 
More  worthy  than  their  Voices.     They  know  the  Corn 

Was  not  our  recompense,  refting  well  aflfur'd 
They  ne'er  did  Service  for't,  being  prefl  to  th' War, 
Even  when  the  Navel  of  the  State  was  touch'd, 
They  would  not  thred  the  Gates:  This  kind  of  Service 

Did  not  deferve  Corn  gratis.     Being  i'th'  War, 
Their  Mutinies  and  Revolts,  wherein  they  fhew'd 
Moft  Valour,  fpoke  not  for  them.     Th'  Accufation 
Which  they  have  often  made  againft  the  Senate, 
All  caufe  unborn,  could  never  be  the  Native 
Of  our  fo  frank  Donation.     Weil,  what  then? 
How  {hall  this  Bofonwnultiphed,  digeft 

The  Senate's  courtefie?  Let  Deeds  exprefs 
What's  like  to  be  their  Words-  -We  did  requeft  it— 
We  are  the  greater  Poll,  and  in  true  fear 
They  gave  us  our  Demands.  —    Thus  we  debafe 
The  Nature  of  our  Seats>  and  make  the  Rabble 
Call  our  Cares,  Fears ;   which  will  in  time 

Break  open  the  Locks  o'th'  Senate,  and  bring  in 
The  Crows  to  peck  the  Eagles   

Men.  Come,  enough. 

Bru.  Enough,  with  over-meafure. 
Cor.  No,  take  more. 

What  may  be  fworn  by,  both  Divine  and  Human, 
Seal  what  I  end  withal.     This  double  wor/Tiip, 
Where  one  part  does  difdain  with  caufe,  the  other 
Jnfult  without  allfeafon;  where  Gentry,  Title,  Wifdom, 
Cannot  conclude,  but  by  the  Yea  and  No 
Of  general  Ignorance,  it  muft  omit 
Real  Neceffities,  and  give  way  the  while 

To  unftable  Slightnefs:  Purpofe  fo  barr'd,  it  follows, 
Nothing  is  done  to  purpofe.  Therefore,  befeech  you, 
You  that  will  be  lefs  fearful  than  difcreet, 
That  love  the  Fundamental  part  of  State 
More  than  you  doubt  the  change  oft;  that  prefer 
A  noble  Life  before  a  long,  and  wifh 
To  jump  a  Body  with  a  dangerous  Phy  fick, 

That's  fure  of  D^ath  without  it;  at  once  pluck  out 
The  Multitudinous  Tongue,  let  them  not  lick 
The  fweet  which  is  their  Poifon.    Your  diflionour 

Mangles 
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Mangles  true  Judgment,  and  bereaves  the  State 
Of  that  Integrity  which  fhould  become  it : 
Not  having  the  Power  to  do  the  good  it  would 
For  th*  ill  which  doth  controul  it, 

Bru.  H'as  faid  enough. 
Sic.  H'as  fpoken  like  a  Traitor,  and  (hall  anfwer As  Traitors  do. 

Cor.  Thou  Wretch  f  defpight  o'er- whelm  thee  !— 
What  fhould  the  People  do  with  thefe  bald  Tribunes  ? 
On  whom  depending,  their  Obedience  fails 

To  th*  greater  Bench,  in  a  Rebellion  : 
When  what's  r.otmeer,  but  what. mud  be,  was  Law, 
Then  were  they  chofen  ;  in  a  better  Hour, 
Let  what  is  meet,  be  faid,  it  muft  be  meet, 

And  throw  their  Power  i'th*  Duft. 
Bru.  Man i fed  Treafon   
Sic.  This  a  Conful?  No. 

Enter  an  iEdile.  :~ 
Bru.  The  tAZdiles,  ho;  let  him  beappreherdeJ. 
Sic.  Go  call  the  People,  in  whofe  Name  my  felf 

Attach  thee  as  a  Traiterous  Innovator: 

A  Foe  to  th*  Publick  Weal.     Obey,  I  charge  thee, 
And  follow  to  thine  anfwer.        [Laying  held  m  Coriolanus. 

Cor.  Hence,  old  Goat. 

All.  We'll  furety  him. 
Com.  Aged  Sir,  Hands  off. 
Cor.  Hence, rotten  thing,  or  I  (hall  (hake  thy  Bones 

I  Out  of  thy  Gar
ments. 

Sic.  Help  me,  Citizens. 

Enter  a  Rabble  of  Plebeians  with  the  iEdiles. 

Men.  On  both  fides  more  refpedh 

Sic.   Here's    he,  that    would   take  from   you   all  your Power. 

Bru.  Seize  him,  tAZdiles. 
All.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him. 
2  Sen.  Weapons,  Weapons,  Weapons  ; 

[They  all  buflle  about  Coriolanus. 
Tribunes,  Patricians,  Citizens   what  hoe— — 
SiciniuSy  Brutus,  Coriolanus,  Citizens. 

All.  Peace,  peace,  peace,  ftay,  hold,  peace. 
Vol.  IV,  Ee  Met. 
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Men.  What  is  about  to  be  ?   1  am  out  of  Breath   

Confufion's  near   1  cannot  fpeak.   You— —Tribunes 
To  th' People- — Coriolanus— -patience — fpeak,  good  Sicinins. 

Sic.  Hear  me,  People   peace   . 

All.  Let's  hear  our  Tribune-   -Peace;  fpeak,  fpeak, 
fpeak. 

Sic.  You  are  at  point  to  lofe  your  Liberties: 
Martins  would  have  all  from  you ;  Martins, 
Whom  late  you  have  narrfd  for  Conful. 

Men.   Fie,  fie,  fie,    this  is  the  way  to  kindle,  not   to 
quench. 

Sen.  To  unbuild  the  City,  and  to  lay  all  flat. 
Sic.  What  is  the  City,  but  the  People? 
All.  True,  the  People  are  the  City. 
Brit.  By  the  confent  of  all,  we  were  eftablifhed  the  Peo- 

ples Magistrates. 
All.  You  fo  remain. 
Men.  And  fo  are  like  to  do. 

Com.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  City  flat, 
To  bring  the  Roof  to  the  Foundation, 
And  bury  all,  which  yet  diftin&Iy  ranges, 
In  heaps  and  piles  of  Ruin. 

Sic.  This  deferves  Death. 

Bru.  Or  let  us  ftand  to  our  Authority, 
Or  let  us  lofe  it;  we  do  here  pronounce, 

Upon  the  part  o'th' People,  in  whofe  Power 
We  were  elected  theirs,  Martins  is  worthy 
Of  prefent  Death, 

Sic.  Therefore  lay  hold  on  him; 

Bear  him  to  th'  Rock  Tarpeian,  and  from  thence Into  Heftrn&ion  caft  him. 
Bru.  *s£dilesy  feize  him. 
All  Pie.  Yield,  Martins,  yield. 

;  Men.  Hear  me  a  word,   'befeech  you  Tribunes,  hear  me but  a  word 

tALdiles.  Peace,  peace. 

Men.    Be  that  you  feem,  truly  your  Country's  Friends, 
And  temp'rately  proceed  to  what  you  would 
Thus  violently  redrefs. 
Bm.  Sir,  thofe  cold  ways, 

That  feem  like  prudent  help?,  are  very  poyfonous, 
Where 
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Where  the  difeafe  is  violent.     Lay  hands  upon  him, 
And  bear  him  to  the  Rock.  [Cor.  draws  his  Sword. 

Cor.  No,  I'll  dye  here ; 
There's  fome  among  you  have  beheld  me  fighting, 
Come  try  upon  your  felves,  what  you  have  feen  me. 

Men.    Down   with  that   Sword,    Tribunes  withdraw  a 
while. 

Bra.  Lay  Hands  upon  him. 
Men.  Help  Martins,  help— you  that  be  noble,  help  him 

young  and  old. 
All.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him.  [Exeunt. 

\jn  this  Mutiny,  the  Tribunes,  the  yEdiles,  and,  the 
People  are  beat  in. 

Men,  Go,  get  you  to  your  Houfe;  be  gone,  away, 
All  will  be  naught  elfe. 

2  Sen.  Get  you  gone. 
Com.  Stand  fafr,  we  have  as  many  Friends  as  Enemies. 
Men.  Shall  ic  be  put  to  that? 
Sen.  The  Gods  forbid : 

I  prithee,  noble  Friend,  home  to  thy  Houfe, 
Leave  us  to  cure  this  Caufe. 

Men.  For  'tis  a  Sore  upon  us, 
You  cannot  Tent  your  felf;  begone,  'befeech  you. 

Com.  Come,  Sir,  along  with  us. 
Men.  I  would  they  were  Barbarians,  as  they  are, 

Though  in  Rome  litter'd  ;  not  Romans,  as  they  are  not, 
Though  calved  in  the  Porch  o'th*  Capitol: 
Begone,  put  not  your  worthy  Rage  into  your  Tongue, 
One  time  will  owe  another. 

Com.  On  fair  Ground  I  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Men.  I  could  my  felf  take  up  a  Brace  o'th'  beft  of  them, 
yea,  the  two  Tribunes. 

Com.  But  now  'tis  odds  beyond  Arithmetick, 
And  Minhood  is  call'd  Fool'ry  when  it  ftands 
Agiinft  a  falling  Fabrick.     Will  you  hence, 
Before  the  Tag  return,  whofe  Rage  doth  rend 

Like  interrupted  Waters,  and  o'er-bear 
What  they  are  us'd  to  bear. 

Men.  Pray  you,  be  gone: 

1*11  try  whether  my  old  Wit  be  in  requeft 
E  e  1  With 
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With  thofe  that  have  but  little;  this  rauft  be  patcht 
With  Cloth  of  any  Colour. 

Com.  Nay,  come  away, 

[Exeunt  Coriolanus  and  Cominius* 
i  Sen.  This  Man  has  marr'd  his  Fortune. 
Men.  His  Nature  is  too  noble  for  the  World : 

He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  Trident, 

Or  Jove,  for's  power  to  Thunder:  His  Heart's  his  Mouth: 
What  his  Breaft  forges,  that  his  Tongue  muft  vent  ; 
And  being  angry,  does  forget  that  ever 

He  heard  the  name  of  Death.  \Anoife  -within. 

Here's  goodly  work. 
2  Sen*  I  would  they  were  a-bed. 
Men.  I  would  they  were  in  Tyber. 

What  the  vengeance,  could  he  not  fpeak  'em  fair  ? 
Enter  Brutus  andS\c\nmsywith  the  Rabble  again. 

Sec.  Where  is  this  Viper, 

That  would  depopulate  the  City,  and  be  every  Man  himfelf? 
Aden.  You  worthy  Tribunes— 
Sic.  Hefhall  be  thrown  down  the  Tarpeian  Rock 

With  rigorous  Hands ;  he  hath  refifted  Law, 
And  therefore  Law  mail  fcorn  him  further  Trial 

Than  the  feverity  of  the  Publick  Power, 
Which  he  fo  fets  at  noughr. 

i  Cit.  He  fhall  well  know  the  noble  Tribunes  are 
The  Peoples  Mouths,   and  we  their  Hands. 

AIL  He  (hall  fure  out. 
Men.  Sir,  Sir.--       - 
Sic.  Peace. 

Men.  Do  not  cry  havock,  where  you  fhould  but  hunt 
With  modeft:  warrant. 

Sic.  Sir,  how  comes  it  that  you  have  holp 
To  make  this  refcue  \ 

Men.  Hear  me  fpeak;  as  I  do  know 

The  Conful's  worthinefs,  fo  can  I  name  his  Faults—* 
Sic.  Conful!   what  Conful? 

.  Men.  The  Conful  Coriolanus. 
Bru.  He  Conful!- — 
AIL  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 
Men.  If  by  the  Tribunes  leave, 

And  yours,  good  People, 
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I  may  be  heard,  I  would  crave  a  word  or  two, 
The  which  (hall  turn  you  to  no  further  harm, 
Than  fo  much  lofs  of  time. 

Sic.  Speak  briefly  then, 
For  we  are  peremptory  to  difpatch 
This  viperous  Traitor,*  to  eje<5t,  him  hence 
Were  but  one  Danger,  and  to  keep  him  here 
Our  certain  Death;  therefore  it  is  decreed, 
He  dies  to  Night. 

Men.  Now  the  good  Gods  forbid, 
That  our  Renowned  Romey  whofe  Gratitude 

Towards  her  deferved  Children,  is  enroll'd 
In  Jove's  own  Book,  like  an  unnatural  Dam 
Should  now  eat  up  her  own. 

Sic.  He's  a  Difeafe  that  muftbe  cut  away. 
Men.  Oh,  he's  a  Limb,  that  has  but  a  Difeafe  ; 

Mortal,  to  cut  it  off;  to  cure  it,  eafie. 

What  has  he  done  to  Rome,   that's  worthy  Death? 
Killing  our  Enemies,  the  Blood  he  hath  loft 
(Which  I  dare  vouch,  is  more  than  that  he  hath, 
By  many  an  Ounce)  he  dropt  it  for  his  Country  : 
And  what  is  left,  to  lofe  it  by  his  Country, 

Wee  co  us  all  that  do'r,  and  fuffer  it 
A  brand  to  th*  end  o'th'  World. 

Sic.  This  is  clean  kam. 

Brn.   Meerly  awry: 

When  he  did  love  his  Country,  it  honoured  him. 
Men.  The  fervice  of  the  Foot, 

Being  once  gangreen'd,  is  not  then  refpeded For  what  before  it  was   

Brn.  We'll  hear  no  more. 
Purfue  him  to  his  Houfe,  and  pluck  him  thence, 
Left  his  Infection,  being  of  a  catching  nature, 
Spread  further. 

Men.  One  word  more,  one  word : 

ThisTiger-footed-rage,  when  it  (hall  find 

The  harm  of  unskann'd  fwiftnefs,  will  f  too  late^ 
Tye  leaden  pounds  to's  Heels.     Proceed  by  Proceft, 
Left  Parties  (as  he  is  belov'd)  break  out, 
And  fack  great  Rome  with  Romans, 

Ee  3  Bru. 
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.  What  do  ye  ta;k  ? 
Have  we  not  had  a  tafte  of  his  Obedience? 
Oar  v£dila  (m  te,  our  felvcs  refitted,  come—* 

Men.  Confida  this;  he  hath  been  bred  l'th5  Wars 
Since  he  cr>uld  draw  a  Sword,  and  is  il!«fchooPd  > 
In  boultcd  Largu^ge,  Meal  and   Bran  together 
He  throws  wj  hout  diftinction.     Give  me  leave, 

I  U  go  to  h  m,  and  undertake  to  bring  him  in  peace, 
Where-  he  (hall  anfwer  by  a  lawful  Form, 
In  peace,  to  his  utmoft  peril. 

i  Sev.  Noble  Tribunes 
It  is  the  human  way  :   The  other  courfe 
Will  pro.  e  too  bloody,  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  beginning. 

Sic.  Noble  McneniuSy  be  you  th  n  as  the  Peoples  0 15 cer. 
Matters,  Ly  down  your  Weapons. 

Bru.  Go  not  home. 

Sic,  Meet  on  the  Market-place ;  we'll  attend  you  there, 
Where,  if  you  bring  not  Martins,  we'll  proceed In  our  firft  way. 

Men.  1*1]  brir.P  him  to  vou. 
Let  me  deure  your  Company;  he  muit  come, 
Or  what  is  worft  will  follow. 

i  Sen.  Pray  you  let's  to  him.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Coriolanus  with  Nobles. 

Cor.  Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  Ears,  prefent  me 
Death  on  the  Wheel,  or  at  wild  Horfes  heels, 

Or  pile  ten  Hills  on  the  Tarpeian  Rock, 
That  the  Precipitation  might  down  ftretch 
Below  the  beam  of  fight,  yet  will  I  ftill 
Be  thus  to  thtm. 

Enter  Volumnia. 
Noble.  You  do  the  Nobler. 

Cor.  I  roufe,  my  Mother 
Does  not  approve  me  further,  who  was  wont 
To  call  them  Woollen  Va.ffal*,  things  created 

To  buy  and  fell  with  Groatc,  to  fhew  bare  Heads 

In  Congregations  to  yawn,  be  ftill,  and  wonder, 
When  one  but  of  my  Ordinance  ttood  up 
To  fpesk  of  Pt ace,  or  War.     I  talk  of  you, 

Why 
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Why  did  youwifh  me  milder?  Wou'd  you  have  me 
Falfe  to  my  Nature?  Rather  fay,  I  play 
The  Man  I  am. 

Vol.  Oh,  Sir,  Sir,  Sir. 
I  would  have  had  you  put  your  Power  well  on, 
Before  you  had  worn  it  out. 

Cor.   Let's  go. 
Vol.  You  might  have  been  enough  the  Man  you  ar6» 

With  driving  lefs  to  be  Co.     Lefler  had  been 
The  things  that  thwart  your  Difpofitions,  if 

You  had  not  fhew'd  them  how  ye  were  difpos'd 
E'er  they  lack'd  power  to  crofs  you. 

Cor.  Let  them  hang. 
Vol.  Ay,  and  burn  too. 

Enter  Menenius  with  the  Senators. 

Men.  Come,  come,  you  have  been  too  rough,  fomethirg 
too  rough:  You  muft  return,  and  mend  it. 

Sen.  There's  no  Remedy, 
Unlefs  by  not  fo  doing,  our  good  Ciry 
Cleave  in  the  midft,  and  perifli. 

Vo.  Pray  becounfelfd; 
I  have  a  Heart  as  little  apt  as  your.?, 
Rut  yec  a  Brain  that  leads  my  ufe  of  Anger 
To  better  vantage. 

Men.  Well  faid,  noble  Woman: 

Before  he  Ihould  thus  ftoop  to  th'  Heart,  but  that 
The  violent  Fit  o'th'  Times  craves  it  as  Phyfick 
For  the  whole  State,  I  would  put  mine  Armour  on, 
Which  I  can  fcarcely  bear. 

Cor.  What  muft  1  do? 

Men.  Return  to  th'  Tribunes. 
Cor.  Well,  what  then?  what  then? 
Men.  Repent  what  you  have  fpoke. 
Cor.  For  them  ?  I  cannot  do  it  for  the  God<, 

Muft  I  then  do't  to  them? 
Vol.  You  are  too  abfolute, 

Tho'  therein  you  can  never  be  too  Noble, 
But  when  Extremities  fpeak.    I  have  heard  you  fay, 
Honour  and  Policy,  like  unfever'd  Friends, 

I'th*  War  do  grow  together:  Grant  that,  and  tell  me E  e  4.  In 
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In  Peace,  what  each  of  them  by  th'other  lofe, 
That  they  combine  not  there  ? 

Cor.  Tuft,  tu(h   
Men.  A  good  Demand. 
Vol.  If  it  be  Honour  in  your  Wars,  to  feem 

The  fame  you  are  not,  which  for  your  beft  ends 
You  adopt  your  Policy :  How  is  it  lefs  or  worfe 
That  it  fhali  hold  Companionfhip  in  Peace 
With  Honour,  as  in  War ;  fince  that  to  both 
It  ftands  in  like  requefT. 

Cor.  Why  force  you  this  $ 
Vol.  Becaufe,  that 

Now  it  lyes  you  on  to  fpeak  to  the  People : 
Not  by  your  own  Inftru&ion,  nor  by  the  Matter 
Which  your  Heart  prompts  you  to,  but  with  fuch  Words 
That  are  but  roated  in  your  Tongue : 

Tho'  but  Baftards,  and  Syllables 
Of  no  Allowance,  to  your  Bofom's  Truth. 
Now,  this  no  more  Dimonours  you  at  all, 
Than  to  take  in  a  Town  with  gentle  Words, 
Which  elfe  would  put  you  to  your  Fortune,  and 
The  hazard  of  much  Blood. 

I  would  difTemble  with  my  Nature,  where 

My  Fortunes  and  my  Friends  at  Stake,  requir'd I  mould  do  fo  in  Honour.     I  am  in  this 

Your  Wife,  your  Son  :  Thefe  Senators,  the  Nobles, 
And  you,  will  rather  (hew  our  general  Lowts, 

How  you  can  frown,  than  fpend  a  Fawn  upon  'em, 
For  the  Inheritance  of  their  Loves  and  Safegard 
Of  what  that  Want  might  ruin. 
Men.  Noble  Lady! 

Come  go  with  us,  {peak  fair :  You  may  falve  fo, 
Not  what  is  dangerous  prefent,  but  the  lofs 
Of  what  is  pail:. 

Vol.  I  prithee  now,  my  Son, 
Go  to  them,  with  this  Bonnet  in  thy  Hand, 

And  thus  far  having  ftretch'dit  (here  be  with  them) 
Thy  Knee  bufling  the  Stones:  For  in  fuch  Bufinefs 

Adion  is  Eloquence,  and  the  Eyes  of  th*  Ignorant 
Mo  e  Learned  than  the  Ears,  waving  thy  Head, 
Which  oftea  thus  corre&ing,  thy  ftout  Heart 

Now 
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Now  humble  as  the  ripeft  Mulberry, 
That  will  not  hold  the  Handling:  Or  fay  to  them, 
Thou  art  their  Soldier,  and  being  bred  in  Broils 
Haft  not  the  foft  way,  which  thou  doft  confefs 
Were  fit  for  thee  to  ufe,  as  they  to  claim, 
In  asking  their  good  Loves,  but  thou  wilt  frame 
Thy  felf  (Torfooth)  hereafter  theirs  fo  far, 
As  thou  haft  Power  and  Perfon. 

Men.  This  but  done, 

Even  as  fhe  fpeaks,  why  their  Hearts  were  yours: 

F«r  they  have  Pardons,  being  a^k'd,  as  free, 
As  Words  to  little  purpofe. 

Vol.  Prithee  now, 

Go  and  be  rul'd:  Altho'  I  know  thou  had  ft  rather 
Follow  thine  Enemy  to  a  fiery  Gulf, 
Than  flatter  him  in  a  Bower. 

Enter  Co  mini  us. 
Here  is  Cominins. 

Com.  I  have  been  i'th'  Market-place,  and  Sir,  'tis  fie 
You  have  ftrong  Party,  or  defend  your  felf 

By  Calmnefs,  orby  Abfence:    All's  in  Anger. 
Men.  Only  fair  Speech. 

Com.  I  think  'twill  ferve,    if  he  can  thereto  frame  his 
Spirit. 

Vol.  He  muft  and  will: 

Prithee  now  fay  you  will,  and  go  about  it. 
Cor.  Muft  I  go  fhew  them  my  unbarbid  Sconce  ? 

Muft  I  with  my  bafe  Tongue  give  to  my  noble  Heart 

A  Lie,  that  it  muft  bear  well?   I  will  do't: 
Yet  were  there  b«t  this  fingle  Plot,  to  lofe 
This  Mould  of  JtdartiHs,  they  to  Duft  fiiould  bring  it. 

And  throw't  againft  the  Wind-     To  the  Market-place: 
You  have  put  me  now  to  fuch  a  part,  which  never 

I  /hall  difcharge  to  th'  Life, 
Com.  Come,  come,  we'll  prompt  you. 
Vol.  Ay,  prithee  now,  fweet  Son,  as  thou  haft  faid 

My  Praifes  made  thee  firft  a  Soldier;  fo 
To  have  my  Praife  for  this,  perform  a  part 
Thou  haft. not  done  before.  - 

Cor.  Well,  I  muft  do't: 
Away  my  Difpofition,  and  pofTefs  me 

Some 
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Some  Harlots  Spirit :  My  Throat  of  War  be  turn'd, 
Which  quir'd  with  my  Drum,  into  a  Pipe, 
Small  as  an  Eunuch,  or  the  Virgin  Voice 
That  Babies  Jullsafleep;  The  Smiles  of  Knaves 

Tent  in  my  Cheeks,  and  School-boys  Tears  take  up 
The  Glaffes  of  my  Sight:  A  Beggars  Tongue 

Make  motion  through  my  Lips,  and  my  arm'd  Knees 
Whobow'd  but  in  my  Stirrup,  bend  like  his 
That  hath  receiv'd  an  Alms.     I  will  not  do't, 
Left  I  furceafe  to  honour  mine  own  Truth, 
And  by  my  Bodies  A&ion,  teach  my  Mind 
A  molt  inherent  Bafenefs. 

Val.  At  thy  Choice  then? 
To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  Difhonour, 
Than  thou  of  them.     Come  all  td  ruin,  let 
Thy  Mother  rather  feel  thy  Pride,  than  fear 
Thy  dangerous  Stoutnefs:  For  I  mock  at  Death 
With  as  big  Heart  as  thou.     Do  as  thou  lift 

Thy  Valiantnefs  was  mine,  thou  fuck'ft  it  from  me: 
But  own  thy  Pride  thy  klf. 

Cor.  Pi  ay  be  content: 
Mother,  I  am  going  to  the  Market-place: 
Chide  me  no  more.     Til  Mountebank  their  Loves, 

Cog  their  Hearts  from  them,  and  come  home  belov'd 
Of  all  the  Trades  in  Rome.     Look,  I  am  going: 

Commend  me  to  my  Wife,  I'll  return  Conful, 
Or  never  truft  to  what  my  Tongue  can  do 

Trh'  way  of  Flattery  further. 
Fol.  Do  your  Will.  \Exit  Volumrtia. 
Com.  Away,  the  Tribunes  do  attend  yol:  Arm  your  felf 

To  anfwer  mildly:  For  they  are  prepar'd 
With  Accufations,  as  I  hear,  more  ftrong 
Than  are  upon  you  yer. 

Cor.    The  Word  i?,  mildly.     Pray  you  let  us  go. 
Let  them  accufe  me  by  Invention:  I 
Will  anfwer  in  mine  Honour. 

Men.  Ay,  but  mildly, 
Cor.  Well,  mildly  be  it  then,  mildly.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Bru.  In  this  Point  charge  him  home,  that  he  afFe&s 
Tyrannical  Power :  If  he  evade  us  there, 

In- 
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Inforce  him  with  his  envy  to  the  People, 
And  that  the  Spoil  got  on  the  Antiats 

Was  ne'er  diftnbuted.     What,  will  he  ccme? 
Enter  an  z/£dile. 

*s£d.  He's  coming, 
Bru.  How  accompanied? 
*s£d.  With  old  Menenius^  and  thofe  Senators 

That  always  favour'd  him. 
Sic.  Have  you  a  Catalogue 

Of  all  the  Voices  that  we  have  procur'd,  fet  down  by  th* 
ts£d>  I  have;  'tis  ready,  (Poll? 
Sic.  Have  you  collected  them  by  Tribes? 

tAid.  I  have;  'tis  ready. 
Sic.  AfTemble  prefently  the  People  hither 

And  when  they  hear  me  fay,  it  fhall  befo, 

I'th'  right  and  ftrength  o'th' Commons;  be  it  either 
For  Death,  for  Fine,  or  Banifhment,  then  let  them, 
If  I  fay  Fine,  cry  Fine;  if  Death,  cry  Death, 
Infifting  on  the  old  Prerogative 

And  power  i'th'  truth  o'trV  Caufe. <Aid.  I  will  inform  them. 

Bru.  And  when  fuch  time  they  have  begun  to  cry, 

Let  them  not  ceafe,  but  with  a  din  confus'd, 
Inforce  the  prefent  Execution 
Of  what  we  chance  to  Sentence. 

<s£d.  Very  well. 
Sic.  Make  them  be  ftrong,  and  ready  for  this  hint 

When  we  (hall  hap  to  giv't  them. Bru.  Go  about  it, 

Put  himtoCholer  ftreight,  he  hath  been  us'd 
Ever  to  conquer,   and  to  have  his  word 
Of  Contradiction.     Being  once  chaft,  he  cannot 

Be  rein'd  again  to  Temperance;  then  he  fpeaks 
What's  in  his  Heart ;  and  that  is  there,  which  looks With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

Enter  Coiolanus,  Menenius,  and  Cominius,ow>/?  others. 
Sic.  Well,   here  he  comes. 

Men.  Calmly,  I  do  befeech  you. 
Cor.  Ay,  as  an  Hoftler,  that  for  the  pooreft  peice 

Will  bear  the  Knave  by  th'  Volume: 
Th'  Honoured  Gods 

Keep 
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Keep  Rome  in  Safety,  and  the  Chairs  of  Juftiee 
Supplied  with  worthy  Men,  plant  Love  amongft  you, 
Through  our  large  Temples,  with  the  (hews  of  Peace. 

Cor.  And  not  our  Streets  with  War. 
i  Sen.  Amen,  Amen. 
Men.  A  noble  Wifh. 

Enter  the  zs£dile  with  the  Plebeians. 

Sic.  Draw  near,  ye  People. 
*s£d.  Lift  to  your  Tribunes :  Audience ; 

Peace,  I  fay. 
Cor.  Firft,  hear  me  fpeak. 
Both  Tri.  Well,  fay  :  Peace,  ho. 

Cor.  Shall  I  be  charg'd  no  further  than  this  prefent? Muft  all  determine  here  ? 
Sic.  I  do  demand, 

If  you  fubmit  you  to  the  Peoples  Voices, 
Allow  their  Officers,  and  are  content 
To  fuffer  lawful  Cenfure  for  fuch  faults 

As  (hall  be  prov'd  upon  you  ? Cor.  I  am  content. 

Men.  Lo,  Citizens,  he  fays  he  is  content : 
The  warlike  Service  he  has  done,  confider;  think 
Upon  the  Wounds  his  Body  bears,  which  fhew 

Like  Graves  i'th'  holy  Church-yard. 
Cor.  Scatchcs  with  Briars,  Scars  to  move 

Laughter  only. 
Men.  Confider  further  : 

That  when  he  fpeaks  not  like  a  Citizen, 
You  find  him  like  a  Soldier  ;  do  not  take 
His  rougher  Adions  for  malicious  Sounds  i 
Bur,  as  I  fay,  fuch  as  become  a  Soldier, 
Rather  than  envy  you. 

Com.  Well,  well,  no  more. 
Cor.  What  is  the  matter, 

That  being  part  for  Conful  with  full  Voice, 

I  am  fo  difhonour'd,  that  the  very  hour 
You  take  it  off  again  \ 

Sic.  Anfwer  to  us. 

Cor.  Say  then :  'tis  true,  I  ought  fo. 
Sic.  We  charge  you,  that  you  have  contriv'd  to  take 

From  Rome  all  feafon'd  Office,  and  to  wind Your 
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Your  felf  unto  a  Power  Tyrannical, 

For  which  you  are  a   Frairo'r  to  the  People. Cor.  How?    Trairc;  i 

Men.  Nay,  temperately  :  your  promife. 

Cor.  The  Fires  i'th'  lowed  Hell,  Fold  in  the  People: 
Call  me  their  Traitor !  thou  injurious-Tribune!   

Within  thine  Eyes  fate  twenty  thoufand  Deaths, 

In  thy  Hands  clutch'd  as  many  Millions,  in 
Thy  lying  Tongue,  both  Numbers  I  would  fay. 

Thou  lyeft  unto  thee,  with  a  Voice  as  free, 
As  I  do  pray  the  ̂ ods. 

Sic.  Mark  you  this,  People? 
All.  To  th'  Rock  with  him. 
Sic.  Peace  : 

We  need  not  put  new  Matter  to  his  Charge: 
What  you  have  feen  him  do,  and  heard  him  fpcaL 
Beating  your  Officers,  curfing  your  felves, 
Oppofing  Laws  with  Stroaks,  and  here  defying 
Thofe  whofe  great  Power  mufr.  try  him, 
Even  this  fo  Criminal,  and  in  fuch  Capital  Vindy 
Deferves  th' extrcameft  Death. 

Bru.  But  fince  he  hath  ferv'd  well  for  Rome— — 
Cor.  What  do  you  prate  of  Service  ?  . 
Bru.  I  talk  of  that,  that  know  ir. 
Cor.  You  ?   

Men.  Is  this  the  promife  that  you  made  your  Mother? 
Com.  Know,  I  pray  you.   
Cor.  1*11  know  no  farther  : 

Let  them  pronounce  the  fteep  Tarpeian  Death, 
Vagabond  Exile,  Flcaing,  pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  Grain  a  Day,  I  would  not  buy 
Their  Mercy,  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word, 
Nor  check  my  Courage  for  what  they  can  give, 

tTo  have't  with  faying,  Good  morrow. 
Sic.  For  that  he  has  ^ 

(As  much  as  in  him  lyes,)  from  time  to  time 

Envy'd  againft  the  People ;  feeking  Means 
To  pluck  away  their  Power  ;  as  now  at  lafT, 
Given  Hoftile  ftroaks,  and  that  not  in  the  prefence 
Of  dreaded  Juftice,  but  on  the  Minifters 

Jhat  do  diftribute  it.    In  the  Name  o  th'  People, 

7  A»£ 
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And  in  the  Power  of  us  the  Tribunes,  we 

(Ev'n  from  this  inftant)  banilh  him  our  City, 
In  peril  of  Precipitation 
From  off  the  Rock  Tarpeian^  never  more 

To  enter  our  Rome's  Gates.     I'th'  People's  Namei 
I  fay  it  (hall  be  fo. 

-4/T7t  fliall  be  fo,  it  (hall  be  fo:  Let  him  away? 

He's  Banifli'd,  and  it  (hall  be  fo. 
Com.  Hear  me,  my  Mafters,  and  my  common  Friends—- 
Sie.  He's  Sentenc'd :  No  more  Hearing. 
Com.  Let  me  fpeak  : 

I  have  been  Conful,  and  can  fliew  from  Rome% 
Her  Enemies  marks  upon  me.     I  do  love 

My  Country's  good,  with  a  refpecl:  more  tender, 
More  holy,  and  profound,  than  mine  own  Life, 

My  dear  Wife's  eftimate,  her  Womb's  increafe> 
And  treafure  of  my  Loyns :  Then  if  I  would 
Speak  that   . 

Sic.  We  know  your  drifr.     Speak  what  ? 
Bra.  There's  no  more  to  be  faid,  but  he  is  banifli'd 

As  Enemy  to  the  People,  and  his  Country. 
It  fliall  be  fo. 

All.  It  fliall  be  fo,  it  fliall  be  fo. 
Cor.  You  common  cry  of  Curs,  whofe  Breath  I  hate, 

As  reek  o'th*  rotten  Fenns ;  whofe  Loves  I  prize, 
As  the  dead  Carkaffes  of  unburied  Men, 
That  do  corrupt  my  Air:   I  Banifli  ycu, 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty. 
Let  every  feeble  Rumour  fliake  your  Hearts :  ^ 
Your  Enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  Plumes, 
Fan  you  into  Defpair :  Have  the  Power  flill 
To  banifli  your  Defenders,  till  at  length, 
Your  Ignorance  (which  finds  not  till  it  feels, 
Making  but  refer vation  of  your  felves 
Still  your  own  Foes)  deliver  you 
As  moft  abated  Captives,  to  fome  Nation 
That  won  you  without  Blows,  dcfpifing 
For  you  the  City.     Thus  I  turn  my  Back ; 
There  is  a  World  e!  few  here. 

[Exeunt  Coriolaniu,  Cominius,  and  others. 
[The  People  Jhottt,  and  throw  Hp  their  Caps. 

t^£dile. 
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ts£dile.  The  Peoples  Enemy  is  gone,  is  gone. 

AIL  Our  Enemyisbanifh'djheisgone.  Hoo,hoo, Sic.  Go  fee  him  out  at  Gates,  and  follow  him 

As  he  hath  followed  you ;  with  all  defpight, 
Give  him  deferv'd  vexation.     Let  a  Guard 
Attend  us  through  the  City. 

All.  Come,  come ;  lets  fee  him  out  at  the  Gates,  come* 
The  Gods  preferve  our  noble  Tribunes,  come.           \Exeuntn 
—  .  -  — -         *      

A  C  T   IV.     SCENE    I. 

SCENE  without  the  Walls  of  Rome. 

Enter  Coriolanus,  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  Menenius,  Cominius, 
with  the  young  Nobility  of  Rome. 

Cffr./^Omc,  leave  your  Tears:  A  brief  farewel:  The  Bead 
V^-/  With  many  Heads  butts  me  away.  Nay,  Mother, 

Where  is  your  ancient  Courage :  You  were  us*d 
To  fay,  Extremity  was  the  Trier  of  Spirits, 
That  common  Chances  common  Men  could  bear; 
That  when  the  Sea  was  calm,  all  Boats  alike 

Shew'd  Mafterfhip  in  floating.     Fortune's  blows 
When  moft  (truck  home,  being  gentle  wounded,  craves 

A  noble  Cunning.     You  were  us'd  to  load  me 
With  Precepts  that  would  make  invincible 

The  Heart  that  conn'd  them. 
yir.  Oh  Heavens !  O  Heavens ! 

Cor.  Nay,  I  prithee  Woman   . 
Vol.  Now  the  Red'Pefhlence  ftrike  all  Trades  in  Rome^ 

And  Occupations  periili. 
Cor.  What!  what!  what! 

I  fhall  be  lov'd,  when  I  am  lack'd.     Nay,  Mother, 
Refume  that  Spirit,  when  you  were  wont  to  fay, 
If  you  had  been  the  Wife  of  Hercules, 

Six  of  his  Labours  you'd  have  done,  and  fav'd 
Your  Husband  (o  much  Sweat.     Cominius> 
Droop  not;  Adieu:   Farewel  my  Wife,  my  Mother, 

I'll  do  well  yet.     Thou  old  and  true  Meneniu$> 
Thy  Tears  are  falter  than  a  younger  Man's, 
And  venomous  to  thine  Eyes.     My  (fometime)  Genera*, 
I  have  Oen  thee  Hero,  and  thou  haft  oft  beheld  Heart- 
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Heart-hardning  Spectacle?.     Tdl  thefe  fad  Women, 
'Tis  fond  to  wail  inevitable  ftroaks, 

As 'tis  to  laugh  at 'em.  My  Mother,  you  wotnotwell 
My  hazards  ftill  have  been  your  folace,  and 

Believ't  not  lightly,  tho'  I  go  alone, 
Like  to  a  lonely  Dragon,  that  his  Fen 

Makes  fear'd,  and  talk'd  of  more  than  feen:  Your  Son 
Will,  or  exceed  the  Common,  or  be  caught 
With  cautelous  baits  and  practice. 

FoL  My  fir  ft  Son, 
Whither  will  you  go?  Take  good  Cominius 
With  thee  a  while  ;  determine  on  fome  courfe 
More  than  a  wild  expofure,  to  each  Chance    - 

That  (tarts  i'th  way  before  thee* Cor.  O  the  Gods  I 

Com.  I'll  follow  thee  a  month,  devife  with  thee 

Where  thou  fruit  reft,  that  thou  may'fthearof  us, And  we  of  thee.     So  if  the  time  thruft  forth 

A  caufe  for  thy  Repeal,  we  fhall  not  fend 

O'er  the  vaft  World,  to  feek  a  fingle  Man, 
And  lofe  advantage,  which  doth  ever  cooJ 
I'th'  abfence  of  the  needer. 

Cor.  Fare  ye  well : 
Thou  haft  Years  upon  thee,  and  thou  art  too  full 

Of  the  War's  forfeits,  to  go  rove  with  one 
That's  yet  unbruis'd  ;  Bring  me  but  out  at  Gate. 
Come,  my  fweet  Wife,  my  deareft  Mother,  and 
My  Friends  of  Noble  touch  :  When  I  am  forth, 
Bid  me  Farewell,  and  fmile.     I  pray  you,  comes 
While  I  remain  above  the  Ground,  you  fhall 
Hear  from  me  ftill,  and  never  of  me  ought 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men.  That's  worthily 

As   any  Ear  can  bear.  Come,  let's  not  weep, If  I  could  (hake  off  but  one  feven  Years 

From  thefe  old  Arms  and  Legs,  by  the  good  Gods 

I'd  with  thee  every  foot. 
Cor.  Give  me  thy  Hand,  come.  \_Exeunil 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus,  'with  the  v£dile* 

Sic.  Bid  them  all  home,  he's  gone  ;  and  we'll  no  further. 
The  Nobility  are  vexed,  whom  we  fee  have  fided 
In  his  behalf.  .  Brttl 
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Bru.  Now  we  have  fhewn  our  Power, 
Let  us  feem  humbler  after  it  is  done. 
Than  when  it  was  a  doing. 

Sic.  Bid  them  home,  lay  their  great  Enemy  is  gong, 
And  they,  (land  in  their  ancient  ftrcngth. 

Bru.  Difmifs  them  home.     Here  comes  his  Mother. 

Enter  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  and  Menenius. 
Sic.  Let's  not  meet  her. 
Bru.   Why? 

Sic.  They  fay  (lie's  mad. 
Bm.  They  ha\e  ta'en  note  of  us  :  Keep  on  your  way. 
Vol.  Oh  y'are  well  met : 

Th'  hoorded  Plague  o'th'  Gods  requite  your  Love. 
Men.  Peace,  peace,  be  not  fo  loud. 

Vol.  If  thtt  I  could  for  weeping,  you  fhould  hear  ■    .  ■  ■■ 
Nay,  and  you  (hall  hear  fome.     Will  you  be  gone? 

Vtrg.  You  (hall  fhy  too :  I  would  I  had  the  power 
To  lay  fo  to  my  Husband. 

Sic.  Are  ycu  Mankind? 
Vol.  Ay,  Fool,  is  that  a  Shame  ?  Note  but  this  Fool, 

Was  not  a  Man  my  Father?  Hadftthou  Foxftiip 
To  banifh  him  that  (truck  more  blows  for  Rome, 

Than  thou  haft  fpoken  words   
Sic.  Oh  bleffed  Heavens  f 

Vol.  More  noble  Blows,  than  ever  thou  wifeWords, 

And  for  Rome's  good    I'll  tell  thee  what    yet  go—— 
Nay,  but  thou  (halt  flay  too    I  would,  my  Son 
Were  in  Arabia,^  and  thy  Tribe  before  him, 
His  good  Sword  in  his  Hand. 

Sic.  What  then  ? 

Vtrg.  What  then  ?  He'd  make  an  end  of  thy  Pofterity. Vol.  Baftards,  and  all. 

Good  Man,  the  Wounds  that  he  does  bear  for  Rome. 

Men.  Come,  come,  peace 
Sic.  I  would  he  had  continued  to  his  Country 

As  he  began,  and  not  unknit,  himfelf, 
The  noble  Knot  he  made. 

Bru.  I  would  he  had. 

Vol.  I  would  he  had!  *T was  you  incens'd  the  Rabble. 
)ats,  that  can  judge  as  fitly  of  his  Worth, 
Is  I  can  of  thofe  Myfteries  which  Heaven 
Vol.    IV.  Ff  WiH 
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Will  not  have  Earth  to  know. 

Bru.  Pray  let's  go. 
Vol.  Now,  pray  Sir,  get  you  gone. 

You  have  done  a  brave  deed :  B'er  you  go,  heat  this : 
As  far  as  doth  the  Capitol  exceed 
The  meaneft  Houfe  in  Rome;  fo  far  my  Son, 

This  Lady's  Husband  here,    this  (do  you  fee) 
Whom  you  have  Banifh'd,  does  exceed  you  all. 

Bru.  Well,  well,  we'll  leave  you. 
Sic.  Why  ftand  you  to  be  Baited 

With  one  that  wants  her  Wits  ?  [Ex.TribHnv. 
Vol.  Take  my  Prayers  with  you. 

I  wifli  the  Gods  had  nothing  elfe  to  do, 

But  to  confirm  my  Curfes.     Could  I  meet  'em 
But  once  a  Day  it  would  unclog  my  Heart 

Of  what  lyes  heavy  to'r. Men,  You  have  told  them  home, 

And  by  my  troth  you  havecaufe:  You'll  fup  with  me? 
Vol.  Anger's  my  Meat,  I  fup  upon  my  felf, 

And  fo  mall  ftarve  with  feeding  :  Come,  let's  go, 
Leave  this  faint  puling,  and  lament  as  I  do, 
In  Anger,  JmoJ&t :  Come,  come,  come. 
Fie,  fie,  fie.  [Exennt, 

SCENE     II.     Am'mm. 
Enter  a  Roman  and  a  Volfcie. 

Rom.  I  know  you  well,  Sir,  and  you  know  me :  Your 
Name,  I  think,  is  Adrian, 

Vol.  It  is  fo,  Sir:  truly  I  have  forgot  you. 
Rom.  I  am  a  Roman,  and  my  Services  are  as  you  are 

againft  'em.     Know  you  me  yet  ? Vol,     Ni.camr\  No. 
Rom.  The  fame,  Sir. 
Vol,  You  had  more  Beard  when  I  fa  ft  faw  you,  but 

your  Favour  is  well  appear'd  by  your  Tongue.  What's  the 
News  in  Rome  ?  I  have  a  Note  from  the  Volfcian  State  to 

find  you  out  here.   You  have  well  faved  me  a.  Day's  Journey. 
Rom.  There  hath  been  in  Rome  firange  Infurre&i- 

ons  :  The  People  i  againft  the  Senators,  Patricians,  and 
Nobles. 

Vol.  Hath  been  !  is  it  ended  then  ?  Our  State  thinks  not 

fo  5 
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in;  they  are  in  a  moft  Warlike  Preparation,and  hope  to  come 
upon  enemfin  the  heat  of  their  Divifion. 

Rom.  The  main  blaze  of  it  is  paft,  but  a  fmall  thing 
would  make  it  flime  again.  For  the  Nobles  receive  fo 
ro  heart  the  Banifhmnnt  of  that  worthy  Coriolanus,  that 

they  are  in  a  ripe  aptnefs,  to  take  all  Power  from  the  Peo- 
ple, and  to  pluck  from  them  their  Tribunes  for  ever.  This 

lies  glowing  I  can  teil  you,  and  is  almoft  mature  for  the 
violent  breaking  out. 

fcL  Coriolanus  Banifh'd  ? 
Rom.   BaniuYd,  Sir. 

Pol.  You  wiJl  be   welcome  with  this  Intelligence,   A7- 
canor. 

Rom.  The  day  ferves  well  for  them  now.  I  have  heard 

it  faid,  the  fitteft  time  to  corrupt  a  Man's  Wife,  is  when 
flic's  fallen  our  with  her  Husband.  Your  Noble  Tttllus  An- 
fiMus  will  appear  well  in  thefe  Wars,  his  great  Oppofer  Cori» 
olanut  being  now  in  no  requeft  of  his  Country. 

f^ol.  lie  cannot  chufe.  I  am  moft  fortunate,  thus  acci- 
dentally to  encounter  you.  You  have  ended  my  Bufinefs, 

and  I  will  merrily  accompany  you  home. 
R»m.  I  Hull,  between  this  and  Supper,  tell  you  mof 

frrange  things  from  Rome  ;  all  tending  to  the  good  of  their 
Adverfaries.     Have  you  an  Army  ready,  fay  you  \ 

FoL  A.  moft  Royal  one.     The  Centurions  and  their  Char- 
ges di/rm&ly  billetted  already  in  the   entertainment,  and  to 

on  foot  at  an  hour's  warning. 
Rom.   I  am  joyful  to  hear  of  their  rcadinefs,   and  am  the 

Man,  I  think,  thic  (hall  fet  them   in  prefent  A&ion.      So, 

Sir,  heart'Jy  well  mer,  and  moft  g'ad  of  your  Company.     * 
lroL  You    talce  my  part    from  me,  Sir,  I   have  the  moft 

caufe  to  be  glad  of  yours. 
Rom.  Well,  let  us  go  together.  [Exeunt* 
Enter  Coriohnus  in  mean  Apparel,  difguisd  and  muffled. 
Cor.   A  goodly  City  is  this  Antinm.    City, 

'Tis  I  that  made  thy  Widows:  Mmy  an  Heir 
Of  thefe  fair  Edifices  for  my  Wars 
Have  I  heard  groan,  and  drop  :    Then  know  me  not, 
Left  that  thy  Wives  with  Spits,  and  Boys  with  Stones, 
In  puny  Battel  flay  m?.     Save  you,  Sir/ 

Enter  a  Citizen. 

City  And  yoj.  F  f  1  Cor. 
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Cor*  Dired  me,  if  it  be  your  will,  where  great  Aufidius 
lies :    Is  he  in  Antium  ? 

Ciu  He  is,  and  Feaftsthe  Nobles  of  the  State,  at  his  Houfe 
this  Night. 

Cor.  Which  is  his  Houfe,  I  befeech  you  ? 
Cit.  This  here  before  you. 
Cor.  Thank  you,  Sir  :  Farewel.  [Exit  Citizen. 

Oh  World,  thy  flippery  turns!  Friends  now  fad:  fworn, 
Whofe  double  Bofoms  feem  to  wear  one  Heart, 
Whofe  Hours,  whofe  Bed,  whofe  Meal  and  Exercife 

Are  (till  together  ;  who  twine  (as  'twere)  in  Love, 
Unfeparable,  (hall  within  this  Hour, 
On  adiffention  of  a  Doit,  break  out 
To  bittereft:  Enmity.     So  felleft  Foes, 
Whofe  Paffions,  and  whofe  Plots  have  broke  their  Sleep 
To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  fome chance, 
Some  Trick  not  worth  an  Egg,  fhall  grow  dear  Friends, 
And  inter-join  their  Jflues.     So  with  me, 
My  Birth-place  have  I,  and  my  Lovers  left;  upon 

This  Enemy's  Town  I'll  enter,  if  he  flay  me; 
He  does  fair  Juftice  :  If  he  give  me  way, 

I'll  do  his  Country  Service.  [Exit, 

S  E  N  E  III.     A  Hall  in  Aufidius'j-  Houfe. 
Mujtck^plajs.     Enter  a  Serving-man. 

i  Ser.   Wine,  Wine,   Wine  !    What  Service  is  here?    I 
think  our  Fellows  are  afleep.  [Exit. 

Enter  another  Serving-man. 

2  Ser.  Where's  Cotm  ?  My  Matter  calls  for  him:  Cotm. 
Enter  Coriolanus.  [Exit. 

Cor.  A  goodly  Houfe ; 
The  Feaft  fmells ;  but  I  appear  not  like  a  Guefl. 

Enter  the  firfi  Serving- man. 
1  Ser.  What  would  you  have,  Friend  ?  whence  are  you  ? 

Here's  no  place  for  you  :  Pray  go  to  the  Door.  [Exit. 
Cor.  I  have  deferv'd  no  better  Entertainment,  in    being 

Coriolanus.  Enter  fecond  Servant. 
i  Ser.  Whence  are  you, Sir  t  Has  the  Porter  his  Eyes  in 

his  Head,  that  he  gives  entrance  to  fuch  Companions? 

Pray  get  you  our. 
Cor.  Away?- 
2  Ser.  Away  :  Get  )  ou  away.  Cor. 
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Cor.  Now  thou'rt  troublefom. 

2  Ser.  Are  you  fo  brave?    I'll  have  you  talk'd  with  anon. 
Enter  a  third  Servant*     The  fir  ft  meets  him. 

3  Ser.  What  Fellow's  this  ? 

1  Ser.  A  ftrange  one  as  ever  I  look'd  on:  I  cannot  geth'm 
out  o'th*  Houfe  :  Prithee  call  my  Mafter  to  him. 

3  Ser,  What  have  you  to  do  here,  Fellow  ?  Pray  you 
avoid  the  Houfe. 

Cor.  Let  me  but  ftand,  I  will  not  hurt  your  Hearth. 
3  Ser.  What  are  you  f 
Cor.  A  Gentleman. 

3   Ser.  A  marvellous  poor  one. 
Cor.  True;  To  lam. 

1  Ser.  Pray  you,  poor  Gentleman,  take  up  fome  other  Sta- 

tion, here's  no  place  for  you  ;  pray  you  avoid :   Come. 
Cor.  Follow  your  Function,  go  and  batten  on  cold  bits. 

\Pu  fJjcs  him  away  from  him* 
3.  Ser.  What,  you  will  not  ?  Prithee  tell  my  Mafter,  what 

a  ftrange  Gueft  he  has  here. 

2  Ser.   And  I  fhalJ.  [Exit  fecond  Servivg-man. 

3  Ser.  Where  dweli'ft  thou  ? 
Cor.  Under  the  Canopy, 
3  Ser.  Under  the  Canopy  ? 
Cor.  Ay. 

3  Ser.  Where's  that  ? 
Cor.  I'th'  City  of  Kites  and  Crows. 
3  Ser.  Yth*  City  of  Kites  and  Crows?  What  an  Afs  it 

is ;  then  thou  dweli'ft  witii  Daws  too? 
Cor.  No,  I  ferve  not  thy  Mafter. 
3  Ser.  How,  Sir  !  Do  you  meddle  with  my  Mafter? 

Cor.  Ay,  'tis  an  honefter  Service,  than  to  meddle  with 
thy  Miftrefs  :  Thou  prat'ft  ,  and  prat'ft  ;  ferve  with  thy 
Trencher:  Hence.  [Beats  him  awaj. 

Enter  Aufidius,  with  a  Serving-man. 
jittf.  Where  is  this  Fellow  ? 

2  Ser.  Here,  Sir  ;  I'd  have  beaten  him  like  a  Dog,  but  for 
difturbing  the  Lords  within.  fNam<  ? 

Auf.  Whence  com'ft  thou  ?  What  would'ft  thou  ?  Thy 

Why  fpeak'ft  not  ?  Speak  Man:  What's  thy  Name? 
Cor.  If,  Tullusy  not  yet  thou  know'ft  me,  and  feeing  me, 

doft  not  take  me  for  the  Man  I  am,  neceffity  commands  me 
name  my  Sel  f.  F  f  3  Auf. 
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Anf.  What  is  thy  Name  ? 
Cor.  A  Name  unmufical  to  Folfciam  Ears, 

And  harm  in  found  to  thine. 

Auf.  Say,  what's  thy  Name  ? 
Thou  haft  a  grim  appearance,  and  thy  Face 

Bears  a  Command  in't;  though  thy  Tackle's  to: 
Thou  fhew'ft  a  noble  Veffel :  What's  thy  Name? 

Cor.  Prepare  thy  Brow  to  frown;  know'ft  thou  me  not? 
Auf.  I  know  thee  not;   thy  Name? 
Cor.  My  Name  is  Cairns  Alartmsi  who  bath  done 

To  thee  particularly,  and  to  all  the  Volfcies^ 
Great  Hurt  and  Mifchief;  thereto  witnefs  may 
My  Sirname,  Coriolanus.     The  painful  Srvice, 
The  extream  Dangers,  and  the  drops  of  Blood 
Shed  for  my  thanklcfs  Country,  are  requited 
But  with  that  Sirname;  a  good  Memory 
And  witnefs  of  the  Malice  and  Difpleafure 

Which  thou  could'ft  bear  me;  only  that  Name  rems; 
The  Cruelty  and  Envy  of  the  People, 
Permitted  by  our  daftard  Nobles,  who 

Have  all  forfook  me,  hath  devour'd  the  reft  ; 
And  fuffer'd  me  by  th*  voice  of  Slaves  to  be 
Hoop'd  out  of  Rome.     Now  this  extremity 
Hath  brought  me  to  thy  Hearth,  not  out  of  hope 
f  Miftake  me  not)  to  fave  my  Life;  for  if 

I  had  fear'd  Death,  of  all  the  Men  i'trT  World 
I  would  have  voided  thee.     But  in  raeer  fpite 
To  be  full  quit  of  thofe  my  Banifntrs, 
Stand  I  before  thee  here :  Then  if  thou  haft 

A  Heart  of  wreak  in  thee,   that  wilt  revenge 
Thine  own  particular  Wrongs,  and  flop  thofe  maims 
Of  fhame  feen  through  thy  Country,  fpeed  thee  ftraigh% 
And  make  my  mifery  ferve  thy  turn  :  So  ufe  ity 
That  my  revengeful  Services  may  prove 
As  Benefits  to  thee.     For  I  will  fight 
Aeainft  my  Cankr^d  Country,  with  the  fpken 
Of  all  the  under  Fiends.     But  if  fo  be, 

Thou  darft  not  this,  and  that  to  prove  more  Fortunes 

Thou'rt  tir'd,  then  in  a  word,  I  alfo  am 
Longer  to  live  moft  weary,  and  prefent 
My  Throat  to  thee,  and  to  thy  ancient  Malice  : Which 



Coriolanus.  15)75 

Which  not  to  cut,  would  fhew  thee  but  a  Fool, 

Since  I  have  ever  follow'd  thee  with  hate, 

Drawn  Tuns  of  Blood  out  of  thy  Country's  Bread, 
And  cannot  live  but  to  thy  Shame,  unlefs 
It  be  to  do  thee  Service. 

Anf.   Oh,  Marti ttS)  Mart in sf 
Each  word  thou  haft  fpoke,  hath  weeded  from  my  Heart 
Aroot  of  anciert  Envy.     M  Jupiter 
Should  from  yon  Cloud  fpeak  Divine  things 

And  fay,  'tis  true;  I'd  not  believe  them  more 
Than  thee,  all-noble  Martius.     Let  me  twine 
Mine  Arms  about  that  Body,  where  againft 
JVIy  grained  Am  an  hundred  times  hath  broke, 

And  fcarr'd  the  Moon  with  Splinters;  here  I  deep 
The  Anvile  of  my  Sword,  and  do  conteft 
As  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  Love, 
As  ever  in  ambitious  Strength,  I  did 
Contend  againft  thy  Valour.     Know  thou,  firft 

I  lov'd  the  Maid  I  married;  never  Man 
Siqh'd  truer  Breath.     But  that  I  fee  thee  here, 
Thou  Noble  thing,  more  dances  my  rapt  Heart, 
Than  when  I  firft  my  wedded  Miftrefs  faw 
Beftride  my  Threshold.  Why,  thou  Mars,  I  tell  thee, 
We  have  a  Power  on  foot;  and  I  had  purpofe 
Okc  more  to  hew  thy  Target  from  thy  Brawn, 

Or  Jofe  mine  Arm  for't:  Thou  haft  bear  me  out 
Twelve  feveral  times,  and  I  have  nightly  fince 

Dream't  of  Encounters  'twixt  thy  felf  and  me  : 
We  have  been  down  together  in  my  Sleep, 
Unbuckling  Helms  fifting  each  others  Throat, 

And  wak'd  half  dead  with  nothing.  Worthy  Martius, 
Had  we  no  Quarrel  el/e  to  Rome,  but  that 

Thou  art  thence  banifh'd,  we  would  mufter  alt 
From  twelve  to  fevenry  ;  and  pouring  War 
Into  the  Bowels  of  ungrateful  Rome, 

Like  a  bold  Flood  o'er-bcar.     Oh  come,  go  in, 
And  take  our  Friendly  Senators  by  th*  Hands, 
Who  now  are  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  me, 

Tho  am  prepar'd  againft  your  Territories, 
'hough  not  for  Rome  it  felf. 

Ff4  Gr« 
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Cor*  You  blefs  me,  Gods. 
Atif.  Therefore,  moft  abfolute  Sir,  if  thou  wilt  have 

The  leading  of  thine  own  Revenges,  take 
The  one  half  of  my  Commiflion,  and  fet  down 

As  beft  thou  art  experienced,   fince  thou  know'ft 

Thy  Country's  Strength  and  Weaknefs,  thine  own  ways; Whether  to  knock  againft  the  Gates  of  Rome, 
Or  rudely  vifit  them  in  parts  remote, 

To  fright  them,  e'er  deftroy.     But  come  ir, Let  me  commend  thee  firft  tothofethatiliall 

Say  yea  to  thy  Defires.  A  thoufand  welcomes, 

And  more  a  Friend,  than  e'er  an  Enemy  : 
Yet,  AdartittSy  that  was  much.     Your  Hand;  moft  welcome. 

\_Excnnt. 
"Enter  two  Servants. 

i  Ser.  Here's  a  ftrange  Alteration. 
2  Ser.  By  my  Hand,  I  had  thought  to  have  ftrucken  him 

with  a  Cudgel,  ̂ andyet  my  Mind  gave  me,  his  Clothes  made 
a  falfe  report  of  him. 

'i  Ser.  What  an  Arm  he  has,  he  turn'd  me  about  with  his 
Finger  and  his  Thumb,  as  one  would  fet  up  a  Top. 

2  Ser*  Nay,  I  knew  by  his  Face  that  there  was  fomething 
in  him.     He  had,  Sir,  a  kind  of  Face,  methought   1  cannot 
tdl  how  to  term  it. 

1  Ser.  He  had  fo:  looking,  as  it  were   would  I  were  hang- 
ed but  I  thought  there  was  more  in  hirn  than  I  could  think, 

2  Ser.  So  did  I,  I'll  be  fworn  :  He  is  fimply  the  rareft  Man 
i'th'  World. 

■     i  Ser.  I  think  he  is;  but  a  greater  Soldier  than  he, 
You  wot  one. 

2  Ser.  Who,  my  Matter? 

i  Ser.  Nay,  it's  no  matter  for  that. 2  Ser.  Worth  fix  on  him. 

i  Ser.  Nay,  not  fo  neither;  but  I  take  him  to  be  thegreat- 
er  Soldier. 

2  Ser.  Faith,  look  you,  one  cannot  tell  how  to  fay  that;  for 
the  defence  of  a  Town,  our  General  is  excellent. 

i  Ser.  Ay,  and  for  an  AfTault  too. 
Enter  a  third  Servant. 

iSer.  OhSlaves,  I  can  tell  you  News ;  News,  you  Rafcals. 
Both. 
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Both.  What,  what,  what?  Let's  partake. 
3  Ser.  I  would  not  be  a  Roman  of  all  Nations ;  I  had  as 

Lieve  be  a  condemn'd  Man. 
Both.  Wherefore?  wherefore? 

3  Ser.  Why  here's  he  that  was  wont  to  thwack  our  Gene- 
ral, Cat  us  Martins. 

i  Ser.  Why  do  you  fay,  thwack  our  General? 

3  Ser.  I  do  not  lay  thwack  our  General,  but  he  was  al- 
ways good  enough  for  him. 

i  Ser.  Come,  we  are  Fellows  and  Friends;  he  was  ever  too 

hard  for  him,  I  have  heard  him  fay  fo  himfelf. 
i  Ser*  He  was  too  hard  for  him  directly,  to  fay  the  Troth 

on't  ;  before  Coriolus,  he  fc otcht  him  and  notcht  him  like  a 
Carbonado. 

z  Ser.  And,  had  he  been  Cannibal'y  given,  he  might  have 
boil'd  and  eaten  him  too. 

i  Ser.   But  more  of  thy  Nev/s. 
3  Ser.  Why  he  is  fo  made  on  here  within,  as  if  he  were 

Son  and  Heir  to  Mars:  Set  at  upper  end  o'th' Table  ;  no 
Queftion  askt  him  by  any  of  the  Senators,  but  they  ftand 
bald  before  him.  Our  General  himfelf  makes  u  Miftrefs 

of  him,  fan£Ufies  himfelf  with's  Hands,  and  turns  up  the 
white  o'th*  Eye  to  his  Difcourfe.  But  the  bottom  of  the 
News  is,  our  General  is  cut  i*th*  middle,  and  but  one  half 
of  what  he  was  ycfterday.  For  the  other  has  half,  by  the 

intreaty  and  grant  of  the  whole  Table.  He'll  go,  he  fays, 
and  fowle  the  Porter  of  Rome  Gates  by  th'  Ears.  He  will 
mow  down  all  before  him,  and  leave  his  palTage  poll'd. 

2  Ser.  And  he's  as  like  to  do't  as  any  Man  I  can  imagine. 
3  Ser.  Do't!  hewilldo't:  For  look  you,  Sir,  he  has  as  ma- 
ny Friends  as  Enemies;  which  Friends,  Sir,  as  it  were,  durft 

not  (look  you,  Sir,)  fhew  themfelves  fas  we  term  ix)  his 

Friends,  whilft  he's  in  Dire&itude. 
i  Ser.  Dire&itude  !  What's  that  ? 
3  Ser.  But  when  they  fhall  fee,  Sir,  his  Crefl  up  again,  and 

the  Man  in  Blood,  they  will  out  of  their  Burroughs  (like 
Conies  after  Rain  J  and  revel  all  with  him. 

i  Ser.  But  when  goes  this  forward  ? 

3  Ser.  To  Morrow,  to  Day,  prefently,  you  fhall  have  the 

Drum  ftruck  up  this  Afternoon :  5Tis  as  it  were  a  parcel  of 
their  Feaft,  and  to  be  executed  e'er  they  wipe  their  Lips. 2  Ser* 



i  <)  7  8  Coriolanus. 

2  Ser.  Why  then  we  fhall  have  a  ftirring  World  again  • 
This  Peace  is  worth  nothing,  but  to  ruft  Iron,  encreafe 
Tailors,  and  breed  Ballad-makers. 

i  Ser.  Let  me  have  War,  fay  I,  it  exceeds  Peace,  as  far  as 

Day  does  Night,  it's  fprightly  walking,  audible,  and  full  of 
vent.  Peace  is  a  very  Apoplexy,  Lethargy,  mull'd,  deaf, 
fleepy,  infenfible,  a  getter  of  more  Baftard  Children,  than 
Wars  a  deftroyer  of  Men. 

2  Ser.  'Tis  fo,  and  as  Wars  in  fome  fort  may  be  faid  to  be 
a  Ravifher,  fo  it  cannot  be  denied,  but  Peace  is  a  great  ma- 

ker of  Cuckolds. 

i  Ser.  Ay,  and  it  makes  Men  hate  one  another. 
3  Ser.  Reafon,  becaufe  they  then  lefs  need  one  another: 

The  Wars  for  my  Mony.  I  hope  to  fee  Romans  as  cheap 
as  Pblfcians.     They  are  rifing,  they  are  rifing. 

Both.  In,  in,  in,  in.  [Exeunt , 

SCENE    IV.     Rome. 
Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Sic.  We  hear  not  of  him,  neither  need  we  fear  him, 
His  Remedies  are  tame :  the  prefent  Peace 
And  Quietnefs  of  the  People,  which  before 
Were  in  wild  hurry.     Here  do  we  make  his  Friends 
B!ufh,that  the  World  goes  well ;   who  rather  had, 

Though  they  themfelves  did  fuffer  by't,  behold 
Diffentious  Numbers  peftring  Streets,  than  fee 
Oar  Tradefmen  linging  in  their  Shops,  and  going 
About  their  Functions  friendly. 

Enter  M  en  en  i  us. 

Bru.  We  flood  to't  in  good  time.     Is  this  Menenim  t 
Sic.  'Tis  he,  'tis  he :  O  he  is  grown  moft  kind  of  late  : Hail,  Sir. 
Men.  Hail  to  you  both. 
Sic  Your  Coriolanus  is  not  much  mill,  but  with  his  Friends  ; 

the  Commonwealth  doth  ftand,  and  fo  would  do,  were  he 
more  angry  at  it. 

Men.  All's  well,  and  might  have  been  much  better,  if  he 
could  have  temporiz'd. 

Sic.  Where  is  he,  hear  you? 
Men.  Nay,  I  hear  nothing  : 

His  Mother  and  his  Wife  hear  nothing  from  him. 
Enter 
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Enter  three  or  four  Citizens, 
All.  The  Gods  preferve  you  both. 

Sic.  Good-e'en,  Neighbours. 
Bru.  Good-e'en  to  you  all,  good-e'en  to  you  all. 
i  Cit.  Our  Selves,  our  Wives,  and  Children,  on  our  Knees 

Are  bound  to  pray  for  you  both. 
Sic.  Live  and  thrive. 

Bru.  Farewel,  kind  Neighbours : 

We  wiiht  Coriolanus  had  lov'd  you,  as  we  did. 
All.  Now  the  Gods  keep  you. 
BothTri.  Farewel,  farewel.  \Exennt  Citizens* 
Sic.  This  is  a  happier,  and  more  comely  time, 

Than  when  thefe  Fellows  ran  about  the  Streets, 

Crying,  Confufion. 
Bru.  Cat  us  Martins  was 

A  worthy  Officer  i'th'  War,  but  Infolcnt, 
O'ercome  with  Pride,  Ambitious  paft  all  thinking, 
SJf-loving. 

Sic.  And  affecting  one  fole  Throne,  without  afliftance. 
Men.  I  think  not  fo. 

Sic.  We  mould  by  this  to  all  our  Lamentation, 
If  he  had  gone  forth  Conful,  found  it  fo. 

Bru.   The  Gods  have  well  prevented  it,  and  Rome 
Sits  fafe  and  ftill  without  him. 

Enter  tALdile. 

ts£dilc.  Worthy  Tribune?, 
There  is  a  Slave,  whom  we  have  put  in  Prifon, 
Reports  the  Polfcies,  with  two  feveral  Powers, 
Are  entred  in  the  Roman  Territories, 
And  with  the  deepeft  Malice  of  the  War, 

Deftroy  what  lyes  before  'em. 
Men.  'Tis  Aufidins, 

Who  hearing  of  our  Martins\  Banifhmenr, 
Thrufts  forth  his  Horns  again  into  the  World, 

Which  were  In-mell'd,  when  Martins  flood  for  Rome, 
And  durft  not  once  peep  our. 

Sic.  Come,  what  talk  you  of  Martins  ? 
Bru.  Go  fee  this  Rumourer  whipr,  it  cannot  be, 

The  Volfcies  dare  break  with  us. 
Men.  Cannot  be  ! 

We  have  Record  that  very  well  it  can, 

And 
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And  three  Examples  of  the  like  have  been 
Within  my  Age.     But  reafon  with  the  Fellow 
Before  you  punifh  him,  where  he  heard  this, 
Left  you  (hall  chance  to  whip  your  Information, 
And  beat  the  Meffenger,  who  bids  beware 
Of  what  is  to  be  dreaded. 

Sic.  Tell  not  me :  I  know  this  cannot  be. 

Bru*  Not  poffible. 
Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef  The  Nobles  in  great  Earneftnefs  are  going 
All  to  the  Senate-haufe  ;  fome  News  is  come 
That  turns  their  Countenances. 

Sic*  'Tis  this  Slave: 

Go  whip  him  'fore  the  Peoples  Eyes:  Hisraifing; 
Nothing  but  his  Report. 

Mef.  Yes,  worthy  Sir. 

The  Slave's  Report  is  feconded,  and  more, More  fearful  is  delivered. 
Sic.  What  more  fearful  ? 

Mef.  It  is  fpoke  freely  out  of  many  Mouths, 
How  probable  I  do  not  know,  that  Martini 

Join'd  with  AufidiHsy  leads  a  Power  'gainft  Rome3 
And  vows  Revenge  as  fpacious,  as  between 
The  youngeft  and  oldefl  thing. 

Sic.  This  is  mod  likely. 

Bru.  Rais'd  only,  that  the  weaker  fort  may  wifh 
Good  Marti  us  home  again. 

Sic.  The  very  trick  on't. 
Men,  This  is  unlikely, 

He  and  Aufidius  can  no  more  atone, 

Than  violent'ft  Contrariety. 
Enter  Meffenger. 

Mef.  You  are  fent  for  to  the  Senate : 
A  fearful  Army,  led  by  Cairn  Manias, 
Aflbciated  with  Au$dimy  rages 
Upon  our  Territories,  and  have  already 

O'er-born  their  way,  confum'd  with  Fire,  and  took 
What  lay  before  them. 

Enter  Cominius. 

Com.  Oh,  you  have  made  good  work. 

Mm*  - 
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Men.  What  News?  What  News? 

Com.  You  have  holp  to  ravifh  your  own  Daughters,  and 
To  melt  the  City  Leads  upon  your  Pates, 
To  fee  your  Wives  difhonourdto  yourNofes. 

Men.  What's  the  news?  What's  the  news? 

Com.  Your  Temples  burn'd  in  their  Cement,  and 
Your  Franchifes,  whereon  you  flood,  confin'd 

Into  an  Auger's  bore. 
Afen.  Pray  now  the  News? 

You  have  made  fair  work,  I  fear  me:  pray,  your  news? 
If  Martini  fhould  be  joyned  with  the  Foljcians. 

Com.  If?    He  is  their  God,  he  leads  them  like  a  thing 
Made  by  fome  other  Deity  than  Nature, 
Tint  fhapes  Man  bwtter;  and  they  follow  him 

Againftus  Brat.r,  with  no  lefs  Confidence, 
Than  Boys  purfuing  Summer  Butter-flies, 
Or  Butchers  killing  Flies. 

Alen.  You  have  made  good  work, 
You  and  your  Apron  men;  you  that  flood  fo  much 
Upon  the  Voice  of  Occupation,  and 
The  Breath  of  Garlick-earers. 

Com.  He'll  fhake  your  Rome  about  your  Ears. 
Men.  As  Hercules  did  fhake  down  mellow  Fruit : 

You  have  made  fair  work. 

Em.  But  is  this  true,  Sir  ? 

Com.  Ay,  and  you'll  look  pale 
Before  you  find  it  other.     All  the  Regions 
Do  fmilingly  revolt,  and  who  refills 

Are  mock'd  for  valiant  Ignorance, 
And  perifh  conftant  Fools:  Who  is'c  can  blame  him? 
Your  Enemies  and  his  find  fomething  in  him. 

Men.  We  are  all  undone,  unlefs 

The  Noble  Man  have  Mercy. 
Com.  Who  fhall  ask  it  ? 

The  Tribunes  cannot  do't  for  fhame;  the  People 
Deferve  fuch  pity  of  him,  as  the  Wolf 

Do's  of  the  Shepherds:  For  his  beft  Friends,  if  they 
Shou'd  fay,  be  good  to  Rome,  they  charg'd  him,  evcnf 
As  thofe  fliould  do  that  had  deferv'd  his  Hate, 
And  therein  fhew'd  like  Enemies. AS*** 
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Me.  'Tis  true,  if  he  were  putting  to  my  Houfe,  the  Brand 
That  would  confume  it,  I  have  not  the  Face 

To  fay,  befeech  you  ceafe.     You  have  made  fair  Hands, 
You  and  your  Crafts!  you  have  crafted  fair ! 

Com.  You  have  brought 
A  trembling  upon  Rome,  fuch  as  was  never 
So  incapable  of  help. 

Tri.  Say  not  we  brought  it. 

Men.  How  ?    Was't  we  \  We  lov'd  him ; 
But,  like  Beafts  and  cowardly  Nobles, 
Gave  Way  unto  your  Cluftets,  who  did  hoot 

Him  out  o'th'  City. Com.  But  I  fear 

They'll  roar  him  in  again.     ThIIhs  Aufidim, 
The  fecond  Name  of  Men,  obeys  his  points 
As  if  he  were  his  Officer  :   Defperation, 
Is  all  the  Policy,  Strength,  and  Defence 
That  Rome  can  make  againft  them. 

Enter  a  Troo-p  of  Citizens 
Men.  Here  come  the  Clutters.  «   

And  is  Aufidius  with  him?  —You  are  they 
That  made  the  Air  unwholfome,  when  you  caft 
Your  (linking,  greafie  Caps,  in  hooting 

At  Coriolanns\  Exile.     Now  he's  coming, 
And  not  a  Hair  upon  a  Soldiers  Head 
Which  will  not  prove  a  Whip  :  as  many  Coxcombs 
As  you  threw  Caps  up,  will  he  tumble  down, 

And  pay  you  for  your  Voices.     'Tis  no  matter, 
If  he  fhou'd  burn  us  all  into  one  Coal, 
We  have  deferv'd  it. 

Omnes.  Faith,  we  hear  fearful  News. 
i  Cit.  For  mine  own  part, 

When  I  faidbanifh  him,  I  faid  'twas  Pity. 2  Cit.  And  fo  did  I. 

3  Cit.  And  fo  did  I;  and  to  fay  the  truth,  fo  did  very 

many  of  us ;  that  we  did,  we  did  for  the  beft :  And  tho'  we 
willingly  confented  to  his  Banimment,  yet  it  was  againft 
©ur  Will. 

Com.  Y'are  goodly  things;  you  Voices!  •>  ■   ■'.. 
Men.  You  have  made  you  good  work, 

You  and  your  Cry,    Sjialfs  to  the  Capitol? 
Com* 
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Com.  Oh,  Ay,  what  elfe?  [Exennu 

Sic.  Go,  Mailers,  get  you  Home,  be  no  difmaid. 

Thefe  are  a  Side,  that  wou'd  be  glad  to  have 
This  true,  whch  they  fo  feem  to  fear,     Go  Home 

And  fhew  no  fign  of  Fear 

i   Cit.  The  Gods  be  good  to  us:    Come,  Mailers,  let's 

Home.  I  ever  faid  we  were  i'th'  wrong,  when  we  banifli'd him. 

2   Cit.  So  did  we  all;  but  come,  let's  Home.       [Ex.  Cit* 
Bru.  I  do  not  like  this  News. 
Sic.  Nor  I. 

Br  ft.  Let's  to  the  Capitol ;  would  half  my  Wealth 
Would  buy  this  for  a  Lie 

Sic.  Pray  let's  go.  [ExetmtTribmes. 

S  C  E  N   E     V.     A  Camp. 
Enter  Aufidius  with  his  Lieutenant. 

Auf.  Do  they  (till  flie  to  th'  Roman\ 
Lien.  I  do  not  know  what  Witchcraft's  in  him  ;  but 

Your  Soldiers  ufe  him  as  the  Grace  'fore  Meat, 
Their  talk  at  Table,  and  their  thanks  at  end  > 

And  you  are  darkened  in  this  Action,  Sir, 
Even  by  your  own. 

Auf.  I  cannot  help  it  now, 
Unlets,  by  ufing  means,  I  lame  the  Foot 
Of  our  Defigri.     He  bears  himfelf  more  proudly 
Even  to  my  Perfon,  that  I  thought  he  would 
When  firft  I  did  embrace  him.    Yet  his  Nature 

In  that's  no  Changeling,  and  I  muft  excufe What  cannot  be  amended. 
Lieu.  Yet  I  wifh,  Sir, 

(I  mean  for  your  particular,)  you  had  not 

Join'd  in  Commiflion  with  him;  but  either  have  born 
The  ad  ion  of  your  felf,  or  elfe  to  him  had  left  it  foleJy. 

Auf.  I  underftand  thee  well,  and  be  thou  fine, 
When  he  fhall  come  to  his  accpunr,  he  knows  not 
What  I  can  urge  againfl:  him,  although  it  feems 
And  fo  he  thinks,  and  is  no  lefs  apparent 

To  th*  vulgar  Eye,  that  he  bears  all  things  fairly, 
And  fhews  good  Husbandry  for  the  Volfcian  State* 
.Fights  Dragon-like,  and  does  atchieve  as  foon 
As  draw  his  Sword:  Yet  he  hath  left  undone 

That 
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That  which  fhall  break  his  Neck,  or  hazard  mine, 

When  e'er  we  come  to  our  Account. 

Lien.  Sir,  I  befeech  you,  think  you  he'll  carry  Rome  t 
Auf,  All  places  yield  to  him  e'er  he  fits  down, 

And  the  Nobility  of  Rome  are  his: 
The  Senators  and  Patricians  love  him   too  : 

The  Tribunes  are  no  Soldiers;  and  their  People 
Will  be  as  rafh  in  the  repeal,  as  hafly 

To  expel  him  thence.   I  think  he'll  be  to  Rome, 
As  is  the  Afpray  to  the  Fifh,  who  takes  it 
By  Soveraignty  of  Nature.   Firft,  he  was 
A  noble  Servant  to  them,  but  he  could  not 

Carry  his  Honours  even ;  whether  'twas  Pride, 
Which  out  of  daily  Fortune  ever  taints 
The  happy  Man;  whether  defect  of  Judgment, 
To  fail  in  the  difpofing  of  thofe  Chances 
Which  he  was  Lord  of ;  or  whether  Nature, 
Not  to  be  other  than  one  thing,  not  moving 

From  th'  Cask  to  th'  Cuftiion,  but  commanding  Peace 
Even  with  the  fame  aufterity  and  garb, 

As  he  controll'd  the  War.   But  one  of  thefe, 
f  As  he  hath  fpices  of  them  allj  not  all, 

For  I  dare  fo  far  free  him,  made  him  fear'd, 
So  hated,  and  fo  banifh'd;  but  he  has  a  Merit 
To  choak  it  in  the  utt  ranee  :  So  our  Virtues, 

Lye  in  th'  interpretation  of  the  time, 
And  Power,  unto  it  felf  moft  commendable, 
Hath  not  a  Tomb  fo  evident  as  a  Chair 

T'extol  what  it  hath  done. 
One  Fire  drives  out  one  Fire;  one  Nail,  one  Nail; 

Rights  by  Rights  fouler,  Strengths  by  Strengths  do  fail. 

Come  let's  away  ;  when,  Cains,  Rome  is  thine, 

Thou  art  poor'ft  of  all,  then  (hortly  art  thou  mine. 

\JExemt. 

ACT 
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ACT    V.     SCENE    L 

SCEN  E  Rome. 

Enter  Menenius,  Cominius,  Sicinius,  Brutus,  tvith  others* 

Men.  XJO,  I'll  not  go  :  You  hear  what  he  hath  faid 
jLN   Which  was  fometime  his  General ;  who  lov'd  hirrt 

In  a  moft  dear  particular.     He  call'd  me  Father: 
But  what  o'that  ?  Go  you  that  baniih'd  him, 
»A  mile  before  his  Tenr,  fall  down

  and  kneel 

The  way  into  his  Mercy  :  Nay,  if  he  coy'd 
To  hear  Cominius  fpeak,  I'll  keep  at  home. Com.  He  would  not  feem  to  know  me* 

Men.  Do  you  hear  ? 
Com.  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  me  by  my  NarrteS 

I  urg'dourold  acquaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  bled  together.     Coriolannsy 
He  would  not  anfwer  to  ;    forbad  all  Names* 
He  was  a  kind  of  Nothing,  Titlelefr, 

"Till  he  had  forg'd  himfelf  a  Name  o'th'  Fire 
Of  burning  Rome. 

Men.  Why,  fo ;  you  have  made  good  work  i 

A  pair  of  Tribunes,  that  have  wrack 'd  for  Rome* 
To  make  Coals  cheap:  A  noble  Memory. 

Com.  I  minded  him,  how  Royal 'twas  to  pardon 
When  it  was  Ms  expe&ed.     He  reply 'd, It  was  a  bare  Petition  of  a  State 

To  one  whom  they  had  punim'd* 
Men.  Very  well,  could  he  fay  lefs  ? 

Com.  I  offer'd  to  awaken  his  regard 
For's  private  Friends.     His  anfwer  to  me  wa<* 
Hej^ould  not  (lay  to  pick  them,  in  a  pile 

Ofnoifom  mufty  Chaff.     He  faid,  'twas  folly. 
For  one  poor  grain  or  two,  to  leave  unburnt 

,  And  ftill  to  nofe  the  Offence. 
Men.  For  ohe  poor  grain  or  two  ? 

lam  one  of  thofe  :  his  Mother,  Wife,  his  Child, 
And  this  brave  Fellow  too  :  we  are  the  Grains, 
You  are  the  mufty  Chaff,  and  you  are  fmelt 
Above  the  Moon*     Wemuft  be  burnt  for  you* 
Vol  IV*  Gg  Sie 
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Sic.  Nay,  pray  be  patient :  If  you  refufe  your  aid 
In  this  fo  never-needed  help,  yet  do  not 
Upbraid  us  with  our  Diftrefs.     But  fure  if  you 

Would  be  your  Country's  Pleader,  your  good  Tongue, 
More  than  the  inftant  Army  we  can  make, 
Might  flop  our  Country-man. 

Men.  No  :  Fll  not  meddle. 

Sic.  Pray  you  go  to  him. 
Men.  What  mould  I  do  ? 

Bm.  Only  make  trial  what  your  Love  can  da 
For  Rome,  towards  Martins. 

Men.  Well,  and  fay  that  Martins  return  me, 

As  Cominim  return'd,  unheard  :  what  then  \ 
But  as  a  discontented  Friend,  grief-lhot 

With  his  unkindnefs.     Say't  be  fo  \ 
Sic.  Yet  your  good  will 

Muft  have  that  thanks  from  Rome,  after  the  meafure 
As  you  intended  well. 

Men.  1*11  undertake  it  r 

I  think  he'll  hear  me.     Yet  to  bite  his  lip. 
And  hum  at  good  Cominim \  much  unhearts  me. 

He  was  not  taken  well,  he  had  not  din'd. 
The  Veins  unfilfd,  our  Blood  is  cold,  and  then 
We  powt  upon  the  Morning,  are  unapt 

To  give  or  to  forgive;  but  when  we  have  fluff  *d 
Thefe  Pipes,  and  thefe  Conveyances  of  our  Blood 
With  Wine  and  feeding,  we  have  fuppler  Souls 
Than  in  our  Prieft-like  Fafts :  therefore  I'll  watch  him 
'Till  he  be  dieted  to  my  requeft, 
And  then  1*11  fet  upoa  him. 

Bra.  You  know  the  very  Rode  into  his  Kindnefs, 
And  cannot  lofe  your  way. 

Men.  Good  faith,  I'll  prove  him, 
Speed  how  it  will.    I  fhall  e'er  long  have  knowledge 
Of  my  fuccefs.  {Exit. 

C&pi.  He'll  never  hear  him.         Sic.  Not  ? 
Com.  I  tell  you,  he  does  fit  in  Gold,  his  Eye 

Red  as  'twould  burn  Rome ;  and  his  Injury 

The  Goaler  to  his  Pity.    I  kneel'd  before  him, 

Twas  very  faintly  he  faid,  Rife  :  difmifs'd  me 
Thus  with  his  fpeechlefs  hand.    What  he  would  £o 
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He  fent  in  Writing  after  me  ;  what  he  would  nor, 

Bound  with  an  Oath  to  yield  to  his  Conditions  8 

So  that  all  hope  is  vain,  unlefshis  noble  Mother, 

And  his  Wife  (who  as  I  hear)  mean  to  follicit  him 

For  Mercy  to  his  Country:  therefore  let's  hence, And  with  our  fair  Intreaties  hafte  them  on,  [Exeunt* 

SCENE     II.     A  Camp. 
Enter  Menenius  to  the  Watch  or  Guard. 

1  Wat.  Stay  :  whence  are  you  ? 
2  Wat.  Stand,  and  go  back. 

Men.  You  guard  like  Men,  'tis  well.     But  by  your  leave 
I  am  an  Officer  of  State,  and  come  to  fpeak  with  Coriolanus. 

i  Watch.  From  whence  ?  Men.  From  Rome. 

i  Wat.  You  may  not  pafs,  you  muft  return  :  our  General will  no  more  hear  from  thence. 

i  Wat.  You'll  fee  your  Rome  embrac'd  with  Fire,  before 
You'll  fpeak  with  Coriolanus. 

Men.  Good  my  Friends, 
If  you  have  heard  your  General  talk  of  Rome, 
And  of  his  Friends  there,  it  is  Lots  to  Blanks, 

My  Name  hath  touched  your  Ears ;  it  is  Menenius. 
i  Wat.  Be  it  fo,  go  back :  the  virtue  of  your  Name 

Is  not  here  paffable. 
Men.  I  tell  thee,  Fellow, 

Thy  General  is  my  Lover  :  I  have  been 
The  Book  of  his  good  Ads,  whence  Men  have  read 

His  Fame  unparallell'd,  happily  amplified  : 
For  I  have  ever  verified  my  Friends, 

(Of  whom  he's  Chief)  with  all  the  fize  that  verity 
Would  without  lapfing  fuflFer :  Nay,  fometimes. 
Like  to  a  Bowl  upon  a  fubtil  ground 
I  have  tumbled  pad  the  throw;   and  in  his  praife 

Have,  almoft,  ftamp'd  the  Leafing.     Therefore,  Fellow* 
I  muft  have  leave  to  pafs, 

i  Wat.  Faith,  Sir,  if  you  had  told  as  many  lies  in  his  be- 
half, as  you  have  utterM  words  in  your  own,  you  mould 

not  pafs  here  :  no,  though  it  were  as  virtuous  to  lie,  as  to 
live  chaftly.     Therefore  go  back. 

Men.  Prithee,  Fellow*  remember  my  Name  i§  Menenius% 
always  Fa&ionary  on  the  party  of  your  General. 

G  g  2  %  W*t. 
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i  Wat.  Howfoever  you  have  been  his  Liar,  as  you  fay 
you  have ;  I  am  one  that  telling  true  under  him,  muft  fay 
you  cannot  pafr.     Therefore  go  back. 

Men.  Has  he  din'd,  can'ft  thou  telH  Fori  would  not 

fpeak  with  him  'till  after  Dinner. 
i  Wat.  You  are  a  Roman,  are  you  ? 
Men,  I  am,  as  thy  General  is. 
i  Wau  Then  yon  fhould  hate  Rome,zshe  does.  Can  you, 

when  you  have  pufh'd  out  of  your  Gates  the  very  Defender 
of  them,   and  in  a  violent  popular  ignorance,   given  your 
Enemy  your  Shield,  think  to  front  his  Revenges  with  the 
ealle  Groans  of  old  Women,   the  Virginal  Palms  of  your 
Daughters,  or  with  the  palfied   interceflion  of  fuch  a  de- 

cay^ Dotard,  as  you  feem  to  be  ?  Can  you  think  to  blow 
out  the  intended  Fire  your  City  is  ready  to  flame  in,  with 

fuch  weak  Breath  as  this?  No,  you  are  deceiv'd,  therefore 
back  to  Rome,  and  prepare  for  your   Execution  :    you  are 

condemn'd,  our  General  has  fworn  you  out  of  Reprieve  and Pardon. 

Men.  Sirrah,  if  thy  Captain  knew  I  were  here, 
He  would  ufe  me  with  Eftimation. 

i  Wat.  Come,  my  Captain  knows  you  not. 
Men.  I  mean  thy  General. 
i  Wat.  My  General  cares  not  for  you.  Back,  I  fay,  go ; 

left  I  let  forth  your  half  Pint  of  Blood.    Back,  that's   the 
utmoft  of  your  having,  back. 

Men.  Nay,  but  Fellow,  Fellow. 
Enter  Coriolanus  with  Aufidius. 

Cor.  What's  the  Matter  ? 
Men.  Now  you  Champion;  111  fay  an  Errant  for  you; 

you  (hall  know  now  that  I  am  in  Eftimation;  you  fhall 
perceive,  that  a  Jack-gardant  cannot  Office  me  from  my 
Son  CoriolanuSy  guefs  but  my  Entertainment  with  him  ;  if 

thou  ftand'ft  not  i'th'  State  of  Hanging,  or  of  fome  Death 
more  long  in  Spectator/hip,  and  crueller  in  fu  fferir.g,  be- 

hold now  prefenrly,  and  fwoon  for  what's  to  come  upon 
thee.  The  glorious  Grds  fit  in  hourly  Synod  about  thy 
particular  profperity,  and  love  the6  no  worfe  than  thy  old 
Father  Mtnenim  does.  O  my  Son,  my  Son  !  thou  art  pre- 

paring Fire  for  us ;  look  thee,  here's  Water  to  qnench  ir. 
I   was  hardly  mov'd  to  come  to  thee  j  but  being  aflured none 
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one  but  my  felf  could  move  thee,  I  have  been  blown 
out  of  our  Gates  with  fighs,  and  conjure  thee  to  pardon 
Rome,  and  thy  petitionary  Countrymen.  The  good  Gods 
aflwage  thy  wrath,  and  turn  the  Dregs  of  it  upon  this 
Varlet  here  :  This,  who  like  a  Block  hath  denied  my  Ac- 
cefs  to  thee   

Cor.  Away. 
Men.  How,  away  ? 
Cor.  Wife,  Mother,  Child,  I  know  not.    My  Affairs 

Are  fervanted  to  others  :  Though  I  owe 
My  Revenge  properly,  my  Remiffionlyes 
In  Volfcian  Breafts.  That  we  have  been  familiar, 
Ingrate  forgetfulnefs  iliall  poifon,  rather 
Than  pity  :  Note  how  much,   therefore  begone. 
Mine  Ears  againft  your  Suits  are  ftronger  than 
Your  Gates  againft  my  Force.  Yet  for  I  loved  thee, 
Take  this  along,  I  writ  it  for  thy  fake, 
And  would  have  fent  it.     Another  word,  Menemus^ 
I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak.     This  Man,  u4tifiditts, 

Was  my  belov'd  in  Rome  ;  yet  thou  behold'ft  ■ 
Anf.  You  keep  a  conftant  temper  {Exmnu 

Manent  the  Guard  and  Menenius. 

1  Wat.  Now,  Sir,  is  your  name  Menen'tm  ? 
2  Wat.  'Tis  a  Spell  you  fee  of  much  Power  : 

You  know  the  way  home  again. 
i  Wat.  Do  you  hear  how  we  are  fhent  for  keeping 

your  Greatnefs  back  ? 
2  Wat.  What  Caufe  do  you  think  I  have  to  fwoon? 
Men.  I  neither  care  for  xti  World,  nor  your  General  : 

for  fuch  things  as  you,  I  can  fcarce  think  there's  any,  y'are 
fo  (lght.  He  that  hath  a  will  to  die  by  himfelf,  fears  it 
not  from  another  :  Let  your  General  do  his  word.  For 
you,  be  that  you  are,  long;  and  your  Mifery encreafe  with 
your  Age.   I  fay  to  you,  as  I  was  faid  to,  Away.     [Exit. 

i  Wat.  A  noble  Fellow,  I  warrant  him. 

i  Wat.  The  worthy  Fellow  is  our  Genera).  He's  the 
Rock,  the  Oak  not  to  be  wind-fhaken.  [Exit  Watch. 

Enter  Coriolanus  and  Aufidius. 
Cor.  We  will  before  the  Walls  of  Rome  to  morrow 

Set  down  our  Hoft.   My  Partner  in  this  Action, 

You  muft  report  to  th'  Volfcian  Lords  how  plainly 
I  have  born  this  Bufinefs.  Gg  3  jinf. 
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Auf.  Only  their  Ends  you  have  refpefied  ;f  ftopt 
Your  Ears  againft  the  general  Suit  of  Rome  : 
Never  admitted  a  private  Whifper,  no  not  with  fuch  Frien^k 
That  thought  them  fure  of  you. 

Cor.  This  laft,  old  Man,  . 

Whom  with  a  crack'd  Heart  I  have  fent  to  Rome, 
Lov'd  me  above  the  meafure  of  a  Father; 
Nay,  (Sodded  me  indeed.     Their  lateft  Refuge, 
Was  to  fend  him,  for  whofe  old  Love,  I  have 

fTho'  I  fliew'd  fow'ry  to  himj  once  more  offer'd 
The  firft  Conditions,  which  they  did  refufe, 
And  cannot  now  accept,  to  grace  him  only. 
That  thought  he  could  do  more  :  A  very  little 
I  have  yielded  to.     Frefh  Embaflie,  and  Suits, 
Nor  for  the  State,  nor  private  Friends  hereafter 
Willi  lend  Ear  to.  Ha!  whatiliout  is  this?     [Shout  within^ 
Shall  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  my  Vow 
In  the  fame  time  'tis  made  ?  I  will  not. 

Enter  Virgilia,  Volumnia,  Valeria,  young  Martius,  -with 
Attendants* 

My  Wife  comes  foremoft,  then  the  honour'd  Mould 
Wherein  this  Trunk  was  fram'd,  and  in  her  Hand 
The  Grand-child  to  her  Blood.  But  our  Affection, 
AH  Bond  and  Privilege  of  Nature  break  ; 
Let  it  be  Virtuous,  to  be  Obftinate. 

What  is  that  Court'fie  worth?  Or  thofe  Dove's  Eyes, Which  can  make  Gods  forfworn?  I  melt,  and  am  not 
Of  ftronger  Earth  than  others:  My  Mother  bows, 
As  if  Olympm  to  a  Mole- hill  lhould 
In  Supplication  nod,* and  my  young  Boy 
Hath  anafpe&of  Interceffion,  which 
Great  Nature  cries,  Deny  not.     Let  the  Vblfcies 

.Plough  Rome,  and  harrow  Italy ;  I'll  never 
Be  fuch  a  Gofling  to  obey  Ir. flinch  :  But  ftand 
As  if  a  Man  were  Author  of  himfelf,  and  knew  no  other  Kin. 

Fir.  My  Lord  and  Husband 
Cor,  Thefe  Eyes  are  not  the  fame  I  wore  in  Rome. 

Vlrg.  The  Sorrow  that  delivers  us  thus  chang'd, 
Makes  you  think  fo. 

Cor.  Like  a  dull  Ador  now,  I  have  forgot  my  Parr, 
And  I  am  out^even  to  a  full  Difgrace.       ft  of  my  Flefh, 

Forgive 
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forgive  my  Tyranny,  but  do  not  fayi 
For  that  forgive  our  Romans*     O  a  Ktfs 
Long  as  my  Exile,  fweet  as  my  Revenge ! 
Now  by  the  jealous  Queen  of  Heaven,  that  Kifs 
I  carried  from  thee,  Dear  ;  and  my  true  Lip 

Hath  Virgin'd  it  e'er  fince.  You  Gods,  I  pray  to  you, 
And  the  moft  noble  Mother  of  the  World 

Leave  unfaluted  :  Sink  my  Knee  i'th'  Earth;  [Kneels. 
Of  the  deep  Duty,  more  Impreflion  (hew 
Than  that  of  common  Sons. 

Vol.  Oftandup  bleft! 
Whilft  with  no  fofter  Cum  ion  than  the  Flint, 
I  kneel  before  thee,  and  unproperly 

Shew  Duty  as  miftaken  all  the  while,  \Kneels. 
Between  the  Child  and  Parent. 

Cor.  What's  this  ?  Your  Knees  to  me?  i 
To  your  Corrected  Son  \ 
Then  let  the  Pebbles  on  the  hungry  Beach 
Fillop  the  Stars :  Then,  let  the  mutinous  Winds 

Strike  the  proud  Cedars  'gainft  the  fiery  Sun  : 
Murd'ring  impoflibility  to  make 
What  cannot  be,  flight  work. 

Vol  Thou  art  my  Warrior,  I  hope  to  frame  thee. 
Do  you  know  this  Lady  \ 

Cor.  The  noble  Sifter  of  Poplicola  : 
The  Moon  of  Rome,  Chaft  as  the  Ificle, 

That's  curdied  by  the  Froft  from  pureft  Snow, 
And  hangs  on  Dian's  Temple  :  Dear  ValeriA—' 

Vol.  This  is  a  poor  Epitome  of  yours, 

Which  by  th'  interpretation  of  full  time, 
May  ihew  like  all  your  fclf. 

Cor.  The  God  of  Soldiers, 
With  the  con  fen  t  of  fupream  Jove*  inform 

Thy  Thoughts  with  Noblenefs,that  thou  may'fl;  prove 
To  Shame  unvulnerable,  and  ftrike  i'th*  Wars, 
Like  a  great  Sea-mark,  (landing  every  flaw, 
And  faving  thofe  that  Eye  thee, 

Vol.  Your  Knee,  Sirrah.  J& 

Cor.  That's  my  brave  Boy. 
Vol.  Even  he,  your  Wife,  this  Lady,  and  my  felf, 

Are  Suiters  to  you. 

G  g  4  Qr. 
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Co  \  I  befeech  you,  Peace  : 

Or  5.  you'd  ask,  remember  this  before; 
The  iW.ng  I  ha.c  forworn  to  grant,  may  never 
B~  h.  Id  riy  you  denial.     Do  not  bid  me 
Pifmif-  my  Soldiers,  or  Capitulate 
Aqaiii  with  Rome's  Mtchanicks.     Tell  me  not 
Wherein  I  feem  unnatural  :  Defire  not  t'  allay 
My  Rages  and  Revenges,  with  your  colder  Reafons* 

Vol.  Oh,  no  more  :  No  more  ; 

You  have  faid  you  will  not  grant  us  any  thing : 
F or  we  have  nothing  elfe  to  ask,  but  that 
Which  you  deny  already  :  Yet  we  will  ask, 
That  if  you  fail  in  our  requeft,  the  blame 
Miy  hang  upon  your  hardnefs;  therefore  hear  us. 

Cor.  Aufidws,  and  you  Volfcies} mark;  for  we'll 
Hear  nought  from  Rome  in  private.  Your  Requeft  ? 

Vol.  Should  we  be  fiient  and  not  fpeak,  our  Raiment 
And  ftate  of  Bodies  would  bewray  what  Life 
We  have  led  fince  thy  Exile.    Think  with  thy  felf, 
How  more  unfortunate  than  living  Women 
Are  we  come  hither;  fince  that  thy  fight,  which  mould 
Make  our  Hearts  flow  with  Joy, Hearts  dance  with  Comforts* 
Con  drains  them  weep,  and  (hake  with  Fear  and  Sorrow, 
Making  the  Mother,  Wife,  and  Child  to  fee, 
The  Son,  the  Husband,  and  the  Father  tearing 

His  Country's  Bowels  out  ;   And  to  poor  we, 
Thine  Enmity's  rnoft  Capital :  Thou  barr'ft  us 
Our  Prayers  to  the  Gods,  which  is  a  comfort 
That  all  but  we  enjoy.     For  how  can  we? 
Alas  I  how  can  we,  for  our  Country  pray, 
Whereto  we  are  bound?  Together  with  thy  Victory, 
Whereto  we  are  bound?  Alack,  or  we  muft  lofe 

The  Country,  our  dear  Nurfe,  or  elfe  thy  Perfon 
Our  comfort  in  the  Country,     We  muft  find 

An  eminent  Calamity,  tho'  we  had 
Our  wifli,  which  fide  (hou'd  win.     For  either  thou 
Muft,  as  a  Foreign  Recreant  be  led 
Wirh  Manacles  through  our  Streets,  or  e^fe 

Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  Country's  Ruin, 
And  bear  tfoe  Palm?  for  having  bravely  ftied 
T^y  Wfe  and  Childrens  Blood  ?  For  my  feJf,  Son* 
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I  purpofe  not  to  wait  on  Fortune,  'till Thefe  Wars  determine  :  If  I  cannot  perfwade  thee 
Rather  to  mew  a  noble  grace  to  both  parts, 
Than  feek  the  end  of  one ;  thou  (halt  no  fooner 
March  to  aflault  thy  Country,  than  to  tread 

(Truft  to't,  thou  fhall  not;  on  thy  Mother's  Womb 
That  brought  thee  to  this  World. 

Vtrg.  Ay,  and  mine  too,  thatbrought  you  forth  this  Boy, 
To  keep  your  Name  living  to  Time. 

Boy.  A  fhall  not  tread  on  me  :  I'll  run  away 
Till  I  am  bigger,  but  then  I'll  fight. 

Cor.  Not  of  a  Woman's  tendernefs  to  be, 

Requires  no  Child,  nor  Woman's  Face  to  fee  : 
I  have  fate  too  long. 

Vol.  Nay,  go  not  from  us  thus  : 
If  it  were  fo,  that  our  Requeft  did  tend 
To  fave  the  Romans,  thereby  to  deftroy 
The  VolfcieSy  w  hom  you  ferve,  you  might  condemn  us, 
As  poyfonous  of  your  Honour.     No,  our  fuit 
Is  that  you  reconcile  them  :  While  the  Volfcies 

May  fay,  this  Mercy  we  have  (hew'd;  the  Romans 
This  we  receiv'd,  and  each  in  either  fide 
Give  the  All-hail  to  thee,  and  cry,  be  bleft 
For  making  up  this  Peace.  Thouknow'ft,  Great  Son, 
The  end  of  War's  uncertain  :  but  this  certain, 
That  if  thou  conquer  Rome,  the  benefit 
Which  thou  malt  thereby  reap,  is  fuch  a  Name, 

Whofe  repetition  will  be  dogg'd  with  Curfes: Whofe  Chronicle  thus  writ,  The  Man  was  Noble 

But  with  his  laft  Attempt,  he  wip'd  it  out, 
Deftroy 'd  his  Country,  and  his  Name  remains 
To  th'  enfuing  Age,  abhorr'd.  Speak  to  me  Son  : 
Thou  haft  affe&ed  the  five  Grains  of  Honour, 
To  imitate  the  Graces  of  the  Gods. 

To  tear  with  Thunder  the  wide  Cheeks  o'th'  Air, 
And  yet  to  change  thy  Sulphur  with  a  Bolt, 
That  fhould  but  rive  an  Oak.     Why  doft  not  fpeak  ? 

Think'ft  thou  it  Honourable  for  a  Noble  Man 
Still  to  remember  Wrongs?  Daughter,  fpeak  you : 
He  cares  not  for  your  weeping.    Speak  thou, Boy, 
Perhapj  thy  Childimnefs,  will  move  him  more. 

Then 
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Than  can  our  Reafons.  There  is  no  Man  in  the  World 

More  bound  to's  Mother,  yet  here  he  lets  me  prate 
Like  one  i'th*  Stocks.     Thou  haft  never  in  thy  Life, 
Shew'd  thy  dear  Mother  any  Curtefie, 
When  ihe  (poor  Hen)  fond  of  no  fecond  Brood, 

Has  cluck'd  thee  to  the  Wars,  and  fafely  home 
Loaden  with  Honour.     Say  my  Requeft's  unjuft, 
And  fpurn  me  back:  But  if  it  be  not  fo, 
Thou  art  not  Honeft,  and  the  Gods  will  plague  thee 

That  thou  reftrain'ft  from  me  the  Duty,  which 
To  a  Mother's  part  belongs.     He  turns  away  ; 
Down  Ladies;  let  us  fhame  hirn  with  our  Knees9 

To  his  Sir-name,  Coriolantts,  'longs  more  Pride, 
Than  Pity  to  our  Prayers.     Down ;  and  end, 
This  is  the  laft.     So,  we  will  home  to  Rome, 

And  die  among  our  Neighbours  :  Nay,  behold's. 
This  Boy,  that  cannot  tell  what  he  would  have, 
But  kneels,  and  holds  up  Hands  for  Fellowfhip, 
Does  reafon  our  Petition  with  more  Strength, 

Than  thou  haft  to  deny't.     Come,  let  us  go  : This  Fellow  had  a  Volfcian  to  his  Mother; 
His  Wife  is  in  Coriolus,  and  his  Child 
Like  him  by  chance;  yet  give  us  out  Difpatch  : 

I  am  huftit  until  our  City  be  afire,  and  then  I'll  fpeak  a  little* 
{Holds  her  by  the  Hand,  feUm. 

Cor.  O  Mother,  Mother  ! 
What  have  you  done  ?   Behold,  the  Heavens  do  opes 
The  Gods  look  down,  and  this  unnatural  Scene 
They  laugh  at.     Oh,  my  Mother,  Mother :  Oh  ! 
You  have  won  a  happy  Vi&ory  to  Rome. 
But  for  your  Son,  believe  it,  Oh  believe  it, 

Moft  dangeroufly  you  have  with  him  prevailed, If  not  moft  Mortal  to  him.    But  let  it  come:   

jiufidms,  though  I  cannot  make  true  Wars, 
111  frame  convenient  Peace,    Now,  good  jinfidius^ 
Were  you  in  my  ftead,  would  you  have  heard 
A  Mother  lefs  ?  Or  granted  lefs,  Attfidim  ? 

Anf.  I  was  mov'd  withal* 
Cor.  I  dare  be  fworn  you  were  ; 

And,  Sir*  it  is  no  little  thing  to  make 
Mine  Eyes  to  fwtat  Compaflion.    But,  good  Sir, What 
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What  Peace  you'll  make,  advife  me  :  For  my  parr, 
I'll  not  to  Rome,  I'll  back  with  you,  and  pray  you 
Stand  to  me  in  this  Caufe.     O  Mother!  Wife  J 

jiuf.  I  am  glad  thou  haft  fet  thy  Mercy,  and  thy  Honour 

A  difference  in  thee;  out  of  that  I'll  work  \_Afide. 
My  fclf  a  former  Fortune. 

Cor.  Ay,  by  and  by;  but  we  will  drink  together; 
And  you  ftiall  bear  [To  Vol,  Virg,  &c. 
A  better  witnefs  back  than  words,  which  we 
On  like  Conditions,  will  have  counter-feaPd. 
Come,  enter  with  us  :   Ladies,  you  deferve 
To  have  a  Temple  built  you:  All  the  Swords 
In  Italy,  and  her  Confederate  Arras 
Could  not  have  made  this  Peace,  [Exemt, 

SCENE    III.     Rome. 
Enter  M  en  en  i  us  and  Sicinius, 

Men.  See  you  yond  Coin  o'th' Capitol,  yond  Corner  Stone? 
Sic.  Why,  what  of  that? 
Men.  If  it  be  pofljhle  for  you  to  difplace  it  with  your 

little  Finger,  there  is  fome  hope  the  Ladies  of  Rome,  efpe- 
daily  his  Mother,  may  prevail  with  him.  But  I  fay,  there 

is  no  hope  in't,  our  Throats  are  fentene'd,  and  ftay  upon Execution. 

Sic.  Is't  poffible  that  fo  fliort  a  time  can  alter  the  condi- tion of  a  Man. 

Men.  There  is  difference  between  a  Grub  and  a  Butterfly, 
yet  your  Butterfly  was  a  Grub;  this  Martins  is  grown  from 

Man  to  Dragon:  He  has  Wings,  he's  more  than  a  creeping 
thing. 

Sic.  He  lov'd  his  Mother  dearly. 
Men.  So  did  he  me :  And  he  no  more  remembers  his 

Mother  now,  than  an  eight  years  old  Horfe.  The  tartnefs 
of  his  Face  fours  ripe  Grapes.  When  he  walks,  he  moves 
like  an  Engine,  and  the  Ground  (h rinks  before  his  Treading. 
He  is  able  to  pierce  a  Corflet  with  his  Eye  :  Talks  like  a 
Knell,  and  his  hum  is  a  Battery.  He  fits  in  his  State  as  a 

thing  made  for  Alexander.  What  he  bids  be  done  is  finifh'd 
with  his  bidding.  He  wants  nothing  of  a  God,  but  Eter« 
pity,  and  a  Heaven  to  Throne  in. 

Sic.  Yes,  tyercy,  if  you  report  him  truly, 
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Men.  I  paint  him  in  the  Character.  Mark  what  Mercy 
his  Mother  fhall  bring  from  him  ;  there  is  no  more  Mercy 
in  him,  than  there  is  Milk  in  a  Male-Tyger;  that  ihall  our 
poor  City  find ;  and  all  this  is  long  of  you. 

Sic.  The  Gods  be  good  unto  us. 
Men.  No,  in  fuch  a  cafe  the  Gods  will  not  be  good  unto 

us.  When  we  baniflfd  him,  we  refpe&ed  not  them:  And 
he  returning  to  break  our  Necks,  they  refpeft  not  us. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Sir,  if  you'd  fave  your  Life  flye  to  your  Houfe,, 
The  Plebeians  have  got  your  Fellow-Tribune, 
And  hale  him  up  and  down,  all  fwearing,  if 
The  Roman  Ladies  bring  not  Comfort  home, 

They'll  give  him  Death  by  Inches. 
Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

Sic.  What's  the  News  \ 

Mef.  Good  News,  good  News,  the  Ladies  have  prevail'd, 
The  Volfcians  are  diflodg'd,  and  Martins  gone: 
A  merrier  Day  did  never  yet  greet  Rome, 

No,  not  th'Expulfionof  the  Tarqttins. Sic.  Friend,  art  thou  certain  this  is  true  ? 

Is't  moft  certain  ? 
Mef.  As  certain  as  I  know  the  Sun  is  Fire : 

Where  have  you  lurk'd,  that  you  make  doubt  of  it? 
Ne'er  through  an  Arch  fo  hurried  the  blown  Tide, 
As  the  recomforted  through  th*  Gates.     Why,  hark  you. 

[Trumpet sy  Hautboy  sy  Drums  beaty  all  together. 
The  Trumpets,  Sackbuts,  Tfaltefies  and  Fifes, 
Tabors  and  Cymbals,  and  the  fh outing  Romans 
Make  the  Sun  dance.     Hark  you.  [jj  floout  within. 

Men.  This  is  good  News : 
I  will  go  meet  the  Ladies.     This  Volumnia 
Is  worth  of  Confuls,  Senators,  Patricians, 
A  City  full:  Of  Tribune?,  fuch  as  you, 

A  Sea  and  Land  full ;  you  have  pray'd  well  to  Day: 
This  Morning,  for  ten  thoufand  of  your  Throats, 
Td  not  have  given  a  doit.     Hark  how  they  joy. 

[Sound  fiill  with  the  Shouts. Sic.  Firft,  the  Gods  blefs  you  for  your  Tidings : 
Next,  accept  my  Thankfulnefs. 
Mef  Sir,  we  have  all  great  caufe  to  give  great  thanks 
Sic.  They  are  near  the  City?  Mef 
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Mef.  Almoft  at  point  to  enter. 

Sic.  We'll  meet  them,  and  help  the  Joy^  [Exeunt. 
Enter  two  Senator s,  with  Ladies  paffmg  over  the  Stage  with 

other  Lords. 

Sen.  Behold  our  Patronefs,  the  life  of  Rome : 

Call  all  your  Tribes  together,  praife  the  Gods, 
And  make  triumphant  Fires,  ftrew  Flowers  before  them: 

Unfhout  the  Noife  that  banifli'd  Martius\ 
Repeal  him  with  the  welcome  of  his  Mother: 
Cry,  welcome,  Ladies,  welcome. 

All.  Welcome  Ladies,  welcome.  [Exeunt. 
\A  F lour  i ft  with  Drums  and  Trumpets. 

SCENE    IV.     Antium. 
Enter  Tullus  Aufidius,  with  Attendants. 

Auf.  Go  tell  the  Lords  o'th'  City,  I  am  here  .♦ 
Deliver  them  this  Paper:  Having  read  it, 

Bid  them  repair  to  th'  Market-place,  where  I 
Even  in  theirs,  and  in  the  Commons  Ears, 
Will  vouch  the  truth  of  it.     Him  I  accufe 

The  City  Ports  by  this  hath  enter'd,  and 
Intends  t'  appear  before  the  People,  hoping 
To  purge  himfelf  with  words.     Difpatch. 

Enter  three  or  four  Confpirators  of  AufidiusV/W#/0//. 
Moft  welcome. 

1  Con.  How  is  it  with  our  General  ? 

Auf.  Even  fo,  as  with  a  Man  by  his  own  Alms  impoy- 

fon'd,  and  with  his  Charity  flain. 
1  Con.  Moft  noble  Sir,  if  you  do  hold  the  fame  intent, 

Wherein  you  wifrYd  us  Parties;  we'll  deliver  you 
Of  your  great  danger. 

Auf.  Sir,  I  cannot  tell, 
We  muft  proceed  as  we  do  find  the  People. 

3  Con.  The  People  will  remain  uncertain,  whilft 

'Twixt  you  there's  difference;  but  the  fall  of  either Makes  the  Survivor  Heir  of  all. 
Auf  I  know  it; 

And  my  pretext  to  ftrike  at  him  admits 

A  good  Conftruction.     I  rais'd  him,  and  I  pawn'd 
Mii  e  Honour  for  his  Truth ;  who  being  fo  heighten'd, 
He  water'd  his  new  Plants  with  dews  of  Flattery, Seducing  fo  my  Friends ;  and  to  this  end,  He 
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He  bow'd  his  Nature,  never  known  before* 
But  to  be  rough,  unfwayable,  and  free, 

3  Con.  Sir,  his  Stoutnefs 
When  he  did  ftand  for  Conful,  which  he  loft 

By  lack  of  (looping   
Auf  That  I  would  have  fpoke  of: 

Being  banifh'd  for't,  he  came  unto  my  Hearth, 
Prefented  to  my  Knife  his  Throat ;  I  took  him, 
Made  him  joint  Servant  with  me;  gave  him  way 
In  all  his  own  defires;  nay,  let  him  chufe 
Out  of  my  Files,  his  Projects  to  accomplifh, 

My  beft  and  freflieft  Men  ;  ferv'd  his  Defignments 
In  mine  own  Perfon ;  hop'd  to  reap  the  Fanw 
Which  he  did  make  all  his;  and  took  fome  Pride 

To  do  my  felf  this  wrong;  'till  at  the  laft, 
I  feem'd  his  Follower,  not  Partner ;  and 

He  wag'd  me  with  his  Countenance,  as  if 
I  had  been  Mercenary. 

i  Con.  So  he  did,  my  Lord : 

The  Army  marvell'd  at  it,  and  in  the  laft, 
When  he  had  carried  Rome,  and  that  we  Jook'd 
For  no  lefs  Spoil,  than  Glory —   

Auf.  There  was  it ; 
For  which  my  Sinews  ihall  be  ftretcht  upon  him  t 
At  a  few  drops  of  Womens  Rtaum,  which  are 
As  cheap  as  Lies,  he  fold  the  Blood  and  Labour 
Of  our  great  A&ion  ;  therefore  mall  he  dye, 
And  I'll  renew  me  in  his  fall.     But  hark. 

[Drums  and  Trumpets  found,  'with  great  jhouts  of  the  People* 
i  Con.  Your  Native  Town  you  enter'd  hkeaPoft, 

And  had  no  welcomes  home,  but  he  returns 

Splitting  the  Air  with  Noife. 
z  Con.  And  patient  Fools, 

Whofe  Children  he  hath  (lain,  their  bafe  Throats  tear 

With  giving  him  Glory. 
3  Con*  Therefore  at  your  vantage* 

E'er  he  exprefs  himfelf,  or  move  the  People 
With  what  he  would  fay,  let  him  feel  your  Sword* 
Which  we  will  fecond,  when  he  lies  along, 

After  your  way,  his  Tale  pronounc'd*  fliall  bury 
His  Reafons  with  his  Body* 

A*f 
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Auf,  Say  no  more,  here  come  the  Lords. 
Enter  the  Lords  of  the  City, 

All  Lords.  You  are  moft  welcome  home. 

Auf,  I  have  not  deferv'd  it. 
But,  worthy  Lords,  have  you  with  heed  perus'd 
What  I  have  written  to  you  §  ft,: 

All.  We  have. 

1  Lord,  And  grieve  to  hear  it. 
What  Faults  he  made  before  the  laft,  I  think 
Might  have  found  eafie  Fines:  But  there  to  end, 
Where  he  was  to  begin,  and  give  away 
The  benefit  of  our  Levies,  anfwering  us 
With  our  own  Charge,  making  a  Treaty  where 
There  was  a  yielding ;  this  admits  no  excufe. 

Auf.  He  approaches,  you  mall  hear  him. 
Enter  Coriolanus  marching  with  Drum  and  Colour sy   the 

Commons  being  with  him. 

Cor,  Hail,  Lords,  I  am  return'd,  your  Soldier ; 
No  more  infefted  with  my  Country's  love, 
Than  when  I  parted  hence,  but  ft  ill  fubfifting 
Under  your  great  Command.     You  are  to  know, 
That  profperoufly  I  have  attempted,  and 
With  bloody  paffage  led  your  Wars,  even  to 
The  Gates  ofjiome :  Our  Spoils  we  have  brought  home 
Doth  more  than  Counterpoife  a  full  third  part 
The  charges  of  the  Adion.     We  have  made  Peace 
With  no  lefs  Honour  to  the  Antiates9 

Than  Shame  to  th*  Romans :  And  we  here  deliver, 
Subfcrib'd  by  th*  Confute  and  Patricians, 
Together  with  the  Seal  o'th*  Senate,  what 
We  have  Compounded  on. 

Auf,  Read  it  not,  Noble  Lords, 
But  tell  the  Traitor  in  the  higheft  degree 

He  hath  abus'd  your  Powers. Cor,  Traitor!— —How  now  ? 

Auf,  Ay,  Traitor,  Martius, 
Cor,  Martius]   

Auf  Ay,  Martius,  Cains  Martius ;  doftthou  think 
HI  grace  thee  with  that  Robbery,  thy  ftoln  name 
Coriolanus  in  Coriolus  ? 

You  Lords  and  Head  o'th*  State,  perfidioufly 

Ht 
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He  has  betray*d  your  Bufinefs,  and  given  up, 
For  certain  drops  of  Salt,  your  City  Rome% 
I  fay  your  City,  to  his  Wife  and  Mother, 
Breaking  his  Oath  and  Refolution  like 
A  twift  of  rotten  Silk,  never  admitting 

Counfel  o'th'  War;  but  at  his  Nurfe's  Tears 
He  whin'd  and  roar'd  away  your  Victory, 
That  Pages  bluftVd  at  him,  and  Men  of  Heart 

Look'd  wondring  each  at  other. 
Cor.  Hear'ft  thou,  Mars* 
Auf.  Name  not  the  God,  thou  Boy  of  Tears* 
Cor.  Ha!   
Attf.  No  more. 
Cor*  Meafurelefs  Liar,  thou  haft  made  my  Heart 

Too  great  for  what  contains  it.     Boy!  O  Slave!— 

Pardon  me,  Lords,  'tis  the  firft  time  that  ever 

I  was  forc'd  to  fcold.     Your  Judgments,  my  grave  Lords, 
M  ift  give  this  Cur  the  Lie;  and  his  own  Notion, 
Who  wears  my  ftripes  impreft  upon  him,  that 
Mi  ft  bear  my  beating  to  his  Grave,  mail  join 
Tothruft  the  Lie  unto  him. 

i  Lord.  Peace  both,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 
Cor.  Cut  me  to  pieces,  Volfcies^  Men  and  Lads, 

Srain  all  your  edges  in  me.    Boy!  falfe Hound!— 

If  you  have  writ  your  Annals  true,  'tis  there, 
That  like  an  Eagle  in  a  Dove  coat,  I 

Flutter'd  your  Vblfcies  in  Coriolttu 
Alone  I  did  it.    Boy  !— 

Auf.  Why,  Noble  Lords, 
Will  you  be  put  in  mind  of  his  blind  Fortune, 
Which  was  your  Shame,  by  this  unholy  Braggart* 

'Fore  your  own  Eyes  and  Ears? 
Ail  Con.  Let  him  dye  for't. 
Alt  People.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  do  it  prefently  i 

He  ktll'dmy  Son,  my  Daughter,  he  kill'd  my  Coufin 
MarctiSy  he  kill'd  my  Father. 

2  Lord.  P^ace,  ho— no  outrage   peace 
The  Mai  is  noble,  and  his  Fame  folds  in 

This  Orb  o'th*  Earth;  his  laft  Offences  to  us 
Shall  have  judicious  hearing.     Stand,  AuftditiS) 
And  trouble  not  the  Peace.  VI 
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Cor.  O  that  I  had  him,  with  fix  AnfidiHJfes^  or  bore ; 
His  Tribe;  to  ufe  my  lawful  Sword 

Auf.  Infolent  Villain. 
Ail  Con.  Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill  him. 

[The  Confpirators  all  draw,  and  kill  M artius,  %>h$ 
falls,  and  Aufidius  flands  on  him* 

Lords.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold. 

Auf.  My  Noble  Lords,  bear  me  fpeak. 
1  Lord.  O,  ThIIuS'       <  ■ 
1  Lord.  Thou  haft  done  a  deed,  whereat 

Valour  will  weep. 

3  Lord.  Tread  not  upon  him—- Matters  all,  be  quiet, 
Puc  up  your  Swords. 

Auf.  My  Lords, 
When  you  fhall  know  fas  in  this  Rage 

Provok'd  by  him,  you  cannot)  the  great  danger 
Which  this  Man's  Life  did  owe  you,  you'll  rejoice 
That  he  is  thus  cut  off.     Pleafe  it  your  Honours 

To  call  me  to  your  Senate,  I'll  deliver 
My  felf  your  Loyal  Servant,  or  endure 
Your  heavieft  Cenfure. 

1  Lord.  Bear  from  hence  his  Body, 
And  mourn  you  for  him.     Let  him  be  regarded 

As  the  mod  Noble  'Coarfe,  that  ever  Herald 
Did  follow  to  his  Urn. 

z  Lord,  H  s  own  impatience 
Takes  from  Aufidius  a  great  part  of  blame : 
Let's  make  the  oeft  of  it. 

Auf.  My  Rage  is  gone, 
And  I  am  flruck  wirh  Sorrow  :  Take  him  uji : 

Help  three  o'th'  chiefeft  Soldiers;  I'll  be  one. 
Beat  thou  the  Drum  that  it  fpeak  mournfully  : 
Trail  your  fteel  Pikes.     Though  in  this  City  he 
Hath  widowed  and  unchilded  many  a  one. 
Which  to  this  hour  bewail  the  Injury, 
Yet  he  fhall  hive  a  Noble  memory.     Affifr. 

[Exeunt,  bearingthe  Body  <?/Martius.  A  deafyftrcb founded* 
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Dramatis   Perfonse. 
MEN- 

SAturninus,   Son  to  the  late  Emperor  of  Rome, 

and  afterwards  declared  Emperor  himfelf 
Baffianus,  Brother  to  Saturninus,    in  Love  with 

Lavinia. 

Titus  Andronicus,  a  Noble  Roman  General  againji 
the  Goths. 

Marcus  Andronicus,  Tribune  of  the    Teople,  and 
Brother  to  Titus. 

Marcus,  ̂  

^min  us'>  Sons  to  Titus  Andronicus. 
Mutius,  «J 
Toung  Lucius,    a  Boy>  Son  to  Lucius. 

Alarbus,    "J> 
Chiron,      ̂   Sons  to  Tamora. 
Demetrius,  ̂  

Aaron,  a  Moor,  Belov'd  by  Tamora. 

WOMEN. 

Tamora,  §}ueen  of  the  Goths,  and  afterwards  Mar* 
ried  to  Saturninus. 

Lavinia,  daughter  to  Titus  Andronicus. 

Senators j  Judges^  Officer  s>  Soldiers^  and  other  At- 
tendants. 

SCENE  Rome,  and  the  Country  near  it. 

Titus 
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ACT  I.    SCENE    I 

SCENE   Rome. 

Enter  the  Tribunes  and  Senators  aloft, as  in  theSenate. 
Enter  Saturninus  and  his  Followers  at  one  'Door, 
and  Baffianus and  his  Followers  at  the  other,  with 
'Drum  and  Colours. 

SATVRNLNVS. 

Oble  Patricianr,  Patrons  of  my  Right, 
Defend  the  Juftice  of  my  Caufe  with  Arms.  1 
And  Country-men  and  loving  Followers, 
Plead  my  fucceflive  Title  with  your  Swordsf 
I  was  the  firft-born  Son  of  him  that  laft 
Wore  the  Imperial  Diadem  of  Rome: 

Then  let  my  Father's  Honours  live  in  me, 
Nor  wrong  mine  Age  with  this  Indignity, 

Baf.  Romans,  Friends,  Followers, 
Favourers  of  my  Right ; 
If  ever  BaJJianus,  Cafafs  Son, 
Were  gracious  in  the  Eyes  of  Royal  Rome, 
Keep  then  this  paflage  to  the  Capitol ; 
And  furTer  not  Difhonour  to  approach 

H  h  S  Th*  Im* 
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Th*  Imperial  Scat  to  Virtue,  Confecrate 
To  Juftice,  Continence,  and  Nobility: 
But  let  Defert  in  pure  Election  (Time; 

And,  Romans,  6gbt  for  Freedom  in  your  Choice. 
Enter  Marcus  Andronicus  aloft  with  the  Crown. 

M*ir.  Princes  that  ftriveby  Factions  and  by  Friends, 
Ambitioiifly  for  Rule  and  Empery; 
Know,  that  the  People  of  Rome,  for  whom  we  (land 
A  fpecial  Party,  have  by  Common  Voice, 
In  Election  for  the  Roman  Empery, 

Chofcn  Andron'icii,  Sur-oaroed  Pius, 
For  many  good  and  great  deferts  to  Rome. 
A  Nobler  Man,  a  braver  Warrior, 

Lives  not  this  day  within  our  City  Walls. 
He  by  the  Senate  is  accited  home, 
From  weary  Wars  againft  the  barbarous  Goth, 
That  with  his  Sons  (a  terror  to  our  Foes) 

Hath  yoak'd  a  Nation  ftrong,  train'd  up  in  Arms. 
Ten  Years  are  fpent  fince  nrjft  he  undertook 
This  Caufe  cf  Rome,  and  chaftifed  with  Arms 

Our  Enemies  Pride.  Five  times  he  hath  return'd 
Bleeding  to  Rome,  bearing  his  valiant  Sons 
In  Coffins  from  the  Field. 

And  now  at  laft,  laden  with  Honour's  Spoils, 
Returns  the  good  Andronicus  to  Ro?nc> 
Renowned  Titus,  flourilhing  in  Arm?. 
Let  us  intreat,  by  Honour  of  his  Name, 
Whom  (worthily)  you  would  have  now  fucceed, 

And  in  the  Capitol  and  Senate's  Right, 
Whom  you  pretend  to  Honour  and  Adore, 
That  you  withdraw  you,  and  abate  your  Strength  ; 
Difrmfs  your  Followers,  and  as  Suiters  mould, 
Plead  your  Deferts  in  Peace  and  Humbknefs, 

Sat.  How  fair  the  Tribune  fpeaks, 
To  calm  my  Thoughts; 

Baf.  Afar chs  Andronicus,  fo  I  do  affie 

In  thy  Uprighcnefs  2nd  Integrity  : 
And  fo  I  Love  and  Honour  thee  and  thine  ; 
Thy  Noble   Brother  Titus,  and  his  Sons, 
And  her  (to  wPk  m  our  Thoughts  are  humbled  all) 

Gracious  Lxvinia,  Rome's  rich  Ornament, That 
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That  I  will  here  difmifs  my  loving  Friends; 
And  to  my  Fortunes,  and  the  Peoples  Favour, 

Commit  my  Caufe  in  ballance  to  be  weigh'd. [E.y.  Solditrs* 
Sat.  Friends  that  have  been 

Thus  forward  in  my  Right, 
I  thank  you  all,  and  here  difmifs  you  all ; 
And  to  the  Love  and  Favour  of  my  Country* 
Commit  my  Self,  my  Perfon,  and  the  Caufe: 
Rome,  be  as  juft  and  gracious  unto  me, 
As  I  am  confident  and  kind  to  thee. 

Open  the  Gates,  and  let  me  in. 
Baf.  Tribunes,  and  me,  a  poor  Competitor. 

[They  go  up  into  the  Senate- Hon  ft 
Enter  a  Captain. 

Cap.  Romans,  make  way:  The  good  Andronicuiy 

Patron  of  Virtue,  Rome's  bed  Champion, 
Successful  in  the  Battels  that  he  fights, 
With  Honour  and  with  Fortune  is  returnV, 
From  whence  he  circumfcribed  with  his  Sword, 
And  brought  to  yoke  the  Enemies  of  Rome. 

Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets,  and  thenenter  Mutius  and  Mir* 

cus  .*  After  them^  two  Men  bearhig  a  Co  fin  cover' d  with 
blacky',  then  Q lintus and  Lucius.  After  them  Titus  An- 
dronicus;  and  then  Tamora,  the  Queen  of  Goths,  Alarbus* 
Chiron  and  Demetrius,  with  Aaron  the  Moor,  Prifoners, 
Soldiers,  and  other  Attendants.  They  fit  down  the  Coffin^  and 
Titus  [peaks. 

Tit.  Hail,  Rome, 
Victorious  in  thy  mourning  Weeds  ! 

Loe,  as  the  Bark  that  hath  difcharg'd  her  Freight, 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  Bay, 

From  whence  at  firft  fhe  weigh'd  her  Anchorage, Cometh  Andronicus  with  Laurel  Boughs, 
To  re-filute  his  Country  with  his  Tears; 
Tears  of  true  Joy,  for  his  return  to  Rome. 
Thou  great  defender  of  this  Capitol, 
Stand  gracious  to  the  Rites  that  we  intend. 
Romans,  of  five  and  twenty  Valiant  Sons, 
Half  of  the  number  that  King  Priam  had, 

H'h  4  Behold 
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Behold  the  poor  remains  alive  and  dead  ! 
Thefe  that  Survive,  let  Rome  reward  with  Love  ; 
Thefe  that  I  bring  unto  their  lateft  Home, 
With  burial  among  their  Anceftors. 
Here  Goths  have  given  me  leave  to  (heath  my  Sword : 
Tims  unkind,  and  carelefs  of  thine  own, 

Why  fuffer'ft  thou  thy  Sons  unburied  yet, 
To  hover  on  the  dreadful  Shoar  of  Styx  ? 
Make  way  to  lay  them  by  their  Brethren. 

[They  open  the  Tomb. There  greet  in  filence,  as  the  dead  are  wont, 

And  deep  in  Peace,  {lain  in  your  Country's  Wars : 
O  facred  Receptacle  of  my  Joys, 
Sweet  Cell  of  Virtue  and  Nobility, 
How  many  Sons  of  mine  haft  thou  in  ftore, 
That  thou  wilt  never  render  to  me  more  ? 

Luc.  Give  us  the  proudeft  Prifoner  of  the  Goths, 
That  we  may  hew  his  Limbs,  and  on  a  Pile, 
Ad  manes  Fratrnm,  Sacrifice  his  Flefh, 
Before  this  Earthly  Prifon  of  their  Bones, 

That  fo  the  Shadows  be  not  unappeas'd, 
Nor  we  difturb'd  with  Prodigies  on  Earth. 

Tit.  I  give  him  you,  the  nobleft  that  furvives, 
The  Eldeft  Son  of  this  diftrefled  Queen. 

Tarn.  Stay,  Roman  Brethren,  gracious  Conqueror5 
Victorious  Tims,  rue  the  Tears  I  fned, 

A  Mother's  Tears  in  Paffion  for  her  Son  : 
And  if  thy  Sons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
Oh  think  my  Sons  to  be  as  dear  to  me. 
•Sufriceth  not,  trnt  we  are  brought  to  Rome, 
To  beautifle  thy  Triumphs,  and  return 
Captive  to  thee*  and  to  thy  Roman  Yoak ; 

But  muft  my  Sons  be  flaughter'd  in  the  Streets, 
For  Valiant  doings  in  their  Country's  Caufe? 
O!  if  to  fight  for  King  and  Common- weal, 
Were  Piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  thefe  : 
Andronicus,  ftain  not  thy  Tomb  with  Blood. 
Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  Gods  \ 

Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful ; 

Sweet  Mercy  is  Nobility's  true  badge, 
Thrice  Noble  Titm%  fpare  my  firft-born  Son. 
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Tit.  Patient  your  felf,   Madam,  and  pardon  me. 
Thefe  are  the  Brethren,  whom  you  Goths  behold 
Alive  and  dead,  and  for  their  Brethren  (lain, 
Religioufly  they  ask  a  Sacrifice  ; 
To  this  your  Son  is  markt,  and  die  he  muft, 
To  appeafe  their  groaning  Shadows  that  are  gone. 

Luc.  Away  with  him,  and  make  a  Fire  ftraight. 
And  with  our  Swords  upon  a  Pile  of  Wood, 

Let's  hew  his  Limbs  'till  they  be  clean  confum'd. 
[Exeunt  Mutius,  Marcus,  Quintus  and  Lucius  with  Alarbus, 
Tarn.  O  cruel  irreligious  Piety  1 
Chi.  Was  ever  Scythia  half  fo  barbarous? 
Dem.  Oppofe  me,  Scythiay  to  ambitious  Rome. 

Alarbus  go  to  reft,  and  we  furtive, 

To  tremble  under  Titus's  threatning  Look?, 
Then,  Madam,  ftand  refolv'd,  but  hope  withal, 
The  felf-fame  Gods  that  arm'd  the  Queen  of  Troy, 
With  opportunity  of  (harp  Revenge 
Upon  the  Thracian  Tyrant  in  his  Tent, 
May  favour  Tamora,  the  Queen  of  Goths, 
f  When  Goths  were  Goths,  and  Tamora  was  Queen) 
To  quit  her  bloody  Wrongs  upon  her  Foes. 

Enter  Mutius,  Marcus,  Quintus  and  Lucius. 
Lhc.  See,  Lord  and  Father,  how  we  have  performed 

Our  Roman  Rites,  Alarbus*s  Limbs  are  lopr, 
And  IntraJs  feed  the  facrificing  Fire, 
Whofe  Smoke,  like  Incenfe,  doth  perfume  the  Sky* 
Remaineth  nought  but  to  inter  our  Brethren, 
And  with  loud  Larums  welcome  them  to  Rome. 

Tit.  Let  it  be  fo,  and  let  Andronicus 
Make  this  his  latefl  farewel  to  their  Souls. 

[Then  found  Trumpets,  and  lay  the  Coffins  in  the  Tomb. 
In  Peace  and  Honour  reft  you  here,  my  Sons, 

Rome's  readied  Champion??,  repofe  you  here  in  reft, 
Secure  from  worldly  Chances  and  Mifhaps : 
Here  lurks  no  Treafon,  here  no  Envy  fwells, 
Here  grow  no  damned  Grudges,  here  no  Storms, 
No  Noife,  bu;  Silence  and  eternal  Sleep  : 
In  Peace  and  Honour  reft  you  here,  my  Sons* 

Enter 
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Enter  Lavinia. 

Lav.  In  Peace  and  Honour  live  Lord  Titus  long, 
My  Noble  Lord  and  Father,  live  in  Fame : 
Lo  at  this  Tomb  my  tributary  Tears 
I  render,  for  my  Brethrens  Obfequies: 
And  at  thy  Feet  I  kneel>  with  Tears  of  Joy, 
Shed  on  the  Earth,  for  thy  return  to  Rome* 
O  blefs  me  here  with  thy  victorious  Hand, 

Whofe  Fortune  Rome's  bed  Citizens  applaud. Tit.  Kind  Rome9 

That  haft  thus  lovingly  referv'd 
The  Cordial  of  mine  Age,  to  glad  mineHeart, 

Lavinia,  live,  out-live  thy  Father's  Days ; 
And  Fame's  eternal  date  for  Virtue's  praife. 

Mar.  Long  live  Lord  Titus,  my  beloved  Brother,  - 
Gracious  Triumpher  in  the  Eyes  of  Rome. 

Tit.  Thanks,  gentle  Tribune, 
Noble  Brother  Marcus. 

Mar.  And  welcome  Nephews  from  fuccefsful  Wars, 

You  that  furvive,  and  you  that  deep  in  Fame.* 
Fair  Lords,  your  Fortunes  are  alike  in  all, 

That  in  your  Country's  Service  drew  your  Swords. 
But  fafer  Triumph  is  this  Funeral  Pomp 

That  hath  afpir'd  to  Solon  s  Happinefs, 
And  triumphs  over  Chance  in  Honour's  Bed. 
Titus  AndronicuSy  the  People  of  Rome, 
Whofe  Friend  in  Juftice  thou  haft  ever  been, 
Send  thee  by  me  their  Tribune,  and  their  truft, 
This  Palliament  of  white  and  fpotlefs  Hue, 
And  name  thcc  in  Ele£tion  fpr  the  Empire, 

With  thefe  our  late  dtcc^kd  Emperoi's  Sons : 
Be  Candidatus  then,  and  put  it  on, 
And  help  to  fet  a  Head  on  headlefs  Rome. 

Tit.  A  better  Head  her  Glorious  Body  fits 
Than  his  that  fhakcs  for  Age  and  Feeblenefs: 
What  fhould  I  don  this  Robe,  and  trouble  you? 
Be  chofe  with  Proclamations  to  Day, 
To  Morrow  yield  up  Rule,  refign  my  Life, 
And  fet  abroach  new  Budnefs  for  you  all. 
Rome,  I  have  been  thy  Soldier  forty  Years 

A»d  led  my  Country's  Strength  fuccefsfully, 

And 
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And  buried  one  and  twenty  valiant  Sons, 
Knighted  in  Field,  (lain  manfully  in  Arms, 
In  Right  and  Service  of  their  Noble  Country: 
Give  me  a  Staff  of  Honour  for  mine  Age, 
But  not  a  Scepter  to  controul  the  World, 
Upright  he  held  it,  Lords,  that  held  itlaft. 

Mar.  Titus,  thou  (halt  obtain  and  ask  the  Empery. 
Sat.  Proud  and  ambitious  Tribune,  canft  thoutelR 
Tit.  Patience,  Prince  Saturninus. 
Sat.  Romans^  do  me  right. 

Patricians  draw  your  Swords,  and  /heath  them  not 

Till  Saturninus  be  Rome's  Emperor: 
Andronicus,  would  thou  wert  Ihipt  to  Hell, 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  Peoples  Hearts. 

Luc.  Proud  Saturnine,  interrupter  of  the  good 
That  Noble-minded  Titus  means  to  thee. 

Tit.  Content  thee  Prince,  I  will  reftore  to  thee, 
The  Peoples  Hearts,  and  wean  them  from  themfelves. 

Baf.  Andronicusy  I  do  not  flatter  thee, 

But  honour  thee,  and  will  do  'till  I  die: 
My  Faction,  if  thou  flrengthen  with  thy  Friends, 
I  will  moft  thankful  be  ;  and  thanks  to  Men 
Of  noble  Minds  is  honourable  Meed. 

Ttt.  People  of  Rome,  and  noble  Tribunes  here, 
I  ask  your  Voices,  and  your  Suffrages, 
Will  you  beftow  them  friendly  on  Andronicus\ 

Mar.  To  gratifie  the  good  Andronicus , 
Andgratulatehis  fafe  Return  to  Rome , 
The  People  will  accept  whom  he  admits. 

Tit.  Tribunes,  I  thank  you,  and  this  fuit  I  rrfake,„ 

That  you  create  your  Emperor's  eldeft  Son, 
Lord  Saturnine ;  whofe  Virtues  will,  I  hope, 
Reflect  on  Rome,  as  Titans  Rays  on  Earth, 
And  ripen  Juftice  in  this  Common-weal  : 
Then  if  you  will  Elecl:  by  my  Advice, 
Crown  him,  and  fay,  Long  live  our  Emperor. 

Mar.  With  Voices  and  Applaufe  of  every  fort, 
Patricians  and  Plebeians,  we  create 

Lord  Saturninus,  Rome's  great  Emperor ; 
And  fay,  Long  live  our  Emperor  Saturnine. 

[A  long  Flour  ifj  'till  thej  come  down* 
Sat. 
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Sat.  Titus  Andronicus,  for  thy  Favours  done, 
To  us  in  our  Election  this  Day, 
I  give  thee  Thanks  in  part  of  thy  Deferts, 
And  will  with  Deeds  requite  thy  gentlenefs : 
And  for  an  Onfet,  Titus,  to  advance 
Thy  Name,  and  honourable  Family, 
Lavinia  will  I  make  my  Emperefs, 

Home's  Royal  Miftrefs,  Miftrefs  of  my  Heart, 
And  in  the  facred  Pantheon  her  Efpoufe: 
Tell  me,  Andronicus,  doth  this  Motion  pleafe  thee  § 

Tit.  It  doth,  my  worthy  Lord;  and  in  this  Match^ 

I  hold  me  highly  honour'd  of  your  Grace : 
And  here  in  fight  of  Rome,  to  Saturninus, 
King  and  Commander  of  our  Common- weal, 

The  wide  World's  Emperor,  do  I  Confecrate 
My  Sword,  my  Chariot  and  my  Prifoners, 

Prefents  well  worthy  Rome's  Imperial  Lord. 
Receive  them  then,  the  Tribute  that  I  owe, 
Mine  Honours  Enfigns  humbled  at  thy  Feet. 

Sat.  Thanks,  noble  Titus,  Father  of  my  Life, 
How  proud  I  am  of  thee,  and  of  thy  Gifts, 
Rome  mail  record,  and  when  I  do  forget 
The  leaft  of  thefe  unfpeakabie  Deferts, 
Romans  forget  your  Fealty  to  me. 

Tit.  Now,  Madam,  are  you  Prifoner  to  an  Emperor, 
To  him  that  for  your  Honour  and  your  State 
Will  ufe  you  nobly,  and  your  Followers. 

Sat.  A  goodly  Lady,  truft  me,  of  the  Hue, 
That  I  would  chufe,  were  I  to  chufe  a-new : 
Clear  up,  fair  Queen,  that  cloudy  Countenance, 

Tho'  chance  of  War  hath  wrought  this  change  of  cheer, 
Thou  com'ft  not  to  be  made  a  fcorn  in  Rome : 
Princely  mail  be  thy  Ufage  every  way. 
Reft  on  my  Word,  and  let  not  difcontent 
Daunt  all  your  Hopes :  Madam,  he  comforts  you. 
Can  make  you  greater  than  the  Queen  of  Goths. 

Lavinia,  you  are  not  difpleas'd  with  this? 
Lav.  Not  I,  my  Lord,  fith  true  Nobility 

Warrants  thefe  Words  in  Princely  Courtefie. 
Sat.  Thanks,  fweet  Lavinia.    Romans,  let  us  go, 

Ranfomlefs  here  we  fee  our  Prifoners  frt^., 
Proclaim 
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Proclaim  our  Honours,  Lords,  with  Trumpet  and  Drum. 

Baf.  Lord  Titus>  by  your  leave  this  Maid  is  mine. 
[Seizjivg  Lavinia. 

Tit.  Fbw,  Sir?  Are  you  in  earn eft  then,  my  Lord  ? 

Baf  Ay,  noble  Titus;  and  refolv'd  wiihal, To  do  my  felf  this  Reafon  and  this  Right. 
[The  Emperor  Courts  Tamora  in  dumb  flew. 

Mar.  Suum  cuicjue^  is  our  Roman  Juftice: 
This  Prince  in  J  .ftice  feizeth  but  his  own. 

Luc.  And  that  he  will,  and  fliall,  if  Lucius  live. 

Ttt.  Traitors,  avanr !  where  is  the  Emperor's  Guard/ 
Treafon,  my  Lord  ;  Lavinia,  is  furpriz'd. 

Sat.  Surpriz'd  !  by  whom  ? 
Baf.  Bv  him  that  juftly  may 

Bear  his  Betroth'd  from  all  the  World  away. 
[Exit  Baffianus  with  Lavinia. 

Mut.  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  hence  away. 

And  with  my  Sword  I'll  keep  the  Door  clofe. 
Tit.  Follow,  my  Lord,  and  I'll  foon  bring  her  back. 
Mut.  My  Lord,  you  pafs  not  here. 

Tit.  What  Villain,  Boy,  barr'ft  me  my  way  is  Rome*. 
Mut.  Help,  Lucius,  help*  [He  kills  him. 
Luc.  My  Lord,  you  are  unjufT,  ard  more  than  fo, 

In  wrongful  Quarrel  you  have  (lain  your  Son. 
Tit.  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  Sons  of  mine. 

My  Sons  would  never  fo  Dishonor  me. 
Traitor,  rcftore  Livinia  to  the  Emperor. 

Luc.  Dead,  if  you  will,  but  not  to  be  his  Wife, 

That  is  another's  lawful  prorais'd  Love. 
Emp.  No,  Titusy  no,  the  Emperor  needs  her  nor. 

Nor  her,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  Stock  ; 

I'll  truft  by  Leifure  him  that  mocks  me  once, 
Thee  never,  nor  thy  Traiterous  haughty  Sons, 
Confederates  all,  thus  to  Diilionour  me. 
Was  there  none  cKe  in  Rome  to  make  a  Stale  of 
But  Saturnine  ?   Full  well,  Andronicus^ 
Agree  thefe  Deeds,  with  that  proud  Brag  of  thine, 

That  faid'ft,  I  beg'd  the  Empire  at  thy  Hands. 
Tit.  O  Monftrous !  what  reproachful  Words  are  thefe  2 
Sat.  But  go  thy  ways,  go  give  that  changing  Piece, 

To  him  that  flourifh'd  for  her  with  his  Sword  ; 
A  Valiant  Son-in-Law  thou  flialt  enjoy:  One 
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One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawlefs  Sons, 
To  ruffle  in  the  Common-wealth  of  Rome. 

Tit.  Thefe  Words  are  Razors  to  my  wounded  Heart. 
Sat.  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamora,  Qieen  of  Goths, 

That  like  the  ftately  Phoebe  'mongft  her  Nymphs, 
Doft  over-ihine  the  Gallant'ft  Dames  of  Rome, 

If  thou  be  pleas'd  with  this  my  fudden  Choice, 
Behold  I  chufe  thee,  Tamora,  for  my  Bride, 
And  will  create  thee  Emperefs  of  Rome. 
Speak,  Queen  of  Goths,  doft  thou  applaud  my  Choice  ? 
And  here  I  fwear  by  all  the  Roman  Gods, 
Sith  Prieft  and  Holy-water  are  fo  near, 
And  Tapers  burn  fo  bright,  and  every  thing 
In  readinefs  for  Hymeneus  ftand, 
I  will  not  re-falute  the  S:reets  of  Rome, 

Or  climb  my  Palace,  'till  from  forth  this  place 
I  lead  efpousM  my  Bride  along  with  me. 

Tarn.  And  here  in  fight  of  Heaven  to  Rome  I  fwear, 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  Queen  of  Goths, 
She  will  a  Hand-maid  be  to  his  Defires, 
A  loving  Nurfe,  a  Mother  to  his  Youth. 

Sat.  Afcend,  Fair  Qaeen, 
Pantheon  Lords,  accompany 
Your  noble  Emperor,  and  his  lovely  Bride, 
Sent  by  the  Heavens  for  Prince  Saturnine, 
Whofe  Wifdom  hath  her  Fortune  Conquered, 
There  (hall  we  confummate  our  Sponfal  Rites,        [Exeunt. 

Tit.  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  Bride. 
Titus,  when  wert  thou  wont  to  walk  alone, 
Dishonoured  thus,  and  challenged  of  Wrongs? 
Enter  Marcus  Andronicus,  Lucius,  Quintus,  and  Marcus, 

Mar.  O  Titus  fee,  O  fee  what  thou  haft  done  I 
In  a  bad  Quarrel  flain  a  Virtuous  Son. 

Tit.  No,  foolifh  Tribune,  no :  No  Son  of  mine, 
Nor  thou,  nor  thefe  Confederates  in  the  Deed, 
That  hath  Difhonoured  all  our  Family, 
Unworthy  Brother,  and  unworthy  Sons. 

Luc.  But  let  us  give  him  Burial  as  becomes, 
Give  Mutius  Burial  with  our  Brethren, 

T,t. 
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Tit.  Traitors  away,  he  refts  not  in  this  Tomb; 

This  Monument  five  hundred  Years  hath  flood, 

Which  I  have    fumptuoufly  re-edified : 

Here  none  but  Soldiers,  and  Rome's  Servitors, 
Repofe  in  Fame  :    None  bafely  flain  in  Brawls. 
Bury  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here. 

Mar.  My  Lord,  this  is  Impiety  in  you, 
My  Nephew  Mutiuss  Deeds  do  plead  for  him, 
He  muft  be  buried  with  his  Brethren. 

[Titus'*  Sons  Jpeak^ 
Sons.  And  mail,  or  him  we  will  accompany. 
Tk.  And  mail?  What  Villain  was  it  fpake  that  Word? 

[TitusV  Son  /peaks. 
Quin.  He  that  would  vouch  in  any  place  but  here. 
Tit.  What  would  you  bury  him  in  my  Defpight? 
Mar.  No,  noble  Titus,  but  intreat  of  thee, 

To  pardon  Mutius^  and  to  bury  him. 
Tit.  Marcus,  even  thou  haft  ftruck  upon  my  Creft, 

And  with  thefe  Boys  mine  Honour  thou  haft  wounded, 
My  Foes,  I  do  repute  you  every  one. 
So  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 

Luc.  He  is  not  himfelf,  let  us  withdraw. 
Quin.  Not  I,  till  Mutius  Bones  be  buried. 

[The  Brother  and  the  Sens  kneel. 
Mar.  Brother,  for  in  that  Name  doth  Nature  plead. 
Quin.  Father,  and  in  that  Name  doth  Nature  fpeak. 
Tit.  Speak  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  reft  will  fpeed. 
Mar.  Renowned  Titus,  more  than  half  my  Soul. 
Luc.  Dear  Father,  Soul  and  Subftance  of  us  all. 
Mar.  Suffer  thy  Brother  Marcus  to  inter 

His  noble  Nephew  here  in  Virtues  Neft, 

That  died  in  Honour,  and  Lavinia*s  Caufe. 
Thou  art  a  Roman,  be  not  barbarous : 

The  Greeks  upon  Advice  did  bury  *djax 

That  flew  himfelf  ;  And  ev'n  Laertes  Son 
Did  gracioufly  plead  for  his  Funerals: 
Let  not  young  Mutius  then,  that  was  thy  Joy, 
Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here. 

Tit.  Rife,  Marcus,  rife   

The  difmall  ft  Day  is  this  that  e'er  I  faw, 
To  be  Diflionoured  by  my  Sous  in  Rom$ : 

Well, 
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Well,  bury  him,  and  bury  me  the  next. 

[They  put  him  in  the  Tomh 
£/*<;.  There  lye  thy  Bones,  fwect  Mutius,  with  thy  Friends 

'Till  we  with  Trophies  do  adorn  thy  Tomb. 
[They  all  kneel,,  and  fa) 

No  Man  fried  Tears  for  noble  Mutim. 

He  lives  in  Fame,  that  died  in  Virtue's  Caufe. 
Mar.  My  Lord,  to  ftep  out  of  thefe  fudden  Dumps, 

How  comes  it  that  the  fubtle  Queen  of  Goths 

Is  of  a  fudden  thus  advanced  in  Rome  ? 
Tit.  I  know  not,  Marcus ;  but  I  know  it  is, 

Whether  by  devife  or  no,  the  Heavens  can  tell : 
Is  (he  not  then  beholding  to  the  Man, 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  fo  far  ? 
Yes,  and  will  Nobly  him  remunerate. 
Flourijh.     Enter  the  Emperor,  Tamora,  Chiron  and  Demc 

trius  with  the  Moor  at  one  Door.  At  the  other  Door  Baffi, 
nus  and  Lavinia  with  others. 

Sat.  So,  Bafftanus,  you  have  plaid  your  Prize, 
God  give  you  Joy,  Sir,  of  your  Gallant  Bride. 

Baf.  And  you  of  yours,  my  Lord ;  I  fay  no  more, 
Nor  wifh  no  lefs,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Sat.  Traitor,  if  Rome  have  Law,  or  we  have  Power, 
Thou  and  thy  Faction  (hall  repent  this  Rape. 

Baf.  Rape  call  you  it,  my  Lord,  to  feize  my  own, 
My  true  betrothed  Love,  and  now  my  Wife  f 
But  let  the  Laws  of  Rome  determine  all, 
Mean  while  I  am  pofTeft  of  that  is  mine. 

Sat.  'Tisgood,  Sir; you  are  very  fhort  with  us, 
But  if  we  live,  we'll  be  as  (harp  with  you. 

Baf.  My  Lord,  what  I  have  done,  asbeftl  may, 
Anfwer  I  muft,  and  (hall  do  with  my  Life, 
Only  thus  much  I  give  your  Grace  to  know, 
By  all  the  Duties  which  I  owe  to  Rome, 
This  noble  Gentleman,  Lord  Titus  here, 

Is  in  Opinion  and  in  Honour  wrong'd, That  in  the  Refcue  of  Lavinia, 
With  his  own  Hand  did  flay  his  youngefl  Son^ 

In  Zeal  to  you,  and  highly  mov'd  to  Wrath, 
To  be  control'd  in  that  he  frankly  gave ; 
Receive  him  then  to  favour,  Saturnine, 

That 
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That  hath  expreft  himfelf  in  all  his  Deeds, 
A  Father  and  a  Friend  to  thee,  and  Rome. 

Tiu  Prince  Bajfianus,  leave  to  plead  my  Deeds, 

*Tis  thou,  and  thole,  that  have  difhonour'd  me: 
Rome  and  the  Righteous  Heavens  be  my  Judge, 
How  I  have  lov'd  and  honour'd  Saturnine. 

Tarn.   My  worthy  Lord,  if  ever  Tamora 
Were  gracious  in  thofe  Princely  Eyes  of  thine, 
Then  hear  me  fpeak,  indifferently,  for  all ; 
And  at  my  Suit  f  Sweet,?  pardon  what  is  paft. 

Sat.  What,  Madam,  be  dishonoured  openly, 
And  bafely  put  it  up  without  Revenge  ? 

Tarn.  Not  fo,  my  Lord, 
The  Gods  of  Rome  fore-fend, 
I  mould  be  Author  to  difhonour  you, 
But,  on  mine  Honour  dare,  I  undertake. 

For  good  Lord  Titus's  innocence  in  all  ; 
Whofe  Fury  not  difTembled  fpeaks  his  Griefs: 
Then  at  my  Suit  look  gracioufly  on  him, 
Lofe  not  fo  noble  a  Friend  on  vain  fuppofe, 
Nor  wkh  fowre  looks  afflict  his  gentle  Heart.  ■   ^ 

My  Lord,  be  rul'd  by  me,  be  won  at  la  ft,  \jdfidc. DifTemble  all  your  Griefs  and  Difcontents, 
You  are  but  newly  planted  in  your  Throne; 
Left  then  the  People  and  Partricians  too, 
Upon  a  juft  Survey  take  Titus  part, 
And  fo  fupplant  us  for  Ingratitude, 
Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a   hainous  Sin, 
Yield  at  Intreats,  and  then  let  me  alone ; 

I'll  find  a  Day  to  Maffacre  them  all, 
And  raze  their  Faction,  and  their  Family, 
The  Cruel  Father,  and  his  Traiterous  Sons, 

To  whom  I  fued  for  my  dear  Son's  Life : 
And  make  them  know  what  'tis  to  let  a  Queen 
Kneel  in  the  Streets,  and  beg  for  Grace  in  vain.   -. 
Come,  come,  fweet  Emperor,   come  Andronicm% 
Take  up  this  good  old  Man,  and  chear  the  Heart, 
That  dies  in  Tempeft:  of  thy  angry  Frown. 

Sat.  Rife,  Tkus%  rife, 

My  Emprefs  hath  prevaii'd. 
Tit.  I  thank  your  Majefty, 
Vol.  IV,  Ii  And 
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And  her,  my  Lord. 
Thefe  Words,  thefe  Looks,  infufe  new  Life  in  mc. 

Tarn*  Titus,  I  am  incorporate  in  Rome, 
A  Roman  now  adopted  happily : 
And-muft  advife  the  Emperor  far  his  good. 
This  Day  all  Quarrels  die,  Andronicus, 
And  let  it  be  my  Honour,  good  my  Lord, 

That  I  have  reconcii'd  your  Friends  and  you. 
For  you,  Prince  Bajfianus,  I  have  paft 
My  Word  and  Promife  to  the  Emperor, 
1  hat  you  will  be  more  mild  and  tractable. 
And  fear  not>  Lords ; 

And  you,   Lavinia, 
By  my  Advice  all  humbled  on  your  Knees, 
You  mall  ask  Pardon  of  bis  Majefty. 

Luc.  We  do, 
And  vow  to  Heaven,  and  to  his  Hiehnefs, 
That  what  we  did,  was  mildly,  as  we  might, 

Tendring  our  Sifter's  Honour  ando/ir  own. 
Mar.  That  on  mine  Honour  here  I  do  protefh 
Sat.  Away,  and  talk  nor,  trouble  us  no  more. 
Tarn.  Nay,  nay, 

Sweet  Emperor  we  muft  all  be  Friends. 
The  Tribune  and  his  Nephews  kneel  for  Grace, 
I  will  not  be  denied,  Sweet-heart,  look  back. 

Sat.  Marcus, 

For  thy  fake  and  thy  Brother's  here, 
And  at  my  lovely  Tamoras  IntrearV. 
I  do  remit  thefe  young  Mens  hainous   Faults. 
Stand  up.  Lavinia,  though  you  left  ine  like  a  churl, 
I  found  a  Friend,  and  fure  as  Death  I  fwoie, 
I  would  not  part  a  Bitchelor  from  the  Pi  ie(r. 

Come,  if  the  Emperor's  Court  canfca.fi:  two  Brides, 
You  are  my  Gueft,  Lavinia,  and  your  Friends; 
This  Day  mail  be  a  Love-day,  Tamora. 

Tit.  To  Morrow,  and  it  pleafe  your  Majefry, 
To  hunt  the  Panther  and  the  Hart  with  me, 

With  Horn  and  Hound,  we'll  give  your  Grace  Bon-jour, 
Sat.  Be  it  Co,  Titus,  and  Gramercy  too.  [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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A  C  T  II.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

SCENE    Rome. 
Enter  Aaron  alone. 

iirw.VTOw  climbeth  Tumor  a,  Olfmpus  top, 

XN  Sate  out  of  Fortune's  (hot,  and  fits  aloft. 
Secure  of  Thunders  crack,  or  Lightning  flafii, 
Advancd  abeve  pale  En\ies  threatning  reach; 
As  when  the  golden  Sun  falutes  the  morn, 
And  having  gilt  the  Ocean  with  his  Beams, 
Gallops  the   Zodiack  in  his  gliftiing  Coach, 
And  over-looks  the  hightft  piering  Hills: 
So  Tamora. 

Upon  her  Wit  doth  early  Honour  wair, 
And  Virtue  ftoops  and  trembles  at  her  FrownJ 
Then  Aaron  arm  thy  Heart,  and  fit  thy  Thoughts 
To  mount  aloft  with  thy  Imperial  Miftrefs, 
And  mount  her  Pirch,  whom  thou  in  triumph  long 

Hjfl:  Prifoner  held,  fetter'd  in  amorous  Chains, 
And  fafter  bound  to  Aaron s  charming  Eyes, 

Than  is  Prometheus  ty'd  to  Caucafus* 
Away  with  fla villi  Weeds,  and  idle  Thoughts, 
I  will  be  bright,   and  mine  in  Pearl  and  Gold, 

To  wa:t  upon  this  new  made  Emperefs. 

To  wait,  (aid  I  2  To  wanton  with  this  Queen,' 
This  Goddefs,  this  Semiramisf  this  Queen, 

This  Syren,  that  will  charm  Rome's  Saturnine, 
And  fee  his  Shipwrack,  and  his  Common-weals* 
Holla,  what  Storm  is  this? 

Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

Dem.  Chiron,  thy  Years  want  Wit,  thy  Wit  wants  Edge 

And  Manners,  to  intrude  where  I  am  Grac'd, 

And  may,  for  ought  thou  know'ft,  affe&ed  be, 
Chi.  Demetrius,  thou  daft  over-ween  in  all, 

And  fo  in  this,  to  bear  me  down  with  Bravest 

*Tis  not  the  Difference 'of  a  Year  or  two 
Makes  me  lefs  Gracious,  or  thee  more  Fortunate  J* 
I  am  as  able,  and  as  fit  as  thou, 

To  ferve,  and  to  deferve  my  Miftrefs  Grace, 
And  that  my  Sword  upon  thee  ihall  approve, 

Ii  *  And 
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And  plead  my  Paffion  for  Lavima's  Love. 
Aar.  Clubs,  Clubs,  thefe  Lovers  will  not  keep  the  Peace. 

Bern.  Why  Boy,  although  our  Mother  (unadvis'd) 
Gave  you  a  dmcing  Rapier  by  your  fide, 
Are  you  fo  defperate  grown  to  threat  your  Friends? 
Go  to;  have  your  Lath  glued  within  your  Sheath, 
Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

Chi.  Mean  while  Sir,  with  the  little  Skill  I  have, 
FuH  well  (halt  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Bern.  Ay  Boy,  grow  ye  fo  brave  ?  [They  draw. 
Aar.  Why  now,  Lords? 

So  near  the  Emperor's  Palace  dare  you  draw  ? 
And  maintain  fuch  a  Quarrel  openly  ? 
Full  well  I  wot  the  ground  of  all  this  Grudge. 
I  would  not  for  a  Million  of  Gold, 
The  Caufe  were  known  to  them  it  moil  concerns. 

Nor  would  your  noble  Mother,  for  much  more, 
Be  fo  Dishonoured  in  the  Court  of   Rome. 
For  lhame  put  up. 

Bern.  Not  f,  till  I  have  fheath'd 
My  Rapier  in  his  Bofom,  and  withal 
Thruft  thefe  reproachful  Speeches  down  his  Throat, 

That  he  hath  breath'd  in  my  Dishonour  here. 
Chi.  For  that  I  am  prepar'd  and  full  refoivVJ, 

Foul  fpoken  Coward  !   
Thou  thundreft  with  thy  Tongue, 

And  with  thy  Weapon  nothing  dar'fl  perform. 
Am.  Away,  I  fay. 

Now  by  the  Gods  that  warlike  Goths  adore, 

This  pttry  Brabble  will  undo  us  all,* 
Why  Lords  — —  and  think  you  not  how  dangerous* 
It  isto  fet  upon  a  Princt's  Right? 
What  is  Lavinia  then  become  fo  loofe, 
Or  Baffmntis  fo  degenerate, 
That  lor  her  Love  fuch  Quarrels  may  be  broacht, 
Without  Controulment,  Juftice,  or  Revenge  ? 
Yoaing  Lords  beware  —  and  fhould  the  Emprefsknow 

This  Difcord's ground,  the  Mufick  would  not  pleafe 
Chi.  I  care  not,  I,  knew  fhe  and  all  the  World, 

I  love  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  World. 

Bern.. 
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Dem.  Youngling, 
Learn  thou  to  make  fome  better  choice, 

Lavinia  is  thine  elder  Brother's  hope. 
Aar.  Why  are  ye  mad!   Or  know  ye  not  in  Rom* 

How  furious  and  impatient  they  be, 
And  cannot  brook  Competitors  in  Love? 

I  tell  you  Lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  Deaths 
By  this  devife. 

Chi.  Aaron,  a  thoufand  Deaths  would  I  propofe, 
To  atchieve  her  whom  I  do  love? 

Aar,  To  atchieve  her   how  h 

Dem.  Why  mak'ft  thou  it  fo  ftrange? 

She  is  a  Woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd, 
She  is  a  Woman,  therefore  may  be  won, 

She  is  LavinUy  therefore  mult  be  lov'd. 
What  Man,  more  Water  glideth  by  the  Mill 
Than  wots  the  Miller  of,  and  eafle  it  is 

Of  a  cut  Loaf  to  ftcal  a  Shive  we  know  :  * 

Tho'  BaJJianns  be  the  Emperor's  Brother, 
Better  than  he  have  yet  worn  fttlcan's  Badge. 

Aar.  Ay,  and  as  good  as  Satuminm  may. 
Dem.  Then  why  mould  hedefpair,  ci  at  knows  to  court  it 

With  Words,  fair  Looks,  and  Liberality? 
What  haft  thou  not  full  often  ftruck  a  Doe, 

And  born  her  cleanly  by  the  Keeper's  Nofe? 
Aar.  Why  then  it  feems  fome  certain  match  orfo 

Would  ferve  your  turns. 
Chi.   Ay,  fo  the  turn  were  ferved. 
Dem.  Aaron,  thou  haft  hit  ir. 
Aar.  Would  you  had  hit  it  too, 

Then  Ihould  not  we  be  tir'd  with  this  ado: 
Why,  ha  k  ye,  hark  ve   -and  are  you  fuch  Fools 
To  fquare  for  this?  Would  it  offend  you  then/ 

Chi.  Faith,  not  me. 
Dem.  Nor  me,  fo  I  were  one. 

Aar.  For  fhame  be  Friends,  and  join  for  that  you  jar* 

'Tis  Policy  and  Stratagem  muft  do 
That  you  afTed,  and  fo  muft  you  refolve, 
That  what  you  cannot  as  you  would  atchieve, 
You  muft  perforce  accomplifh  as  you  may: 
Take  this  of  me,  Lucrece  was  not  more  Chafte 

Ii  i  Hire 
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Than  this  Ltvinia,  Baffiaxus's  Love ; 
A  fpeedicr  courfe  than  lingring  Languifhment 
Muft  we  purfue,  and  I  have  found  the  Path. 
My  Lords,  a  folemn  Hunting  is  in  hand, 
There  will  the  lovely  Ronian  Ladies  troop  : 
The  Foreft  walks  are  wide  and  fpacious, 
And  many  unfrequented  Plots  there  are, 
Fitted  by  kind  for  Rape  and  Viliany: 
Single  you  thither  then  this  dainty  Doe, 
And  ftrike  her  home  by  force,  if  not  by  words : 
This  way,  or  not  at  all,  ftand  you  in  hope. 
Come,  come,  our  Emprefs  with  her  facred  Wit 
To  Viliany  and  Vengeance  confecrate, 
Will  we  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend, 
And  ftie  mall  file  our  Engines  with  advice, 
That  will  not  fufFer  you  to  fquare  your  felves, 
But  to  your  wiflies  heighth  advance  you  both. 

The  Emperor's  Court  is  like  the  Houfe  of 'Fame, 
The  Palace  full  of  Tongues,  of  Eyes,  of  Ears: 
The  Woods  are  ruthlefs,  dreadful,  deaf  and  dull: 

There  fpeak,  and  ftrike,  brave  Boys,  and  take  your  turns. 

There  ferve  your  Luft>,  fhadow'd  from  Heaven's  Eye, 
And  revel  in  Lavinias  Treafury. 

Chi.  Thy  Counfel,  Lad,  fmells  of  no  Cowardife. 

Dem.  Si  fas  am  nefas,  'till"  I  find  the  ftreams 
To  coofthis  Heat  ;  a  Charm  to  calm  their  Fits, 

Per  St)ga9 per  Manes  vehor.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     II.     AForejt. 
Lnter  Titus  Andronicus  and  his  three  Sons,  making*  noift 

with  Hounds  and  Herns,  and  Marcus. 
Tit.  The  hunt  is  up,  the  Morn  is  bright  and  gray, 

The  Fields  arc  fragrant,  and  the  Woods  are  green, 
Uncouple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  Bay, 
And  wake  the  Emperor  and  his  lovely  Bride, 

And  roiize  the  Prince,  and  ring  a  Hunter's  Peal, 
That  all  the  Court  may  Eccho  with  the  Noife. 
Sons,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours, 

To  attend  the  Emperor's  Perfon  carefully : 
I  have  been  troubled  in  my  Sleep  this  Night, 

But  dawning  Day  new  Comfort  hath  infpir'd. 
Wind 
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Wind  Horns,     Here  a  cry  of  Hounds,    and  -wind  Horns  in  a 
Peal;  then  enter  Saturninus,  Tamora,   Baflianus,  Lavinia, 
Chiron,  Demetrius,  and  their  Attendants, 
Tit.  Many  good  morrows  to  your  Majefty, 

Madam,  to  you  as  many  and  as  good. 

I  promifed  your  Grace  a  Hunter's  Peal. Sat.  And  you  have  rung  it  luftily,  my  Lords, 
Somewhat  too  early  for  new  married  Ladies. 

Baf.  Lavinia,  How  fay  you? 
Lav.   I  fay,  No: 

I  have  been  awake  two  hours  and  more. 
Sat.  Come  on  then,  Hoi  fe  and  Chariots  let  us  have, 

And  to  our  Sport :  Madam,  now  ftiall  ye  fee 
Our  Roman  Hunting. 

Mar.  I  have  Dogs,  my  Lord, 
Will  rouze  the  proudcft  Panther  in  the  Chafe, 
And  climothe  highcfi  Promontory  top. 

Tit.  And  I  have  Hoife  will  follow,  where  the  Game 

Makes  away,  and  run  like  Swallows  o'er  the  Plain. 
Dem.  Chiron,  we  hunt  not,  we,  with  Horfe  nor  Hound, 

But  hope  to  pluck  a  dainty  Doe  to  Ground.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Aaron  alone. 

Aar.   He  that  had  Wit,  would  think  that  I  had  none, 
To  bury  fo  much  Gold  under  a  Tree, 
And  never  after  to  inherit  it. 

Let  him  that  thinks  of  me  fo  abjectly, 
Know  thatjthis  Gold  mud  coin  a  Stratagem, 
Which  cunningly  effected,  will  beget 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  Villany; 
And  fr>  repofe  fweet  Gold  for  their  unrcfl:, 
That  have  their  Alms  out  of  the  Emprefs  Chefr. 

Enter  Tamora. 

Tarn.  My  lovely  Aaron, 
Wherefore  look'ft  thou  fo  fad, 
When  every  thing  doth  make  a  Gleeful  boaft? 
The  Birds  chaunt  melody  on  every  Bufh, 
The  Snake  lies  rolled  in  the  chearful  Sun, 
The  green  Leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  Wind, 

And  make  a  chequer'd  fhadow  on  the  Ground: 
Under  their  fweet  fhade,  Aaron,  let  us  fit, 
And  whilft  the  babling  Eccho  mocks  the  Hounds, 

Ii  4  Replying 



2014  Titus  Andronicus. 

Replying  fTirilly  to  the  well-tun'd  Horn?, As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once, 
Let  us  fit  down  and  mark  their  yelping  noife : 

And  after  conflict  fuch  as  was  fuppos'd 
The  wandring  Prince  and  Dido  once  enjoy'd, 
When  with  a  hippy  ftorm  they  were  furpriz'd, 
And  curtam'd  with  a  CounfeJ-keeping  Cave, 
We  may  each  wreathed  in  the  others  A'TOS, 
(Our  Paftimes  done)  pofTefs  a  Golden  (lumber, 
Whilft  Hounds  and  Horns,  and  fwcet  melodious  Birds 

Be  unto  us,  as  is  a  Nurfe's  Song 
Of  Lullaby,  to  bring  her  Babe  afleep. 

Aar.  Madam, 

Though  J^enm  govern  your  Defire?, 
Saturn  is  Dommator  over  mine  ; 

What  fignifies  my  deadly  (landing  Eye, 
My  Silence,  and  my  cloudy  Melancholy, 
My  Fleece  of  woolly  Hair,  that  now  uncurls, 
Even  as  an  Adder  when  (he  doth  unrowl 
To  do  fome  fatal  Execution  ? 

No,  Madam,  thefe  are  no  Venereal  figns, 
Vengeance  is  in  my  Heart,  Death  in  my  Hand, 
Blood  and  Revenge  are  hammering  in  my  Head. 
Hark,  Tamora,  the  Emprefs  of  my  Soul, 
Which  never  hopes  more  Heaven  than  refts  in  thee* 
This  is  the  Day  of  Doom  for  Bajjtaxm; 
His  Philomel  muft  lofe  her  Tongue  to  Day, 
Thy  Sons  make  Pillage  of  her  Chaftity, 
And  warn  their  Hands  in  Bajjianu?%  Blood, 
Seeft  thou  this  Letter,  take  it  up  I  pray  thee, 
And  give  the  King  this  fatal  plotted  Scrowl ; 
Now  queftion  me  no  more,  we  are  efpied, 
Here  comes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  Booty, 
Which  dreads  not  yet  their  Lives  deftrudion. 

Enter  Baflunus  and  Lavinia. 

Tarn.  Ah,  my  fweet  Moor, 
Sweeter  to  me  than  Life. 

Aar.  No  more,  great  Emprefs,  BaJJiayus  comes ; 

Be  crofs  with  him,  and  I'll  go  fetch  thy  Sons 
To  back  thy  Quarrels,  whatfoe*£ r  they  be,  [Exit. 
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Baf.  Whom  have  we  here? 

Rome's  Royal  Emprefs! 
Unfurnifh'd  of  her  well-befeeming  Troop? 
Or  is  it  Dian  habited  like  her, 
Who  hath  abandoned  her  holy  Groves, 
To  fee  the  general  Hunting  in  this  Foreft? 

Tarn.  Sawcy  Controller  of  our  private  Steps : 
Had  I  the  Power  that  fome  fay  Dian  had, 
Thy  Temples  mould  be  planted  prefently 
With  Horns,  as  was  Atieoris^  and  the  Hounds 

Should  drive  upon  thy  new  transformed  Limbs,' 
Unmannerly  Intruder  as  thou  art. 

Lav.  Under  your  Patience,  gentle  Emprefs, 

'Tis  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  Horning, 
And  to  be  doubted,  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  ffngled  forth  to  try  Experiments : 
^wfhield  your  Husband  from  hisHounds  to  Day, 

'Tis  pity  they  mould  take  him  for  a  Stag. 
Baf.  Believe  me,  Queen,  your  fwarthCymmerian 

Doth  make  your  Honour  of  his  Body's  hue, 
Spotted,  detefted  and  abominable. 

Why  are  you  fequeftred  from  all  your  Train  ? 
Difmounted  from  your  Snow-white  goodly  Steed, 
And  wandred  hither  to  an  obfcure  plot, 
Accompanied  with  a  barbarous  A4oor> 
If  foul  defire  had  not  conducted  you? 

Lav.  And  being  interrupted  in  your  fport, 
Great  reafon  that  my  Noble  Lord  be  rated 
For  Saucinefs ;  I  pray  you  let  us  hence, 
And  let  her  joy  her  Raven-coloured  Love, 
This  Valley  fits  the  purpofe  paffing  well. 

Baf.  The  King  my  Brother  (hall  have  notice  of  this. 
Lav.  Ay,  for  thefe  flips  have  made  him  noted  long, 

Good  King,  to  be  fo  mightily  abufed. 
Tarn.  Why  have  I  patience  to  endure  all  this? 

Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius.  , 

Dem.  How  now,  dear  Sovereign 
And  our  gracious  Mother, 
Why  does  your  Highnefs  look  fo  pale  and  wan? 

Tam.  Have  I  not  reafon,  think  you,  to  look  pale? 

Thefe  two  have  tic'd  me  hither  to  this  place, 
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A  barren  and  detefted  Vale  you  fee  it  is. 

The  Trees,  tho*  Summer,  yet  forlorn  and  lean, 
O'ercome  with  Mofs,  and  baleful  Miffelto. 
Here  never  (bines  the  Sun,  here  nothing  breeds, 
Unlefs  the  nighly  OwJ,  or  fatal  Raven. 

And  when  they  fhew'd  me  this  abhorred  Pit, 
They  told  me,  here  at  dead  time  of  the  Night, 

A  thoufand  Fiends,  a  thoufand*  hiding  Snakes, 
Ten  thoufand  fwelling  Toads,  as  many  Urchin*, 
Would  make  fuch  fearful  and  confufed  Cries, 
As  any  mortal  Body  hearing  it, 
Should  ftraight  fall  mad,  or  elfe  die  fuddenly. 
No  fooner  had  they  told  this  hellifh  Tale, 
But  ftreight  they  told  me  they  would  bind  me  here, 
Unto  the  Body  of  a  difmal  Yew, 
And  leave  me  to  this  mifcrable  Death. 
And  then  they  calPd  me  foul  Adulterefs, 
Lafcivious  Goth%  and  all  the  bittereft  terms 
That  ever  Ears  did  hear  to  fuch  effect. 

And  had  you  not  by  wondrous  fortune  come, 
This  Vengeance  on  me  had  they  executed : 

Revenge  it,  as  you  love  your  Mother's  Life, 
Or  be  ye  not  henceforth  calPd  my  Children. 
Dem.  This  is  a  witnefs  that  I  am  thy  Son.  [Stabs  Baf; 
Chi.  And  this  for  me,    * 

Struck  home  to  fhew  my  Strength. 
Lav.    I  come,  Semiramis,  nay  barbarous  Tamoray 

For  no  Name  fits  thy  Nature  but  thy  own. 
Tarn.  Give  me  thy  Poinard;  you  (hall  know,  my  Boys3 

Your  Mother's  Hand  (hall  right  your  Mother's  wrong. 
Dem.  Stay,  Madam,  here  is  more  belongs  to  her, 

Firft,  thraili  the  Corn,  then  after  burn  the  Straw„: 
This  Minion  flood  upon  her  Chaftity, 
Upon  her  Nuptial  Vow,  her  Loyalty, 

And  with  that  painted  hope  (he  braves  your  Mightinefs'; And  fhall  fhe  carry  this  unto  her  Grave? 
Chi.  And  if  (he  do, 

I  would  1  were  an  Eunuch. 

Drag  hence  her  Husband  to  fome  fecret  Mole,  v 
And  make  his  dead  Trunk  Pillow  to  our  Luft. 

Taml 



Titus  Andronicus.  1017 

Tarn.  But  when  you  have  the  Honey  you  defire, 

Let  not  this  Wafp  out-live  us  both  to  fting. 

Chi.  I  warrant  you,  Madam,  we  will  make  that  fare ; 

Come  Miftrefs,  now  per  force  we  will  enjoy, 
That  nice-preferved  honefty  of  yours. 

Lav.  O  Tamora,  thou  bear'ft  a  Woman's  Face   • 
Tarn.  I  will  not  heaT  her  fpeak;   away  with  her. 
Lav.  Sweet  Lords,  intreat  her  hear  me  but  a  word   » 

Dem.  Liften,  fair  Madam,  let  it  be  you  -  glory 
To  fee  her  Tears;  but  be  your  Heart  to  them, 
As  unrelenting  Flints  to  drops  of  Rain. 

Lav.  When  did  the  Tygers  young-ones  teach  the  Dam? 
O  do  not  leirn  her  wrath,  me  taught  it  thee, 

The  Milk  thou  fuck' ft  from  her  did  turn  to  Marble ; 
Even  at  thy  Teat  thou  hadft  thy  Tyranny: 
Yet  every  Mother  breeds  rot  Sons  alike; 

Do  rhou  intreat  her,  ("hew  a  Woman  pity. Chi.  What! 

Wouldft  thou  have  me  prove  my  felfa  Baftard? 

Lav.  'Tis  true, 
The  Raven  doth  not  hatch  a  Lark : 

Yet  have  I  heard,  O  could  I  find  it  now, 

The  Lion  mov'd  with  pity,  did  endure 
To  have  his  Princely  Paws  par'd  all  away. 
Some  fay,  that  Ravens  fofter  forlorn  Children,  / 
The  whilft  their  own  Birds  famifh  in  their  Nefts : 

Oh  be  to  me,  thy  thy  hard  Heart  fay  no, 
Nothing  fo  kind,  but  fomething  pitiful. 

7dm.  I  know  not  what  it  means ;  away  with  her. 

Lav.  Oh  let  me  teach  thee  for  my  Father's  fake, 
That  gave  thee  Life,  when  well  he  might  have  (lain  thee: 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  Ears, 

Tarn.  Hadft  thou  in  Perfon  ne'er  offended  me, 
Even  for  his  fake  am  I  now  pitilefs : 

Remember,  Boys,  I  pour'd  forth  Tears  in  vain, 
To  fave  your  Brother  from  the  Sacrifice; 
But  fierce  Andronicus  would  not  relent  : 

Therefore  away  with  her,  and  ufe  her  as  you  will, 

The  worfe  to  her,  the  better  iov'd  of  me. 
Lav.  O  Tamordy 

Be  call*d  a  gentle  Queen, And 
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And  with  thine  own  Hands  kill  me  in  this  Place; 

For  'tis  not  Life  that  I  have  begg'd  fo  long  ; 
Poor  I  was  (lain  when  BaJJiantts  dy'd. 

Tarn.  What  begg'ft  thou  then?  Fond  Woman,  let  me  go. 
Lav.  'Tis  prefent  Death  I  beg,  and  one  thing  more, 

That  Womanhood  denies  my  Tongue  to  tell : 
O  keep  me  from  their  worfe  than  killing  Luft, 
And  tumble  me  into  fome  loathfom  Pit, 

Where  never  Man's  Eye  may  behold  my  Body  : Do  this,  and  be  a  charitable  Murderer. 
Tarn.  So  mould  I  rob  my  fweet  Sons  of  their  Fee, 

No,  let  them  fatisfie  their  Luft  on  thee. 
Bern,  Away. 

For  thou  haft  ftaid  us  here  too  long. 
Lav.  No  Grace? 

No  Woman-hood  ?  Ah  beaflly  Creature, 
The  blot  and  Enemy  of  our  general  Name; 
Confufion  all   

Chi.  Nay,  then  I'll  flop  your  Mouth- 
Bring  thou  her  Husband  :  [PraS&*K£  ̂ Lavinia. 
This  is  the  hole  where  Aaron  bid  us  hide  him.         [Exeunt. 

Tarn.  Farewel,  my  Sons,  fee  that  ye  make  her  fure  ; 

Ne'er  let  my  Heart  know  merry  Cheer  indeed, 
Till  all  the  Andronici  be  made  away  : 
Now  will  I  hence  to  feck  my  lovely  Moory 
And  let  my  fpIeenfulSons  this  Trull  deflour.  [£#//» 

Enter  Aaron,  with  Quintus#W  Marcus. 
Aaron.  Come  on,  my  Lords,  the  better  Foot  before, 

Strait  will  I  bring  you  to  the  loathfom  Pit, 
Where  I  efpied  the  Panther  faft  afkep. 

Ouin.  My  fight  is  very  dull,  what  e'er  it  bodes. 
Mar.  And  mine,  I  promife  you;  were  it  not  for  Hume, 

Well  could  I  leave  our  Sport  to  fleep  a  while.  \  t^ 
[Marcus  falls  into  the  Pit, 

Ouin.  What  art  thou  fallen? 
What  fubtle  Hole  is  this,  \ 
Whofe  Mouth  is  covered  with  rude  growing  Briars  ? 
Upon  whofe  Leaves  are  drops  of  new-fried  Blood,  i  j 
As  frefh  as  Morning- Dew  diftilfd  on  Flowers  $ 
A  very  fatal  Place  it  feems  to  me  : 
Speak,  Brother,  haft  thou  hurt  thee  with  the  fali  i 

'  Mar.  O  Brother,  With 
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With  the  difmal'ft  Objed 
That  ever  Eye,  with  fight,  made  Heart  lament. 

Aar.  Now  will  I  fetch  the  King  to  find  them  here, 
That  he  thereby  may  have  a  likely  guefs, 
How  thefe  were  they  that  made  away  his  Brother. 

[Exit  Aaron. Mar.  Why  doft  not  comfort  me,  and  help  me  out, 
From  this  unhallow'd  and  blood-ltained  Hole  ? 

Quirt.  I  am  furprized  with  an  uncouth  fear ; 

A  killing  Sweat  o'er-runs  my  trembling  Joints  ; 
My  Heart  fufpe&s  more  than  mine  Eye  can  fee. 

Mar  To  prove  thou  haft  a  true  divining  Heart, 
Aaron  and  thou,  look  down  into  the  Den, 
And  fee  a  fearful  fight  of  Blood  and  Death. 

Quirt.  Aaron  is  gone* 
And  my  compaflfionate  Heart 
Will  not  permit  mine  Eyes  once  to  behold 
The  thing  whereat  it  trembles  by  furmife: 
O  tell  me  how  it  is ;  for  ne'er  till  now, 
Was  I  a  Child,  to  fear  I  know  not  what. 

Mar,  Lord  Bafflanus  lyes  embrewed  here, 

All  on  a  heap,  like  to  the  (laughter'd  Lamb, 
In  this  detefted,  dark,  blood-drinking  Pit. 

Quin.  If  it  be  dark,  how  do'ft  thou  know  'tis  he? 
Mar.  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  wear 

A  precious  Ring,  that  lightens  all  the  Hole : 
Which  like  a  Taper  in  fome  Monument, 

Doth  mine  upon  the  dead  Man's  earthly  Cheeks, 
And  (hews  the  ragged  intrails  of  the  Pit. 
So  pale  did  mine  the  Moon  on  Pyramusy 

When  he  by  night  lay  bath'd  in  Maiden-blood. 
0  Brother  help  me,  with  thy  fainting  Hand ; 
If  Fear  hath  ntede  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hath, 

Out  of  this  fell  devouring  Receptacle, 
As  hateful  as  Cocytus  mifty  Mouth. 

Quin.  Reach  me  thy  Hand,  that  I  may  help  thee  our, 
Or  wanting  ftrength,  to  do  thee  fo  much  good, 

1  may  be  pluck'd  into  the  fwallowing  Womb 
Of  this  deep  Pit,  poor  BaffianHs  Grave  : 
I  have  no  ftrtngth  to  pluck  thee  to  the  brink. 

Mar.  Nor  Ino  ftrength  to  climb  without  thy  help. 

f,LT  S# 
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Ouin.  Thy  hand  once  more,  I  will  not  lofe  again, 

'Till  thou  arc  here  aloft,  or  I  below : 
Thou  carfft  not  come  to  me,  I  come  tothee.     [Beth  fall  in, 

Enter  the  Emperor  and  Aaron. 

Sat.  Along  with  me,  I'll  fee  what  hole  is  here, 
And  what  he  is  that  now  is  leap'd  into  it. 
Say,  who  art  thou  that  lately  didfl:  defcend 
Into  this  gaping  Hollow  of  the  Earth  ? 

Mar.  The  unhappy  Son  of  old  Andronicus, 
Brought  hither  in  a  raofl:  unlucky  hour, 
To  find  thy  Brother  BaJJianus  dead. 

Sat.  My  Brother  dead  ?  I  know  thou  doft  but  jeft, 
He  and  his  Lady  both  are  at  the  Lodge, 
Upon  the  North-fide  of  this  pleafant  Chafe, 
*Tis  not  an  hour  fince  I  left  him  there. 

Mar.  We  know  not  where  you  left  him  all  alive, 
But  out,  alas,  here  have  we  found  him  dead. 

Enter  Tamora,  Andronicus,  and  Lucius. 
Tarn.  Where  is  my  Lord,  the  King  ? 

Sat.  Here  Tamora,  though  griev'd  v/ith  killing  Grief* 
Tarn.  Where  is  thy  Brother  Baffianm  ? 

.     Sat.  Now  to  the  bottom  doll:  thou  fearch  my  Wound, 
Poor  Bajfianus  here  lyes  murthered. 

Tarn.  Then  all  roo  late  I  bring  this  fatal  Writ, 
The  complot  of  this  timely  Tragedy, 

And  wonder  greatlefs  that  Man's  Face  can  fold 
In  pleafing  fmiles  fuch  murderous  Tyranny. 

[She  giveth  Saturninus  <*  Letter, Saturninus  reads  the  Letter. 

And  if  we  mifs  to  meet  him  handfomly, 

Sweet  Huntfman,  Baflianus,  'tis  we  mean^ 
Do  thou  Jo  much  as  dig  the  Grave  for  him, 
Thou  know  ft  our  meaning,  look  for  thy  reward 
Among  the  Nettles  at  the  Elder-tree : 
Which  over-fbades  the  mouth  of  that  fame  Pit9 
Where  we  decreed  to  bury  Bafliafius ; 
Do  this,  and  pur  chafe  us  thy  lafting  Friends. 

Sat.  Oh  Tamora,  was  ever  heard  the  like  ? 
This  is  the  Pit,  and  this  the  Elder-tree : 
Look,  Sirs,  if  you  can  find  the  Hunt /man  out*, 
That  fliould  have  murthered  Bafjtanus  here. 

Aar. 
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Aar.  My  gracious  Lord,  here  is  the  Bag  of  Gold. 

Sat.  Two  of  thy  Whelps,  fell  Curs,  or"  bloody  kind Hwc  here  bereft  my  Brother  of  his  Lik:  [To  Titus. 

Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  Pit  unto  the  Prifon, 

There  let  them  bide  until  we  have  devis'd 
Some  never  heard-of  torturing  pain  for  them. 

Tarn,  What  are  they  in  rjiis  Pit  \ 
Oh  wondrous  thing  ! 
How  cafily  Murder  is  difcovered? 

Ttt.  High  Emperor,  upon  my  feeble  Knee, 
I  beg  this  boon,  with  tears  not  lightly  ihed, 
That  this  fell  fault  of  my  accurfed  Sons, 

Accurfed,  if  the  faults  be  proved  in  them-   
Sat.  If  it  be  proved?  you  fecit  is  apparent. 

Who  found  this  Letter,  7amora>  was  it  you  ? 
Tam,  Andronicus  himfclf  did  take  it  up. 
77/.  I  did,  my  Lord, 

Yet  let  me  be  their  Bail. 

For  by  my  Father's  reverend  Tomb  I  vow 
They  /hall  be  ready  at  your  Highnefs  Willy 
To  anfwer  their  Sufpicion  with  their  Jives, 

Sat.  *1  hou  llialc  not  bail  them,  fee  thou  follow  me: 

Some  bring  the  murther'd  Body,  fomethe  Murtherers, 
Let  them  not  fpeak  a  word,  the  Guilt  is  plain, 
For  by  my  Soul,  were  there  worfe  end  than  Death, 
That  end  upon  them  mould  be  executed. 

Tarn.  AndromctiSy  I  will  intreat  the  King, 

Fear  not  thy  S  -;n«,  they  fhall  do  weJl  enough. 
Tit.  Come,  Lucius,  come, 

Stay  not  to  talk  with  them.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Demetrius  and  Chiron,   with  Lavinia,   her  Hands 

cut  off]   and  her  Tongue  cut  out,  and  ravifo'd. 
Bern.  So  now  go  tell,  and  if  thy  Tongue  can  fpeak, 

Who  'twas  that  cut  thy  Tongue  and  raviuYd  thee. 
Chi.  Write, down  thy  mind>  bewray  thy  meaning  fo, 

And,   if  thy  Stumps  will  let  thee,  play  the  Scribe. 
Dem.  See  how  with  figns  and  tokens  fhe  can  fcowl. 
Chi.  Go  home, 

Call  for  fweet  Water,  waih  thy  hands. 
Dem.  Sheihath  no  tongue  to  call,  nor  hands  to  waih ; 

And  fo  let's  leave  he*  to  her  filent  Walks, Chi> 



iO$i  Titus  Andronicus. 

Chi.  And  'twere  my  Caufe,  I  fliould  go  hang  my  felf. 
Dem.  If  thou  had'ft  Hands  to  help  thee  knit  the  Cord.* 

\JLxeun. 
Wind.  Horns.     Enter  Marcus  from  Huntings  to  Lavinia. 

Mar.  Who  is  this,  my  Niece,  that  flies  away  fo  faft  ? 
Coufin,  a  Word,  where  is  your  Husband  ? 
If  I  do  Dream,  would  all  my  Wealth  would  wake  me; 
If  I  do  wake,  fome  Planet  ftrike  me  down. 

That  I  may  (lumber  in  eternal  Sleep. 

Speak,  gentle  Niece,  what  ftern  ungentle  Hands 

Hath  lop'd  and  hew'd,  and  made  thy  Body  bare Of  her  two  Branches,  thofe  fweet  Ornaments, 

Wh©fe  circling  Shadows  Kings  have  fought  to  deep  in, 
And  might  not  gain  fo  great  a  Happinefs, 

As  half  thy  Love  !  Why  do'ft  not  fpeak  to  me  ? 
Alas,  a  crimfon  River  of  warm  Blood, 

Like  to  a  bubling  Fountain  ftirr'd  with  Wind, 
Doth  rife  and  fall  between  thy  rofy  Lips, 
Coming  and  going  with  thy  Honey  Breath. 

But  fure  fome  Terens  hath  deflour'd  thee, 
And  left  thou  fhould'ft  deted  him,  cut  thy  Tongue, 
Ah,  now  thou  turn'ft  away  thy  Face  for  Shame ! 
And  notwithftanding  all  this  lofs  of  Blood, 
As  from  a  Conduit  with  their  ilTuing  Spouts, 
Yet  do  thy  Cheeks  look  red  as  Titans  Face, 
Blufhing  to  be  encountred  with  a  Cloud,   

Shall  I  fpeak  for  thee?  Shall  I  fay,  'tis  fo  § 
Oh  that  I   knew  thy  Heart,  and  knew  the  Beaft, 
That  I  might  rail  at  him  to  eafe  my  mind. 
Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  Oven  ftopt, 
Doth  burn  the  Heart  to  Cindars  where  it  is. 

Fair  Philomela,  fhe  but  loft  her  Tongue, 
And  in  a  tedious  Sampler  fewed  her  mind* 
But  lovely  Niece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee, 
A  craftier  Tereus  haft  thou  met  withall, 
And  he  hath  cut  thofe  pretty   Fingers  off 
That  could  have  better  fewed  than  Philomel. 

Oh  had  the  Monfter  feen  thofe  Lilly  Hands 
Tremble  like  Afpen  Leaves  upon  a  Lute, 

A'nd  make  the  (liken  Strings  delight  to  kifs  them, 
He  would  not  then  have  touched  them  for  his  Life. 

Or 
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Or  had  he  heard  the  heavenly  Harmony^ 
Which  that  fweet  Tongue  hath  made; 

He  wo  (Id  havedropt  hir  Knife  and  fell  aileep, 
As  Cerberus  at  the  Thracian  Poet's  feet. 

Com:-,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  Father  blind, 

For  fuch  a  fiiiht  will  blind  a  Father's  Eye. 
Ore  hrurs  Storm  will  drown  the  fragrant  Meads, 

What  will  w  h)'e  Months  of  Tears  thy  Father's  Eyes? 
Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  will  mourn  with  thee: 

'Oh  could  our  mourning  cafe  thy  Mifery.  [Exeunt* 

T    III.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  the  fudges  and  Senators,  with  Marcus  and  Quintus 
bound,  paflin^  on  the  Stage  to  tioe place  of  Lxecution,  and  Ti- 

tus going  be] 'or 'e$  pleading* 

7^.  TT  Ear  me,  grave  Fathers  noble  Tribunes  ftay, 
XT!    For  pny  of  mine  Age,  vhofe  Youth  was  fpent  , 

In  dangerous  Wars,  whilfl:  you  f^curely  ilept: 

For  all  my  Blood  in  Rome's  great  Qjarrel  fhed, 
For  all  the  froliy  Niphts  that  I  have  watcht, 
And  for  thefe  bittei  T.ars,  which  now  you  fee 
Filling  the  ag;d  wrinkles  in  my  Cheeks, 
Bf  pitiful  to  my  condemned  Sons, 

Whofe  Souls  are  not  corrupted,  as  'tis  thought: 
For  two  and  twenty  Sons  I  never  wept, 

Becaufexhey  died  in  Honour's  lofty  Bed. 
[Andronicus  lieth  down*  and  the  Judges  pa/s  by  him. 

For  thefe,  thefe,  Tribune?,  in  the  Duft  I  write 

My  H.arr's  deep  Languor,  and  my  Soul's  fad  Tears : 
Let  my  Tears  fhnch  the  Earth's  dry  Appetite, My  Sons  fweet  Blood  will  make  it  flume  and  blufli: 
O  Earrh  !   I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  Rain,      [Exeunt. 
That  ftull  diftilfrom  thefe  two  ancient  Ruins, 
Than  youthful  April  fhali  with  all  her  Showers 

In  Si  mmer's  drought  :  I'll  drop  upon  thee  ftill, In  Winter  with  warm  Tears  Til  melt  the  Snow, 
And  keep  eternal  Spring-time  on  thy  Face* 
So  thou  refufe  to  drink  my  dear  Son's  Blood* 
Vol.  IV.  Kk  Enter 
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Enter  Lucius  with  his  Sword  drawn. 

Oh  Reverend  Tribunes!  gentle  aged  Men  ! 
Unbind  my  Sons,  reverie  the  doom  of  Death, 
And  Jet  me  fay  (that  never  wept  before^ 
My  Tears  are  now  prevailing  Orators. 

Luc.  Oh,  Noble  Father,  you  lament  in  vain, 
The  Tribunes  hear  you  not,  no  Man  is  by, 
And  you  recount  your  Sorrows  to  a  Stone. 

Tit.  Ah  Lucius,  for  thy  Brothers  let  me  plead — — 
Grave  Tribunes,  once  more  I  intreat  of  you—.  . 

Luc.  My  gracious  Lord,  no  Tribune  hears  you  fpeak. 

Tit.  Why,  'tis  no  matter,  Man  ;  if  they  did  hear, 
They  would  not  mark  me:  Or  if  they  did  hear, 
They  would  not  pity  me. 
Therefore  I  tell  my  Sorrows  bootlefs  to  the  Stones, 

Who,  tho'  they  cannot  anfwer  my  Diftrefs, 
Yet  in  fome  fort  they  are  better  than  the  Tribunes, 
For  that  they  will  not  intercept  my  Tale; 
When  I  do  weep,  they  humbly  at  my  Feet 
Receive  my  Tears,  and  feem  to  weep  with  me; 

And  were  they  but 'attired  in  grave  Weeds, Rome  could  afford  no  Tribune  like  to  thefe. 

A  Stone  is  as  foft  Way, 
Tribunes  more  hard  than  Stones : 

A  Stone  is  filent,  and  cfTendeth  not, 

And  Tribunes  with  their  Tongues  docm  Men  to  death. 

But  wherefore  ftand'ft:  thou  with  thy  Weapon  drawn  ? 
Luc.  Torefcue  my  two  Brothers  from  their  Death, 

For  which  attempt,  the  Judges 'have  pronoune'd 
My  everlaftingdoom  or  Banifhment. 

Tit.  O  happy  Man,  they  have  befriended  thee: 
Why,  fooliiTi  Lucius,  dofl:  thou  not  perceive, 
That  Rome  is  but  a  Wildernefs  of  Tygers? 
Tygers  muft  prey,  and  Rome  affords  no  prey 
But  me  and  mine;  how  happy  art  thou  then, 
From  thefe  Devourers  to  be  banifhed? 
But  who  comes  with  our  Brother  Marcus  here? 

Enter  Marcus  and  Lavinia. 

Mar.  Titus,  prepare  thy  Noble  Eyes  to  weep, 
Or  if  not  fo,  thy  Noble  Heait  to  break: 
1  bring  confuming  Sorrow  to  thine  Age. Tit. 
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Tit.  Will  it  confume  me  ?  Let  me  fee  it  then. 

Mar.  This  was  thy  Daughter. 
Tit.  Why,  Aiarcusy  (o  me  is. 
Lhc.  Ah  me,  this  Object  kills  me. 
Tit.  Faint-hearted  Boy,  arife  and  look  upon  her ;  « 

Speak  my  Lavinia,  what  accurfed  Hand 

Hath  made  thee  handlefsin  thy  Father's  fight  ? What  Fool  hath  added  Water  to  the  Sea? 

Or  brought  a  Faggot  to  bright-burning  Troy  ? 
My  Grief  was  at  the  heighth  before  thou  cam'ft, And  now  like  Niltts  it  difdaineth  bounds: 

Give  me  a  Sword,  I'll  chop  off  my  Hands  too, 
For  they  have  fought  for  Rome,  and  all  in  vain: 

And  they  have  nurs'd  this  woe,  in  feeding  Life* 
In  bootlefs  Prayer  have  they  been  held  up, 

And  they  have  ferv'd  me  to  effe&lefs  ufe. 
Now  all  the  Service  I  require  of  them, 
Is,  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other  I 

'Tis  well,  Lavinia,  that  thou  haft  no  Hands, For  Hands  to  do  Rome  Service  are  but  vain. 

Lhc.  Speak,  gentle  Sifter,  who  hath  martyr'd  thee? 
Mar.  O  that  delightful  Engine  of  her  Thoughts, 

That  blab'd  them  with  fuch  pleafing  Eloquence, 
Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  hollow  Cage, 
Where  like  afweet  melodious  Bird  it  fung, 
Sweet  various  Notes  inchanting  every  Ear, 

Lhc.  Oh  fay  thou  for  her, 
Who  hath  done  this  Deed? 

Mar.  Oh  thus  I  found  her  ftraying  in  the  Park, 
Seeking  to  hide  her  k]f9  as  doth  the  Deer 

That  hath  receiv'd  fome  unrecuring  Wound. 
Tit.  It  was  my  Deer, 

And  he  that  wounded  her 

Hath  hurt  me  more  than  had  he  kill'd  mc  dead: 
For  now  I  ftand,  as  one  upon  a  Rock, 
Environ'd  with  aWildernefs  of  Sea, 
Who  makse  the  waxing  Tide  grow  Wave  by  Wave, 
Expecting  ever  when  fome  envious  Surge 
Will  in  his  brinifh  Bowels  fwallow  him. 

Kk  2  This 
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This  way  to  death  my  wretched  Sons  are  gone: 
Here  (lands  my  other  Son,  a  banifrYd  Man, 
And  here  my  Brother  weeping  at  my  Woes. 
But  that  which  gives  my  Soul  the  greateft  fpurn, 
Is  dear  Lavima,  dearer  than  my  Soul. 
Had  I  but  feen  thy  Picture  in  this  plight, 
It  would  have  madded  me.     What  fhall  I  do, 

Now  I  behold  thy  lively  Body  To? 
Thou  haft  no  Hands  to  wipe  away  thy  Tears, 

Nor  Tongue  to  tell  me  who  hath  martyr'd  thee  ; 
Thy  Husband  he  is  dead,  and  for  his  Death 

Thy  Brothers  are  condemn'd,  and  dead  by  this. 
Look  Marcus,  ah  Son  Lucius  look  on  her : 
When  I  did  name  her  Brothers  then  fre(h  Tears 
Stood  on  her  Cheeks,  as  doth  the  Honey  dew, 

Upon  a  gathered  Lilly  almoft  wither'd* 
Alar.  Perchance  ihe  weeps  becaufe  they  kill'd  her  Husband. Perchance  becaufe  fhe  knows  him  Innocent. 

Tit.  If  they  did  kill  thy  Husband,  then  be  joyful,    ; 

Becaufe  the  Law  hath  ta'en  revenge  on  them. 
No,  no,  they  would  not  do  fo  foul  a  Deed, 
Witnefs  the  Sorrow  that  their  Sifter  makes. 

Gentle  Lavinia,  let  me  kifs  thy  Lips, 
Or  make  fome  figns  how  I  may  do  thee  eafe: 
Shall  thy  good  Uncle,  and  thy  Brother  Lucius, 
And  thou  and  I  fit  round  about  fome  Fountain, 
Looking  all  downwards  to  behold  our  Cheeks, 

How  they  are  ftain'd  like  Meadows  yet  not  dry 
With  miery  flime  left  on  them  by  a  Flood  : 
And  in  the  Fountain  fhall  we  gaze  fo  long, 
'Till  the  frefti  tafte  be  taken  from  that  clearnefs, 
And  made  a  Brine-pit  with  our  bitter  Tears? 
Or  fhall  we  cut  away  our  Hands  like  thine? 
Or  fhall  we  bite  our  Tongues,  and  in  dumb  Shows 
Pafs  the  remainder  of  our  hateful  Days? 

Wrhat  fhall  we  do?  Let  us  that  have  our  Tongues Plot  fome  devife  of  further  miferies 
To  make  us  wondred  at  in  time  to  come. 

Luc*  Sweet  Father,  ceafe  your  Tears,  for  at  your  Grief 
See  how  my  wretched  Sifter  fobs  and  weeps. '  --■- -      —  -sos  Hfini  r  _. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Patience,  dear  Niece,  g  >od  77/im  dry  thine  Eye?.*l 
7//.   Ah  Marcus,  Marcus,   Brother,   well  I  wot, 

Thy  Napkin  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine, 

For  thou,  poor  Man,  haft  drown'd  it  wit: i  thine  own. 
Luc.  Ah,  my  Lavima,  I  will  wipe  thy  Cheeks. 
TiU  Mark,  Marcus,  mark,  I  underftand  her  Signs, 

Had  (lie  a  Tongue  to  fpeak,  now  would  (he  fay 
That  to  her  Brother  which  I  faid  to  thee. 

His  Napkin  with  his  true  tears  all  bewet, 
Can  do  no  fervice  on  her  forrowful  Cheeks. 

Oh  what  a  fympathy  of  Woe  is  this  I 
As  far  from  help  as  Limbo  is  from  Blifs. 

Enter  Aaron  alone* 

Aar.  Tnus  Andronicus,  my  Lord  the  Emperor 
Sends  thee  this  Word,  that  if  thou  love  thy  Sons, 
Let  Marcus,  Lucius,  or  thy  felf,  old  Titus, 
Or  any  one  of  you  chop  off  your  Hand, 
And  fend  it  to  the  King  \  he  for  the  fame 

Will 'fend  thee  hither  both  thy  Sons  alive, And  that  fhall  be  the  Ranfom  for  their  Fault. 

Tit.  Oh  gracious  Emperor  I  oh  gentle  Aaron  I 
Did  ever  Raven  flng  fo  like  a  Lark, 

That  gives  fweetTydings  of  the  Sun's  uprifef 
Wirh  all  my  Heart,  I'll  fend  the  Emperor  my  Hand, 
(Jr)od  Aaron  wilt  thou  help  to  chop  it  off? 

Luc.  Stay,  Father,  for  that  noble  Hand  of  thine, 
That  hath  thrown  down  fo  many  Enemies, 
Shall  not  be  fent;  my  Hand  will  ferve  the  turn. 
My  Youth  can  better  fpare  my  Blood  than  you, 
And  therefore  mine  fhall  fave  my  Brothers  lives. 

Mar,  Which  of  your  Hands  hath  not  defended  Rome, 

And  rear'd  aloft  the  bloody  Batttl-ax, 
Wiiting  Deft  uclion  on  the  Enemies  Caftle? 
Oh  none  of  both  but  are  of  high  defert: 
My  Hand  hatji  been  but  idle,  let  it  ferve 
To  ranfome  my  two  Nephews  from  their  Death, 
Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end. 

Aar.  Nay,  come  agree,  whofe  Hasd  fhall  go  along, 
For  fear  they  die  before  their  pardon  come. 
Mau  My  Hand  (hall  go. 

Kk  3  Luc' 
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Luc.  By  Heaven  it  fhall  not  go. 

Tit.  Sus,  fbive  no  more,  fuch  wither'd  Herbs  as  thefe 
Are  meet  for  plucking  tip,  and  therefore  mine. 

Luc.  Sweet  Father,  if  I  (hall  be  thought  thy  Son, 
Let  me  redeem  my  Brothers  both  from  Death. 

Mar.  And  for  our  Father's  fake,  and  Mother's  care, 
Now  let  me  fhew  a  Brother's  love  to  thee» 

Tit.  Agree  between  you,  I  will  fpare  my  Hand. 

Luc.  Then  I'll  go  fetch  an  Ax. 
Mar.  But  I  will  ufe  the  Ax.  [Exeunt* 

■   Tit.  Come  hither,  Aaron,  Til  deceive  them  both; 
Lend  me  thy  Hand*  and  I  will  give  thee  mine. 

Aar.  If  that  be  cail'd  deceit,  I  will  be  honeft, 
And  never  whilft  I  live  deceive  Men  foj 

But  I'll  deceive  you  in  another  fort, 
And  that  you'll  iay  e'er  half  an  hour  pafs.  [Afidc. 

[He  cuts  off  Titus'*  Hand. 
Enter  Lucius  and  Marcus  again. 

Tit.  Now  ftay  your  Strife;  what  fhall  be,  is  difpatchc; 
Good  Aaron,  give  his  Majefty  my  Hand: 
Tell  him,  it  was  a  Hand  that  warded  him 
From  thoufand  Dangers,  bid  him  bury  it, 
More  hath  it  merited  :  That  kt  it  have. 

As  for  my  Sons,  fay,  I  account  of  them, 

As  Jewels  purchased  at  an  eade  Price, 
And  yet  dear  too,  becaufe  I  bought  mine  own. 

Aar.  I  go,  AndronicuS)  and  for  thy  Hand 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  thy  Sons  with  thee : 
Their  Heads  I  mean.   Oh,  how  this  Villany      [Afid^ 
Doth  fat  me  with  the  very  thought  of  ir. 
Let  Fools  do  good,  and  fair  Men  call  for  Grace, 
Aaron  will  have  his  Soul  black  like  his  Face.  [Exit. 

Tit.  O  hear!   1  lift  this  one  Hand  up  to  Heaven, 
And  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  Earth* 

If  any  Power  pities  wretched  Tears, 
To  that  I  call :  What  wilt  thou  kneel  with  me? 

Do  then, dear  Heart,  for  Heaven  fhall  hear  our  Prayers1, 
Or  with  our  fighs  we'll  breath  the  Welkin  dim, 
And  {lain  the  Sari  with  Fog,  as  fometime  Clouds, 
When  they  do  lug  him  in  their  melting  Bofoms, 

Mar.  Oh,  Brother,  fpeak  with  poffibilitier, And 
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And  do  not  break  into  thefe  two  Extreams. 

Ttt.  Is  not  my  Sorrow  deep,  having  no  bottom? 
Then  be  my  Paffions  bottomlefs  with  them. 

Mar.  But  yet  let  Reafon  govern  thy  Lament. 
Tit.  If  there  were  Reafon  for  thefe  Miferies 

Then  into  limits  could  I  bind  my  Woes  ; 

When  Heaven  doth  weep,  doth  not  the  Earth  o'er- flow? 
If  the  Winds  rape,  doth  not  the  Sea  wax  mad, 

Threatning  the  Welkin  with  his  big-fwoln  Face? 
And   wilt  thou  have  a  Reafon  for  this  Coil  ? 

I  am  the  Sea,  hark  how  her  Sighs  do  blow  ; 
She  is  the  weeping  Welkin,  I  the  Earrh : 
Then  muft  my  Sea  be  moved  with  her  Si^hs 
Then  muft  my  Earth  with  her  continual  Tears 

Become  a  Deluge,  over-rT>w'd  and  drown'd: 
For  why,  my  Bowels  cannot  hide  her  Woes, 
But  like  a  Drunkard  muft  I  vomit  them  ; 

Then  give  me  leave,  for  lofers  will  have  leave, 
To  tafe  their  Stomachs  with  their  bitter  Tongue?. 

Enter  a  Meffenger  with  two  Heads  and  a   H*nl. 

Mef.  Worthy  Andronicus^  ill  art  thou  repay'd, 
For  that  good  Hind  thou  fem'ft  the  Emperor; 
Here  are  the  Heads  of  thy  two  noble  Sons, 

And  here's  thy  Hand  in  fcorn  to  thee  fent  ba<  k; 
Thy  Griefs,  their  Sports,  thy  Refolution  mockt: 
That  woe  is  me  to  think  upon  thy  Woes, 

More  than  Remembrance  of  my  Fathei's  Death,         \_EMt* 
Mar.  Now  let  hot  *s£tna  cool  in  Sicily , 

And  be  my  Heart  an  ever-burning  Hell; 
Thefe  Miferies  are  more  than  may  be  born. 
To  weep  with  them  that  weep,  doth  eafeYome  d:al, 
But  Sorrow  fbuted  at  is  double  Death. 

Luc.  Ah  that  this  fight  mould  make  fo  deep  a  Wound, 
And  yet  detefted  Life  not  fhrink  thereat; 
That  ever  Death  mould  let  Life  bear  his  Name, 
Wheie  Life  hath  no  more  Intereft  but  to  breathe. 

Mar.  Ala^  poor  Heart,  that  Kifs  is  comfortlefc, 
As  frozen  Water  to  a  ftarved  Snake. 

Tit.  When  will  this  fearful  (lumber  have  an  end? 

Mar.   Now  farewel  Flattery,  die  Andronicus, 
Thou  dofl  not  (lumber,  fee  thy  two  Sons  Heads, 

K  k  4  Thy 
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Thy  warlike  Hand,  thy  mangled  Daughter  here; 

Thy  other  baniih'd  Son  with  this  dear  Sight 
Struck  pale  and  bloodleis,  and  thy  Bi  other  I, 
Even  like  a  ftony  Image,  cold  and  numb. 
Ah  now  no  more  will  I  controul  my  Griefs, 
Rent  off  thy  Silver  Hair,  thy  other  Hand 
Gnawing  with  thy  Teeth,  a/.d  be  this  difmal  fight 
The  doling  up  of  our  mod  wretched  Eyes  ; 
Now  is  a  time  to  ftorm,  why  art  thou  ftill? 

Tit.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Alar.  Why  doft  thou  laugh?   it  fits  not  with  this  Hour. 
Tit.  Why  I  have  not  another  Tear  to  fhcd  ; 

Befides,  this  Sorrow  is  an  Enemy, 
And  would  ufurp  upon  my  watry  Eyes, 
And  make  them  blind  wit*  tributary  Tears, 
Then  which  way  mail  I  find  Revenges  Cave  ? 
For  thefe  two  Heads  do  feem  to  /peak  to  me, 
And  threat  me,  I  fhali  never  come  to  Blifs, 

Till  all  thefe  Mifchiefs  be  return'd  again, 
Even  in  their  Throats  that  have  committed  them. 
Come  let  me  fee  what  Task  I  have  to  do 

You  heavy  People  circle  me  abuut, 
That  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you, 
And  fwear  unto  my  Soul  to  right  your  Wrongs. 
The  Vow  is  made,  come  Brorhcr  take  a  Head, 
And  in  this  Hand  the  other  will  I   bear, 

Lavima*  thou  malt  be  employed  in  thefe  things; 
Bear  thou  my  Hand,  fweet  Wench,  between  thy  Teeth; 
As  for  thte,  BoyJ  go  gee  thee  from  my  fight, 
Thou  art  an  Exile,  and  thou  m  jft  not  ftay. 
Hie  to  the  Goths,  and  raife  an  Army  there, 
And  if  you  love  me,  as  I  chink  you  do, 

Let's  kifs  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  do,  \JLxeunt* Ma.net  Lucius, 

Lhc.  Farewel  Adronkm,  my  noble  Father, 
The  woful'ft  Man  that  ever  hVd  in  Rome; 
Farewel,  proud  Rome,  till  Lucius  come  again, 
He  leaves  his  Pledges  dearer  thin  his  Life; 
Farewel  Lavinia,  my  noble  Sifter, 
O  would  thou  wert  as  thou  to  fore  haft  been, 
But  now,  nos  Lucius  nor  Lavinia  lives 

But 
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But  in  Oblivion  and  hateful  Griefs; 

If  Lucius  live,  he  will  requite  your  Wrongs, 
And  make  proud  Saturninus  and  his  Emprefs 
Beg  at  the  Gates  like  Tarqum  and  his  Queen, 
Now  will  I  to  the  Goths  and  raife  a  Power, 

To  be  reveng'd  on  Rome  and  Saturnine*  [Exit  Lucius. 
A  Banquet.  Enter  Titus,  Marcus,  Lavinia,  andthe  Boy. 
Tit.  So,  (oy  now  lit,  and  look  you  eat  no  more 

Than  will  preferve  juft  fo  much  Strength  in  us, 
As  will  revenge  thefe  bitter  Woes  of  ours. 
Marcus^  unknit  that  Sorrow- wreathen  knot; 
Thy  Niece  and  1,  poor  Creatures,  want  our  Hands 
And  cannot  pafiionate  oui  ten-fold  Grief, 
With  folded  Arm  .  This  poor  Right- Handof  mine 
Is  left  to  Tyrannize  upon  my   Breaft, 
And  when  my  Heart,  all  mad  with  Mifery, 
Beats  in  this  hollow  Pnfon  of  my  Flefti, 
Then  thus  I  thump  it  down. 
Thou  Map  of  Wo,  that  thus  d  )ft  talk  in  Signs, 
When  thy  poor  Heait  beats  with  outragious  beating, 
Thou  canft  not  (bike  it  thus  to  make  it  dill; 

Wound  it  with  Sirring,  Girl,  kill  it  with  Groans; 
Or  get  fome  little  Kmfe  between  thy  Teeth, 
And  juft  againft  thy  Heart  make  thou  a  hole, 
That  all  the  Tears  th.it  thy  poor  Eyes  let  fall 
May  run  into  that  Sink,  and  foaking  in, 
Drown  the  lamenting  Fo  >1  in  Sea-falt  Tears, 

Mar.  Fie,  Brother,  fie,  teach  her  not  thus  to  lay 
Such  violent -Hands  upon  her  tender  Life. 

Tit.  How  now!   Hs5  Sorrow  made  thee  doat  already  £ 
Why,  Marcusy  no  Man  fhould  be  m*    but  I  ; 
What  violent  Hands  can  fhe  lay  on  her  Life  ? 

Ah,   wherefore  doft  thou  urge  the  name  of  Hands,  — — 

To  bid  i&vieas  tell  the  Ta'e  twice  o'er, 
How  Troy  was  burnt,  and  he  made  m  feiable  ? 
O  handle  not  the  Theam,  no  talk  of  Hands, 
Left  we  remember  ftill  that  we  have  none. 

Fie,  fie,  how  Frantickly  I  fquare  rry  Talk, 
As  if  we  mould  forget  we  had  no  Handb, 
tl  Marcus  did  not  name  the  word  of  Hands? Come; 
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Come,  let's  fall  too,  and  gentle  Girl  eat  this, 
Here  is  no  Drink :  Hark,  Marcus,  what  (he  fays, 

I  can  interpret  all  her  martyr'd  Signs, 
She  fays,  fhe  drinks  no  other  Drink  but  Tears, 

Brew'd  with  her  Sorrows,  mefli'd  upon  her  Cheeks. 
Speechlefs  complaint-    O  I  will  learn  thy  Thought. 
In  thy  dumb  Action  will  I  be  as  perfect 
As  begging  Hermits  in  their  holy  Prayers. 
Thou  malt  not  figh,  nor  hold  thy  Stumps  to  Heaven, 
Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  Sign, 
But  I,  of  thefe,  will  wreft  an  Alphabet, 
And  by  (till  Practice,  learn  to  know   thy  Meaning. 

Boy.  Good  Grandflre  leave  thefe  bitter  deep  Laments, 
Make  my  Aunt  merry,  with  fome  pleafing  Tale. 

Mar.  Alas  the  tender  Boy,  in  Pailion  mov'd, 
Doth  weep  to  fee  his  Grandfire's  heavinefs. 

Tit.  Peace  tender  Sapling,  thou  are  made  of  Tears, 
And  Tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  Life  away. 

Marcus  firths  the  Dip  with  a  Knife. 
What  doft  thou  ftnke  at,  Marcus,  with  thy  Knife  ? 

Mar.  At  that  that  I  have  kill'd,  my  Lord,  a  Fly. 
Tit.  Oat  on  thee,  Murderer;  thou  kill'ft  my  Heart, 

Mine  Eyes  are  cloy'd  with  view  of  Tyranny: A  deed  of  Dea'h  done  on  the  Innocent 
Becomes  not  Titus  Brother;  get  thee  gone, 
I  fee  thou  art  not  for  my  Company. 

Mar.  Alas,  my  Lord,  I  have  but  kill'd  a  Fly. 
Tit.  But   how  if  that  Fly  had  a  Father  and  Mother  \ 

How  would  he  hang  his  (lender  gilded  Wings, 

And  buz  lamenting  doings  in  the  Air  <* 
Poor  harmlefs  Fly, 
That  with  his  pretty  buzzing  Melody, 
Came  here  to  make  us  merry, 
And  thou  haft  kill'd  him. 

Mar.  Pardon  me,  Sir, 

It  was  a   black  ill-favour'd  Fly, 
Like  to  the  Emprefs,  Moor%  therefore  I  kill'd  him, 

Tit.  O,  o,  o, 
Then  pardon  me  for  reprehending  thee, 
For  thou  haft  done  a  Charitable  Deed ; 

Give  me  thy  Knife,  I  will  infuk  on  him, 

f  Flattering 
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Flattering  my  felf,  as  if  it  were  the  Moor, 

Come  hither  purpofely  to  poifon  me. 

There's  for  thy  felf,  and  that's  for  Tumoral  Ah  Sirra! 
Yet  I  think  we  are  not  brought  fo  low, 
But  that  between  us,  we  can  kill  a  Fly, 

That  comes  in  hkenefs  of  a  Cole-black  Moor. 

Mar.  Alas  poor  Man,Grief  has  fo  wrought  on  him, 
He  takes  falfe  Shadows  for  true  Subftances. 

Come,  take  away ;  Lavinia,  go  with  me, 

I'll  to  thy  Clofet,  and  go  read  with  thee 
Sad  Stories,  chanced  in  the  times  of  old. 

Come,  Boy,  and  go  with  me,  thy  Sight  is  young, 
And  thou  malt  read,  when  mine  begin  to  dazle.       [_Exeunt. 

A  C  T    IV.     SCENE   I.   . 

Enter  young  Lucius  and  Lavinia  running  after  him,  and  the 

Boy  fites  from  her,  with  his  Books  under  his  Arm.  Enter 
Titus  and  Marcus. 

ffay.T  TEelp,  Grand-fire,  help,  my  Aunt  Lavinia 

X"X  Follows  me  every  where,  I  knowimot  why. Good  Uncle  Marcus,  fee  how  fwift  (he  comes: 
Alas,  fweet  Aunt,  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 
Mar.  Stand  by  me,  Lucius,  do  not  fear  thy  Aunt, 

Tit.  She  loves  thee,  Boy, too" well  to  dotheeharm. 
Boy.  Ay,  when  my  Father  was  in  Rome  (he  did. 
Mar. Whit  means  my  NeeczLaviniaby  thefe  Signs? 
Tit.  Fear  thou  not,L«o>^fomewhat  doth  me  mean : 

See  Lucius,  fee,  how  much  fhe  makes  of  thee  : 
Some  whither  would  ihe  have  thee  go  with  her. 
Ah,  Boy,  Cornelia  never  with  more  care 
Read  to  her  Sons,  than  fhe  hath  read  to  thee, 
Sweet  Poetry,  and  Tullfs  Oratory  : 

Can'ft  thou  not  guefs  wherefore  (he  plies  thee  thus  ? 
Boy.  My  Lord,  I  know  not  I,  nor  can  I  guefs, 

Unlefs  fome  Fit  or  Frenzie  do  pofTefs  her : 
For  I  have  heard  my  Grand-fire  fay  full  off. 
Extremity  of  Grief  would  make  Men  mad. 
And  1  have  read,  that  Hecuba  of  Troy  Ran 



044  Titus  Andronicus. 

Ran  mad  through  forrow,  that  made  me  to  fear ; 
Although,  my  Lord,  I  know  my  noble  Aunt 

Loves  me  as  dear  as  e'er  my  Mother  did, 
And  would  not,  but  in  fury,  fright  my  Youth, 
W  iich  made  me  down  to  throw  my  Books,  and  flie 
Caufelefs  perhaps;  but  pardon  me,  fweet  Aunt, 
And,  Madam,  if  my  Uncle  Marcus  go, 
I  will  mofl:  willingly  attend  your  Ladyfhip. 

Mar  LucittSyl  will. 
Tit.  How  now,  Lavimai  Marcusfwhzt  means  this? 

Some  Book  there  is  that  (he  defiies  to  fee, 
Which  is  it,  Girl,  of  thefe  ?  Open  them,  Boy, 

But  thou  art  deeper  read,  and  better  skill'd, 
Come  and  make  choice  of  all  my  Library, 

And  fo  beguile  thy  Sorrow,' till  the  Heavens 
Reveal  the  damn'd  contriver  of  this  deed  : 
What  Book? 
Why  lifts  (he  up  her  Arms  in  fequence  thus  ? 

Mar.  I  think  (he  means  that  there  was  more  than  one 

Confederate  in  the  Fad.     Ay,  more  there  was  : 
Or  elfe  to  Heaven  (he  heaves  them,  to  revenge. 

Tit.  Lucius^   what  Book  is  that  (he  tofTes  fo  ? 

Boy.  Grand-fire,  'tis  Ovid's  Metamorphofis, 
My  Mother  gave  it  me. 

Mar,  For  love  of  her  that's  gone, 
Perhaps  (he  cull'd  it  from  among  the  reft. 

Tit.  Soft!  fee  howbufily  (he  turns  the  Leaves  I 
Help  her:  What  would  (he  find  *  Laviniar  (hall  I  read* 
This  is  the  tragick  Tale  of  Philomel \ 
And  treats  of  Tereus  Treafon  and  his  Rape ; 
And  Rape,  I  f  ar,  was  root  of  thine  annoy, 

Mar.  See,  Brother,  fee,  note  how  (he  quotes  the  Leaves, 

Tit.  Lavinia,  wert  thou  thus  furpriz'd,  fweet  Girl, 
Ravi(h'd  and  wrong'd,  as  Philomela  was, 
Forc'd  in  the  ruthlefs,  vaft,  and  gloomy  Woods  ? 
See,  fee;   Ay,  fuch  a  Place  there  is,  where  we  did  hunt* 
(O  had  we  never  never  hunted  there,) 

Pattern'd  by  that  the  Poet  here  defcribes, 
By  Nature  made  for  Murders  and  for  Rapes. 

Mar,  O  why  (hould  Nature  build  fo  foul  a  Den, 
Uniefs  the  Gods  delight  in  Tragedies  ? Tit. 
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Tit.  Give  Signs,  fweet  Girl,  for  here  are  none  but  Friends, 
What  Roman  Lord  it  was  durft  do  the  deed  ; 

Or  lunk  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin  erft, 

That  left  the  Camp  to  fin  in  Lucrece  Bed? 

Mar.  Sit  down,  fwctt  Neece;  B  other,  fit  down  by  me, 

Apollo,  Pallas,  Jove,  or  Mercury 

Inlpire  me,  that  I  may  this  Ti  -jafon  find. 
My  Lord,  look  here;  l^ok  here  Lavinia. 

He  writes  his  Name  with  his  Staff,  and  guides  it  with  his  Feet 
and  Month. 

This  Tandy  Plot  is  plain,  guide,  if  thou  canft, 
This  after  me,  when  I  have  writ  my  Name, 
Without  the  help  of  any  Hand  at  all. 

Curft  be  that  Heart  that  forc'd  us  to  this  fhift ! 
Wrire  thou,  good  Niece,  and  here  difplay  at  leaft, 

What  God  will  have  difcover'd  for  Revenge; 
Heaven  guide  thy  Pen,  to  print  thy  Sorrows  plain, 
That  we  may  know  the  Traitors,  and  the  Truth. 

She  takes  the  Staff  in  her  Mouth,  and  guides  it  with  her  Stamps , and  Writes. 

Tit.  Oh  do  you  read,  my  Lord,  what  me  hath  writ? 

St  upturn,  C> iron,  Demetrius. 
Mar.  Wnatjwhat!   the lu(tfulSonsof7*W0*vz, 

Performers  of  this  hateful  bloody  deed  ? 
Tit.  Magni  Dominator  Poli, 

Tarn  lent  us  audis  feeler  a  !  tarn  lent  us  vides  ! 

Mar.  Oh  calm  thee,  gentle  Lord;  although  I  know 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this  Earth, 
To  ftir  a  Mutiny  in  the  mildeft  Thoughts, 
And  arm  the  minds  of  Infants  to  Exclaims. 

My  Lord,  kneel  down  with  me:  Lavinia  kneel, 

And  kneel,  fweet  Boy,  the  Roman  Hetlor's  hope, 
And  fwear  with  me,  as  with  the  woful  Peer, 
And  Father  of  that  chad:  dishonoured  Dame, 
Lord  Junius  Brutm  fware  for  Lucrece  Rape, 
That  we  will  profecute  (by  good  AdvTce) 
Mortal  revenge  upon  thefe  Traiterous  Goths, 
And  fee  their  Blood,  or  die  with  this  Reproach, 

Tit.  *Tis  fure  enough,  and  you  knew  how. 
But  if  you  hurt  thefe  Bear-whelps,  then  beware, 
The  Dam  will  wake,  and  if  me  wind  you  once, 

She's 
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She's  with  the  Lion  deeply  ftill  in  League, 
And  lulls  him  whilft  me  playeth  on  her  Back, 
And  when  he  fleeps  will  fhe  do  what  (he  lift. 

You  are  a  young  Huntfman,  Marcus,  let  it  alone  ,* 
And  come,  I  will  go  get  a  leaf  of  Brafs, 
And  with  a  Gad  of  Steel  will  write  thefe  Words, 
And  lay  it  by ;  the  angry  Northern  Wind 
Will  blow  thefe  Sands  like  Sybils  leaves  abroad, 

And  where's  your  Leflbn  then?  Boy,  what  fay  you/ 
Boy.  I  fay,  my  Lord,  that  if  I  were  a  Man, 

Their  Mother's  Bed-chamber  mould  not  be  fafe, 
For  thefe  bad  Bond-men  to  the  Yoak  of  Rome. 

Mar.  Ay,  that's  my  Boy,  thy  Father  hathfull  oft 
For  his  ungrateful  Country  done  the  like. 

Boy.  And,  Uncle,  fo  will  I,  and  if  I  live. 
Tit.  Come,  go  with  me  into  mine  Armory, 

Lucius  I'll  fit  thee,  and  withal,  my  Boy 
Shall  carry  from  Trie  to  the  Emprefs  Sons, 
Prefents  that  I  intend  to  fend  them  both, 

Come,  come,  thou'lt  do  my  MelTage,  wilt  thou  not? 
Boy.  Ay,  with  my  Dagger  in  their  Bofom,  Grandfire. 

Tit.  No,  Boy,  not  fo,  I'll  teach  thee  another  Courfe, 
Lavinia,  come;  Marcus,  look  to  my  Houfe, 

Lucius  and  I'll  go  brave  it  at  the  Court, 
Ay,  marry  will  we,  Sir,  and  we'll  be  waited  on,  \Exeunt. 

Mar.  O  Heavens,  can  you  hear  a  good  Man  groan, 
And  not  relenr,  or  not  companion  him  ? 
Marcus  attend  him  in  his  Extafie, 
That  hath  more  Scars  of  Sorrow  in  his  Heart, 

Than  Foe-mens  Marks  upon  his  batter'd  Shield, 
But  yet  fo  juft,  that  he  will  not  revenge, 
Revenge  the  Heavens  for  old  Andronkus.  \JExiu 
Enter  Aaron,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius  at  one  Dior:  And  at 

another  Door  young  Lucius  and  another,  with  a  bundle  of 
Weapons,  and  Verfes  writ  ufon  them. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  here's  the  Son  of  Lucius% 
He  hath  fome  MeiTage  to  deliver  us. 

Aar.  Ay,  fome  mad  Meffage  from  his  mad  Grandfather^ 
Boy.  My  Lords,  with  all  the  humblenefs  I  may, 

I  greet  your  Honours  from  Andronkus, 
And  pray  the  Roman  Gods  confound  you  both. Dtm$ 
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Bern.  Gramercy  lovely  Lucius,  what's  the  News  * 
Boy.  For  Villains  mark'd  with  Rape.     May  it  pleafe  you, 

My  Grandfire  well  advis'd  hath  fent  by  me, 
The  goodlieft  Weapons  of  his  Armory, 
To  gratifie  your  honourable  Youth, 
The  hope  of  Rome,  for  fo  he  bad  me  fay : 
And  fo  I  do,  and  with  his  Gifts  prefent 
Your  Lordfhips,  when  ever  you  have  need, 
You  may  be  armed  and  appointed  well, 
And  fo  I  leave  you  both,  like  bloody  Villains.  \Exit* 

Dem.  What's  here,  a  Scrole,  and  written  round  -about  I 
Let's  fee. 
Integer vita  feeler  if  que  fur  us,  noneget  Mauri  jaculis  necarcu. 

Chi*  O  'tis  a  Verfe  in  Horace,  I  know  it  well: 
I  read  it  in  the  Grammar  long  ago. 

Aar.  Ay  juft,  a  Verfe  in  Horace—* right,  you  have  it— - 
Now  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  an  Afs  \ 

Here's  no  found  Jeft,  th'old  Man  hath  found  their  Guilt, 
And  fends  the  Weapons  wrap'd  about  with  Lines, 
That  wound,  beyond  their  feeling,  to  the  quick: 
But  were  our  witty  Emprefs  well  a-foot, 
She  would  applaud  Andronicus  conceit : 
But  let  her  reft,  in  her  unreft  a  while. 

And  now,  young  Lords,  was't  not  a  happy  Star 
Led  us  to  Rome,  Strangers,  and  more  than  fo, 
Captives,  to  be  advanced  to  this  height? 
It  did  me  good,  before  the  Palace  Gate 

To  brave  the  Tribune  in  his  Brother's  hearing. 
Bern.  But  me  more  good,  to  fee  fo  great  a  Lord 

Bafely  infinuate,  and  fend  us  Gifts. 
Aar.  Had  he  not  reafon,  Lord  Demetrius  * 

Did  you  not  ufe  his  Daughter  very  friendly  ? 
Dem.  I  would  we  had  a  thoufand  Roman  Dames 

At  fuch  a  Bay,  by  turn  toferve  our  Luft. 
Chi.  A  charitable  wifh,  and  full  of  Love. 
Aar.  Here  lacks  but  your  Mother  for  to  fay,  Amen. 
Chi.   And  that  would  flie  for  twenty  thoufand  more. 
Dem.  Come,  let  us  go,  and  pray  to  all  the  Gods 

For  our  beloved  Mother  in  her  Pains 

Aar.  Pray  to  the  Devils,  the  Gods  have  given  us  over. 
Fleurijh. Dem. 
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Bern.  Why  do  the  Emperor's  Trumpets  flourifli  thus  ? 
Chi.  Belike  for  joy  the  Emperor  hath  a  Son. 
Bern.  Soft,  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Ntirfe  -with  a  Blacked- moor  Child. 
Nur.  Good  morrow,  Lords  : 

O  tell  me,  did  you  fee  Aaron  the  Moor  I 

Aar.  Well,  more  or  Jefs,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all, 
Here  Aaron  is,  and  what  with  Aaron  now  ? 

Nttr.  O  gentle  Aarony  we  are  all  undone. 
Now  help,  or  wo  betide  thee  evermore. 

Aar.  W;  y,  what  a  Caterwallingdoft  thou  keep? 
What  doft  thou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  Arms? 

Nur.  O  that  which  I  would  hide  from  Heav'ns  Eye* 
.Our  Emprefs  fh 'me,  and  (lately  Romes  difgrace, 
She  is  delivered,  Lords,  (he  is  delivered. 

Aar.  To  whom  ? 

Nur.  I  mean,  (he  is  brought  to  bed. 
Aar.  Well,  God  give  her  good  reft. 

<  What  hath  he  fent  her? 
Nnr.  A  Devil. 

Aar    Why  then  (he  is  the  Devil's  Dam:  a  joyful  IiTue» 
Nnr.  A  joyefs,  difmal,  black  and  forrowful  I  flue, 

Here  is  the  Babe,  as  loathfome  as  a  Toad, 
Amongft  the  faireft  Breeders  of  our  Clime, 
The  Emprefs  fends  it  thee,  thy  Stamp,  thy  Seal, 

And  brds  thee  Chriften  it  with  rhy  Dagger's  point. 
Aar.  Out,  you  Whore,  is  Black  fo  bafe  a  hue? 

Sweet  Blowfe,  you  are  a  beauteous  Boflbm  fure. 
Dem.  Villain,  what  haft  thou  done? 
Aar.  That  which  thou  canft  not  undo. 

Chi.  Thou  haft  undone  ou»*  Mother. 
Dem.  And  therein,  hellifli  Dog,  thou  haft  Undone-— 

Wo  to  her  Chance,  and  damn'd  her  loathed  Choice, 

Accurs'd  the  OfF-fpring  of  fo  foul  a  Fiend* Chi.  It  (hall  not  live. 
Aar.  It  Oall  not  die. 
Ntir.  Aaron  it  muft,  the  Mother  wills  it  foJ 
Aar.  What,  muft  it,  Nurfe  ?  Then  let  no  Man  but  I 

Do  Execution  on  my  Flefh  and  Blood. 

Dem.  I'll  broach  the  Tadpole  on  my  Rapiers  point: 
Nurfe,  give  it  me,  my  Sword  (halj  foon  difpatch  it. 

Aar-, 
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Aar.  Sooner  this  Sword  (hall  plough  thy  Bowels  up. 

Stay,  murthcrous  Villains,  will  you  kill  your  Brother? 

Now  by  trie  burning  Tapers  of  the  Sky, 

That  lhone  fo  brightly  when  this  Boy  was  got, 

He  dies  upon  my  Cymitar's  (harp  point, 
That  touches  this  my  tuft-born  Son  and  Heir. 

1  tell     ou,  Younglings,  not  Enceladus 

With  all  his  rhreatning  Band  o£Tjphons  Brood, 

N  >r  great  Alcides^  nor  the  God  or  Waf, 

Shall  fen    this  Prey  out  of  his  Father's  Hands: 
Wnat,    whit,  ye  fanguine  fhallow-hearted  Boys, 
Ye  white-limb  d  Walls,  ye  Alehoufe  painted  Signs, 
Coal-black  is  better  than  another  hue  , 
Jn  that  it  fcorns  to  bear  another  hue  : 
For  ail  the  Water  in  the  Ocean 

Can  never  turn  the  Swan's  black  Legs  to  white, 
Although  (he  lave  them  hourly  in  the  Flood. 

Tell  the  Emperefs  from  me,  I  am  of  Age 

To  deep  mine  own,  excufe  it  how  (he  can. 

Bern.   Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  Miftrefs  thus  ? 

Aar.  My  Miftrefs  is  my  Miftrefs;  this,  my  fclfj 

The  Vigour,  and  the  Picture  of  my  Youth  : 
This,  before  all  the  World  do  I  prefer; 

Th  s,  mau^reall  the  World,  will  I  keep  fafe, 

Or  fome  of  you  fhall  fmoke  for  it  in  Rome. 

Dem.   By  ths  our  Mother  is  for  ever  lham'd. Chi,  Rome  will  defpiie  her  for  this  foul  Efcape. 
Nur.  The  Emneror  in  his  ra^e  will  doom  her  Death. 

Chi.  I  Mufti  ro  think  upon  this  Ignominy. 

Aar.  Why  there's  the  privilege  your  Beauty  bears : 
Fi<  treachco'  s  hue,  that  will  betary  with  blufhing 
The  clofe  Enacts  and  Counfels  of  the  Heart : 

Here's  a  young  Lad  fram'd  of  another  ker9 
Look  how  the  black  Slave  (miles  upon  the  Father; 

As  who  fho'ildfay,  old  Lad  I  am  thine  own. 
He  is  your  Brother,  Lords;  fenfiMy  fed 

Of  that  felf-blood  that  firft  gave  life  to  you, 
And  from  that  Womb  where  you  impriioned  were, 
He  is  infranchifed  and  come  to  light  : 
Nay,  he  is  your  Brother  by  the  furer  fide, 

A'though  my  Seal  be  ftamped  on  his  Face. 
Vol.  IV.  L  !  Nur. 
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Nur.  Aaron,  what  mall  I  fay  unto  the  Emprefs? 

Dem.  Advife  thee,  "Aprpnr  what  is  to  be  done, 
And  we  will  aii  fubfcribe  to  thy  advice  : 
Save  thou  die  Child,  fo  we  may  aii  be  fafe. 

Aar.  Then  fit  we  down,  and  let  us  allconfult. 

My  Son  and  £  will  have  the  wind  of  you  : 
Keep  there,  now  talk  at  pkafure  of  your  fafety. 

[The j  fit  on  the  Ground. Dem.  How  many  Women  faw  this  Child  of  his  ? 
Aar.  Whyfo,  brave  Lords,  when  we  all  join  in  league, 

I  am  a  Lamb  ;   but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  Boar,  the  Mountain  Lionefs, 
The  Ocean  fwclls  not  10  as  Aaron  florms : 

But  fay  again,  how  many  faw  the  Child? 
Nur.  Cornelia  the  Midwife,  and  my  k\f. 

And  none  eifc  but  the  delivered  Emprefs. 

Aar.  The  Empreft,  the  Midwife,  and  your  felf   • 

Two  may  keep  Counftl,  when  the  third's  away  : 
Go  to  the  Emprefs,  tell  her,  this  I  faid        [He  kills  her. 

Weik,  week,  fo  cries  a  Pig  prtpar'd  to  trTSpir. 
Dem,  What  mean'ft  thou,  Aaron  ? 

Wherefore  didft  thou  this  ? 

Aar.  O  Lord,  Sir,,  'tis  a  deed  of  Policy  : 
Shall  ihe  live  to  betray  this  Guilt  ofouis  \ 

A  long-tongu'd  bablmg  Goflip  ?  No,  Lords,  no. 
And  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent  : 

Not  far,  one  Mulitem  Isv.s,  my  Cour try-man, 
His  Wife  but  ytftermght  was  brought  to  Bed, 
His  Child  is  like  to  her,  lair  as  you  are: 

G  )  pack  with  him,  and  give  the  Mother  Gold, 
And  tell  them  both  the  chcumftance  of  ah1, 

Aid  how  by  this  their  Child  (hall  be  advane'd, 

And  be  received  iorthe  Emperor's  Heir, 
A  id  fubflitufed  in  the  place  of  min;,  \     HA 
To  calm  this  Tempeft  whirling  \n  the  Court; 
And  let  the  Emperor  dandle  him  for  his  own. 

HarV  ye,  Lordc,  ye  fee  I  have  given  her  Ph)fick,- 
And  you  muft  needs  be  (low  her  FuocnJ, 
The  Fields  are  near,  and  you  are  gallant  Grooms  : 
This  done,  fee  that  you  take  no  longer  Days, 
But  fend  the  Midwife  prefently  to  me. The 
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The  Midwife  and  the  Nurfe  well  made  away* 
Then  let  the  Ladies  tattle  what  they  pleafe. 

Chi.  Aaron,  I  fee  thou  wilt  not  truft  the  Air  with  Secrets. 
Bern.  For  this  care  of  Tamora, 

Her  felf  and  hers  are  highly  bound  to  thee.  {Exeunt. 
Aar.  Now  to  the  Goths,  as  fwift  as  Swallow  flies, 

There  to  difpofe  this  Treafure  in  mine  Arms, 
And  fecretly  to  greet  the  Emprefs  Friends. 

Come  on,  you  thick-lip'd  Slave,  I'll  bear  you  hence, 
For  it  is  you  that  puts  us  to  our  fliifts  : 

I'll  make  you  feed  on  Berries,  and  on  Roots, 
And  feed  on  Curds,  and  Whey,  and  fuck  the  Goat, 
And  Cabin  in  a  Cave,  and  bring  you  up 
To  be  a  Warrior,  and  command  a  Camp.  [_Exit. 
Enter  Titus,   old  Marcus,  young  L  icius,    and  other  Gentle- 

men with  Bows,  and  Titus  bears  the  Arrows  with  Letters 
on  the  end  of  them. 
Ttt.  Come,  Marcus,  come  Kinfmen,  this  is  the  way. 

Sir  Boy,  now  let  me  fee  your  Archeiy, 

Look  ye  draw  home  enough,  and  'tis  tnere  ftraight: 
Terras  Aftraa,  reliquit   be  you  rcmembrcd,  Marcus   * 

She's  gone,  (he's  rltrd— — Sirs,  take  you  to  your  Tools, 
You,  Coufins,  (hall  go  found  the  Ocean, 
And  caft  your  Nets,  haply  you  may  find  her  in  the  Sea* 

Yet  there's  as  little  Juftice  as  at  Land   
No  Publius  and  Sempronius,  you  muft  do  ir, 

'Tis  you  muft  dig  with  Mattock  and  with  Spade, 
And  pierce  the  inmoft  Center  of  the  Earth  : 

Then  when  you  come  to  Pluto's  Region, 
I  pray  you  to 'deliver  him  this  Petition, 
Tell  him  it  is  for  Juftice,  and  for  Aid, 
And  that  it  comes  from  old  Andronicus , 
Shaken  with  Sorrows  in  ungrateful  Rome* 
Ah,  Rome! — —Well,  well,  I  made  thee  rnjferabie^ 
What  time  I  threw  the  Peoples  Suffrages 

On  him,  that  thus  doth  tyrannize  o'er  r.ne« 
Go  get  you  gone,  and  pray  be  careful  ̂  
And  leave  you  not  a  Man  of  War  unfr^c^. 
This  wicked  Emperor  may  havefhr  yd  her  hencej, 
And  Kinfmen  then  we  may  go  pip< -/for  [uftxt; *-  1  2-  M*r. 
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Mar.  O,  Publius,  is  not  this  a  heavy  cafe, 
To  fee  thy  noble  Unkle  thus  diftra<5t  \ 

Pub.  Therefore,  my  Lord,  it  highly  us  concerns, 

By  Day  and  Night  t'attend  him  carefully  : 
And  feed  his  Humour  kindly  as  we  may, 

'Till  time  beget  fome  careful  Remedy. 
Mar.  Kinfmen,  his  Sorrows  are  pair  remedy. 

Join  with  the  Goths,  and  with  revengeful  War, 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  Ingratitude, 
And  Vengeance  on  the  Traitor  Saturnine. 

Ttt.  Publius,  how  now?  how  now,  my  Mafters, 
Wlux  have  you  met  wi  h  her  $ 

Pub,  No,  my  good  Lord,  but  Pluto  fends  you  word, 

If  you  wi'l  have  Revenge  from  Hell,  you  fhall  : 

Marry  for  Juftice  ihe  is  fo  impioy'd, 
He  thinks  with  Jove  w  Heav'n,  or  (ome  where  clfe ; 
So  that  perforce  you  muft  needs  flay  a  time. 

Tit.  He  doth  me  wrong  to  feed  me  with  delays, 

I'll  dive  into  the  burning  Lake  below, 
And  pull  her  out  of  Acheron  by  the  Heels, 
Aiarcus,  we  are  but  Shrubs,  no  Cedars  we, 

No  big-bon'd  Men,  fram'd  of  the  Cyclops  fizp, 
But  Metal,  Marcus,  Steel  to  the  very  Back, 
Yet  wrung  with  wrongs  more  than  our  Backs  can  bear. 

And  fith  there's  no  Juftice  in  Eaith  nor  Hell, 
We  will  follicit  Heav'n,  and  move  the  Gods, 
To  fend  down  Juftice  for  to  wreak  our  wrongs: 
Come  to  this  gear,  you  are  a  good  Archer,  Marcus, 

[_He  gives  them  the  Arrows. 

Ad  Jovem>  that's  for  you — here  ad  Apollonem   
Ad  Martem,  that's  for  my  felf ; 
Here  Boy,  to  Pallas   here  to  Mercury   
To  Cos  I  us  and  to  Saturn   not  to  Saturnine 

You  were  as  good  to  fhoot  againft  the  Wind. 
To  it,  Boy,  Marcus   loofe  when  I  bid: 
Of  my  word,  I  have  written  to  effect, 

There's  not  a  God  kfc  unfollicited. 
Mar.  Kinfmen,  fhoot  all  your  Shafts  into  the  Court, 

We  will  afflict  the  Emperor  in  his  Pride.  [They  Jboot. 

Tit.  Now,  Mafters,  draw;  Oh  well  faid,  Lucius: 

Good  Boy  in  yirgos  Lap,  give  it  Pallas. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  My  Lord,  r  am  a  mile  beyond  the  Moon; 
Your  Letter  is  with  yupiter  by  this. 

Tit.  Hi,  ha,  Publius,  Publins>  what  haft  thou  done? 
Sec,  fee,  thou  haft  fhot  off  one  of  Taurufs  Horns. 

Mar.  This  was  the  fport,  my  Lord,  when  Publim  fhot, 
The  Bull  being  £aTd,  g^ve  Aries  fucha  knock, 
That  down  fell  both  t^e  Rams  Horns  in  the  Court, 
And  who  mould  find  them  but  the  Emprefr,  Villain: 

She  laugh 'd,  and  told  the  Moor  he  mould  not  chufe 
But  give  them  to  his  Mafter  for  a  prefcnt. 

Tit.  Why  there  it  goes,  God  give  your  Lord  (hip  joy. 
Enter  a  Clown  with  a  Basinet  and  two  Pigeons. 

News,  News  from  Heaven; 
Marcus,  rh?  P  >ft  is  c  me. 

S'rrah,   whit  Tydings?  have  you  any  Letters? 
Shall  f  have  Juftice,  what  fays  Jnpiterl 

Clow.  Who?  rhe  Gibbet-maker?  he  fays  that  he  hath  taken 

Vh/rn  down  again,  for  the  Man  muft  not  be  hang'd  'till  the next  WVck. 

77r.  Tut,  what  fays  Jupiter,  I  ask  thee? 
Clow.   Alas,  Sir,    1  know  not  yupiter, 

I  ne  er  drank  wirh  him  m  all  my  Life. 
Tit.  Wiy  Villain,  art  rot  thou  the  Carrier? 
Clow.  Ay,  of  my  Pigeons,  Sir,  nothing  elfe. 
Tit.   Why,  d?dfi  thou  not  come  from  Heaven? 
Clow.   From  Heaven  ?  Alas,  Sir,  I  never  came  there. 

God  fb-bid  I  fho'ild  be  fo  bold  to  prefs  into  Heaven  in  my 
young  Days.     Why  I  am  going  with  my  Pigeons  to  the 

T'ib'.:ral  Plebs,  to  take  up  a  matter  of  brawl  betwixt  my 
Uncle  and  one  of  the  Emperials  Men. 

Mar.  Why,  Sir,  that  is  as  fit5  as  can  be  to  ferve  for  your 
Oation,  and  let  him  deliver  the  Pigeons  to  the  Emperor 

from  y.-M. 

Tit.  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  Oration  to  t'^e  Emperor with  a  G^ace  ? 

Clow.  Nay,  truly,  Sir,  I  could  never  fay  G  ace  in  all  my 
Life. 

Tit.  Sirrah,  come  hither,  rr-ake  no  more  ado, 
B  ?t  qive  your  Pigeons  to  the  Emperor. 
By  me  thou  (halt  have  Juftice  at  his  Raft <■*. 

Hold,  hold;   mean'  while  here's  M^riy  for  thy  Charges. 
LI  3  Givts 
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Give  me  a  Pen  and  Ink. 

Sirrah,  can  you  with  a  Grace  deliver  a  Supplication? 
Clow.  Ay,  Sir. 
Tit.  Then  here  is  a  Supplication  foryou;  and  when  you 

come  to  him,  at  the  firft  approach  you  muft  kneel,  then  kifs 

his  Foot,  then  deliver  up  your  Pigeons,  and  then  look  for  your 

R-ward.     I'll  be  at  hand,  Sir,  fee  you  do  it  bravely. 
Clowf  I  warrant  you,  Sir,  let  me  alone. 
Tit.  Sirrah,  haft  thou  a  Knife?  Come,  let  me  fee  it. 

Here,  Marcus,  fold  it  in  the  Oration, 

For  thou  haft  made  it  like  an  humble  Suppliant, 
And  when  thou  haft  given  it  the  Emperor, 
Knock  at  my  Door,  and  tell  me  what  he  fays. 

Clow.  God  be  with  you,  Sir,  I  will. 
Tit.  Come,  Alarcus,  let  us  go,  Fublius  follow  me. 

[Exeunt. Enter  Emperor  and  Emprefs,  and  her  two  Sons',  the  Emperor 
brings  the  Arrows  in  his  Hand  that  Titus  fiot. 

Sat.  W  hy  Lords, 
What  Wrongs  are  theft  ?  was  ever  fcen 
An  Emperor  of  Rome  thus  over-born, 
Troubled,  confronted  thus,  and  for  the  extent 

Or 'equal  Juflice,  us"d  in  fuch  Contempt? 
My  Lords,  you  know,  as  do  the  mightfulGods* 
^However  the  difturbersof  our  Peace 
Buz  in  the  Peoples  Ears)  there  nought  hat! 
But  even  with  Law  aeainft  the  wilful  Sons 
Of  old  Jindronicus.     And  what  and  if 

His  Sorrows  have  fo  over-whelm'd  his  Wits^ 
Shall  we  be  thus  afHicxed  in  his  wreaks, 
His  fits,  his  frenfie,  and  his  bitternefs? 
And  now  he  writes  to  Heaven  for  his  redrefs. 

See,  here's  to  Jove,  and  this  to  Mercury, 
This  to  Apollo,  this  to  the  God  of  War : 
Sweet  Screw ;;  tv)  fly  about  the  Streets  of  Rome 

What's  this  but  Libelling  againft  the  Senate, 
And  blazoning  our  Jnjuftice  every  where? 
A  goodly  humour,  is  it  nor,  my  Lords? 
As  who  would  f*y,  in  Rome  no  Juftice  were* 
But  if  I  live,  his  f.igned  Extanes 
jSfull  be  r,a  ihdter  to  thefe  Outrages? 
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BuFhe  and  his  fh  all  know,  that  Juftice  lives 
In  Saturmnns  health,  whom,  if  (he  fleep, 

He'll  fo  awake,  as  fhe  in  fury  (hall 
Cut  off  the  proudtff.  Confpirator  that  lives. 

Tarn.  My  gracious  Loid,  my  \ovt\y  Saturnine, 
Lord  of  my  Life,  Commander  of  my  Thoughts, 
Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus  Age, 

Th*  effects  of  Sorrow  for  his  valiant  S  ;ns, 

Whofe  lofs  hath  picre'd  him  deep,  and  fcan'd  his  Heart; 
And  rather  comfort  his  diftrcfled  plight, 

Than  profecute  the  meaneft  or  the  beft, 
For  thefe  Contempts.     Why  thus  it  fhall  become 

High  witted  Tamora  to  glofe  with  all: 

But  Titus,  I  have  touch'd  thee  to  the  quick, 
Thv  Life-blood  on't  :   If  Aaron  now  be  wife, 
Thin  is  all  fife,  the  Anchor's  in  the  Port. Enter  Clown* 

How  now,  good  Fellow,  wouldft  thou  fpeak  with  us? 
Clowt  Yea  foifooth,  and  your  Mifteifhip  be  Emperial. 
Tam,  Emprefs  I  am,  but  yonder  (its  the  Emperor. 

Clow.  \Tis  he :  God  and  St.  Stephen  give  you  goocl-e'en, 
I  have  brought  you  a  Letter  and  a  couple  Pigeons  here. 

[He  reads  the  Letter. 
Sat.  Go,  take  him  away,  and  hang  him  prefenrly. 
Clow.  How  much  Mony  muft  I  have? 
Tarn.  Come,  Sirrah,  thou  mud  be  hang\I. 

Clow,  Hang'd  !  by'r  Lady,  then  I  have  brought  up  a  Neck 
to  a  fair  end.  [Exit? 

Sat.  Defpightful  and  intolerable  Wrongs, 

Suall  I  endure  thismonftrous  Villany  ? 
I  know  from  whence  this  fame  Device  proceeds : 
May  this  be  born?  As  if  his  Traiterous  Sons, 

That  dy'd  by  Law  for  Murther  of  our  Brother, 
Have  by  my  mems  been  butcher'd  wrongfully  % 
Go,  drag  the  Villain  hither  by  the  Hair, 
Nor  Age  nor  Honour  fhall  fli ape  Privilege. 

For  this  proud  mock  I'll  be  thy  Slaughter-man ; 
Sly  frantick  Wretch,  that  holp'il  to  makvne  great, 
In  hope  thy  felf  ihould  govern  Rome  and  me. 

LI  4  Enter 
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Enter  Nuntius  ̂ milius. 

Sat.  What  News  with  thee,  iALmilius\ 

*s£mil.  Arm,  my  Lords,  Rome  never  had  morecaufe  ; 
The  Goths  have  gather  d  head,  and  with  a  Power 

Of  high  refolv'd  Men,  bent  to  the  fpoil, 
They  hither  march  amain,  under  the  Conduct 
Of  Lucius,  Son  to  old  Andronicus  : 

Who  threats  in  courfe  of  his  revenge  to  do 
As  much  as  ever  Coriolanus  did. 

Sat.  Is  warlike  Lucius  General  of  the  Goths* 

Thefe  Tydings  nip  me,  and  I  hang  the  Head 
As  Flowers  with  Froft,  or  Grafs  beat  down  with  Storms. 

Ay,  now  begin  our  Sorrows  to  approach, 

JTis  he  the  Common  People  love  fo  much, 
My  kl£  hath  often  heard  them  fay, 
(When  I  have  walked  like  a  private  Man^ 
That  Lucius  Banifhment  was  wrongfully, 
And  they  have  wiuVd  that  Lucius  were  their  Emperor. 

Tarn.  Why  fhouid  you  te-3r?  Js  not  our  Ciry  ftrorg? 
Sat.  Ay,  but  the  Citizens  favour  Lucius , 

And  will  revolt  from  me,  ro  fuccour  him. 

Tarn.  King,  be  thy  Thoughts  imperious  like  thy  Name. 

Is  the  Sun  dim'd,  that  Gnats  do  fly  in  it  ? 

"I  he  Eagle  fuflfers  little  Birds  to  iing, And  is  not  careful  what  they  mean  thereby, 
Knowing  that  with  the  Shadow  of  his  Wings, 
He  can  at  pleafure  flint  their  me!ody  ; 

Even  fo  may'ft  thou  the  giddy  Men  of  Rome. 
Then  cheer  thy  Spirit,  for  know,  thou  Emperor, 
I  will  enchant  the  old  Andronicus, 
With  Words  more  fweer,  and  yet  more  dangerous 

Than  baits  to  Fifh,  or  Hon^y-fhlks  to  Sheep, 
When  as  the  one  is  wounded  with  the  bait, 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  Food. 

Sat.   But  he  will  not  intreat  his  Son  for  us. 

Tarn,  If  Tamora  inrreat  him,  then  he  will, 

For  I  can  fmooth,  and  fill  his  aged  Ear 

With  golden  Promifec,  trut  were  his  Heart 
Almofi  impregnable,  his  old  Ears  deaf, 
Yet  ihould  both  Ear  and  Heart  obey  my  Tongur. 

Go 
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Go  thou  before  as  our  Ambaffador,  [To  ̂milius. 
Say,  that  the  Emperor  requefts  a  Parley 
Of  warlike  Lucius,  and  appoint  the  meeting. 

Sat.  *s£miliHSi  do  this  MefTage  honourably, 
And  if  he  ftand  on  Hoftage  for  his  fafety, 
Bid  him  demand  what  Pledge  will  pleafe  him  beft. 

%ALmd.  Your  bidding  fhall  I  do  efFe&ually.  [Exit. 
Tarn.  Now  will  T  to  that  old  Andronicus^ 

And  temper  him  with  all  the  Art  I  have, 
To  pluck  proud  Lucius  from  the  warlike  Goths. 
And  now,  fweet  Emperor,  be  blith  again, 
And  bury  all  thy  Fear  in  my  Devices. 

Sat.  Then  go  fuccefsfully  and  plead  for  me,  [Exit. 

ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

SCENE     A  Camp. 
Enter  Lucius  with  Goths,  with  Drum  and  Soldiers. 

Luc.     A   Pproved  Warriors,  and  my  faithful  Friends, 
Jl\.  i  have  received  Letters  from  treat  Rome, 

Which  fignifle  what  hate  they  bear  their  Emperor, 
And  how  dehrous  of  our  fight  they  are. 
Therefore,  great  Lord  ,  be  as  your  Titles  witnefs, 
Imperious  and  impatient  of  your  Wrongs, 
And  wherein  Rome  hath  done  you  any  fcathe, 
Let  him  make  treble  Satisfaction. 

Goth.  Brave  Slip,fprung  from  the  great  Andronicu^ 
Whofe  Name  was  once  our  Ten  or,  now  our  Comfort, 

Whofe  high  Exploits,  ano  Honourable  Deed;, 
Ingrateful  Rome  requites  with  foul  Contempt, 

Be  bold  in  us,   we'll  follow  \*  here  thou  ieaei'ft: 

Like  flinging  Bets  in  hotteft  Summer's  Day, 

Led  by  their  Matter  to  the  flower'd  Fields, 
And  be  avenged  on  curfed  Tamora. 

Omn.  And  ̂ s  he  faith,  fo  fay  we  all  with  him, 

Luc.  I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  tha.  k  you  all. 
But  who  comes  here  led  by  a  luity  Goth  f '   Enter 
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Enter  a  Goth  leading  Aaron  with  his  Child  in  his  Arms. 
Goth.  Renowned  Lucius,  from  our  Troops  I  ftraid 

To  gaze  upon  a  ruinous  Monaftery, 
And  as  I  earneftly  did  fix  mine  Eye 
Upon  the  wafted  Building,  fuddenly 
I  heard  a  Child  cry  underneath  a  Wall  ; 
I  made  unto  the  Noife,  when  foon  I  heard, 
The  crying  Babe  controls  with  this  Difcourfe: 
Peace,  Tawny  Slave,  half  me,  and  half  thy  Dam, 
Did  not  thy  Hue  bewray  whofe  Brat  thou  art, 

Had  Nature  lent  thee  but  thy  Mothers's  look, 
Villain,  thou  might'ft  have  been  an  Emperor : 
But  where  the  Bull  and  Cow  are  both  Milk-white,. 
They  never  do  beget  a  Cole-black  Calf; 
Peace,  Villain,  Peace,  (even  thus  he  rates  the  Babe) 
For  I  muft  bear  thee  to  a  trufly  Goth, 
Who  when  he  knows  thou  art  the  Emprefs  Babe, 

Will  hold  thee  dearly  for  thy  Mother's  fake. 
With  this,  my  Weapon  drawn  I  rufh'd  upon  him, 
Surpriz'd  him  fuddenly,  and  brought  him  hither, 
To  ufe,  as  you  think  Reedful  of  the  Man. 

Luc.  Oh  worthy  Goth,  this  is  the  incarnate  Devil, 

That  robb'd  Andronicus  of  his  good  Hand  ; 
This  is  the  Pearl  that  pleas'd  your  Emprefs's  Eye, 
And  here's  the  bafe  Fruit  of  his  burning  Luft. 
Say,  wall-ey'd  Slave,  whither  would'ft  thou  convey 
This  growing  Image  of  thy  Fiend-like  Face  ? 
Why  doll:  not  fpeak?  what  deaf?  no!  Not  a  word  I 
A  Halter,  Soldiers  hang  him  on  this  Tree, 
And  by  his  fide  his  Fruit  of  Baftardy. 

Aar.  Touch  not  the  Boy,  he  is  of  Royal  Bloqd, 
Luc.  Too  like  the  Syre  for  ever  being  good. 

Firft  hang  the  Child,  that  he  may  fee  it  fprall, 

A  fight  to  vex  the  Father's  Soul  withal. 
Aar.  Get  me  a  Ladder,  Lucius,  fave  the  Child, 

And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  Emprefs  ; 

If  thou  do  this,   I'll  ihew  thee  wondrous  things. 
That  high1}-  may  advantage  thee  to  hear  ; 
If  thou  wilt  nor,  befall  what  may  befall, 

I'll  fpeak  no  more;   but  Vengeance  rot  you  all. 
Luc,  Say  on,  and  if  it  pleafe  me,  which  thou  fpeakTi 

Thy 
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Thy  Child  (hall  live,  and  I  will  fee  it  NouriuVd. 
Aar.  And  if  it  pleafe  thee  i  why  afTure  thee,  Lucius, 

'Twill  vex  thy  Soul  to  hear  what  I  fhall  fpeak: 
For  I  mutt  talk  of  Murthers,  Rapes,  and  MafTacres, 
Ads  of  black  Night,  abominable  Deeds, 
Complots  of  Mifchicf,  Treafon,  Villanies, 

Ruthful  to  hear,  yet  piteoufiy  perform 'd, And  this  (hall  all  be  buried  by  my  Death, 
Untefs  thou  fwear  to  me  my  Child  fhall  live» 

Luc.  Tell  on  thy  mind, 
I  fay  thy  Child  fhall  live. 

Aar.  Swear  that  he  fhall,  and  then  I  will  begin, 
Luc.  Who  fhould  I  fwear  by  ? 

Thou  believeft  no  God, 

That  granted,  how    can'ft  thou  believe  an  Oath  .* 
Aar.  What  if  I  do  not,  as  indeed  I  do  not, 

Yet  for  I  know  thou  art  Religious, 
And  haft  a  thing  within  thee  called  Confcience, 
With  twenty  Popifh  Tricks  and  Ceremonie 
Which  I  have  feen  thee  careful  to  obferve : 

Therefore  I  urge  thy  Oath,  for  that  I  know 
An  Idiot  holds  his  Bauble  for  a  God, 

And  keeps  the  Oath,  which  by  that  God  he  fwears, 

To  that  I'll  urge  him;    therefore  thou  fhalt  vow 
By  that  fame  God,   what  God  fo  e'er  it  be 
That  thou  adoreft  and  haft  in  reverence, 
To  fave  my  Boy,  nourifh  and  bung  him  up, 
Or  eife  I  will  difcover  nought  to  thee. 

Luc.  Even  by  my  God  I  fwear  to  thee,  I  will, 
Aar.  Firft  know  thou, 

I  beqot  him  on  thy  Emperefs. 
Luc.  O  moft  infatiate  luxurious  Woman ! 

Aar.  Tut,  Lucius,  this  was  but  a  Deed  of  Charity, 
To  that  which  thou  fhalt  hear  of  me  anon. 

'Twas  her  two  Sons  that  murdered  Bajfianus, 
They  cut  thy  Sifter's  Tongue,  and  RaviuVd  her, 
And  cut  her  Hands  off,    and  trimm'd  her  as  thou  faw'/rj 

Luc.  Oh  deteftable  Villain  ! 

Call'ft  thou  that  trimming  ? 
Aar.  Why  (he  was  wafli'd,  and  cut,  and  trimm'd; 

And  'twas  trim  fporc  for  them  that  had  the  doing  of  it. 
f  Luc* 
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Luc.  Oh  barbarous  beaftly  Villains,  like  thy  felf! 
Aar.  Indeed,  I  was  their  Tutor  to  inftrud  them, 

That  codding  Spirit  had  they  from  their  Mother, 
As  fure  a  Card,  as  ever  won  the  Set ; 

That  bloody  mind  I  think  they  learn 'd  of  me, 
As  true  a  Dog  as  ever  fought  at  Head; 
Well,  let  my  Deeds  be  Witnefs  of  my  Worth* 

I  train'd  thy  Brethren  to  that  guileful  hole, 
Where  the  dead  Corps  of  Bajjianus  lay : 
I  wrote  the  Letter  that  thy  Father  found, 

And  hid  the  Gold  within  the  Letter  mention 'd, 
Confederate  with  the  Queen  and  her  two  Sons. 
And  what  not  done  that  thou  haft  caufe  to  rue, 
Wherein  I  had  no  ftroke  of  Mifchief  in  it? 

I  plaid  the  Cheater  for  thy  Father's  Hand, 
And  when  I  had  it,  drew  my  felf  apart, 
And  almoft  broke  my  Heart  with  extream  Laughter. 
I  pried  me  through  the  Crevice  of  a  Wall, 
When  for  his  Hand,  he  had  his  two  Sons  Heads, 

Beheld  his  Tears,  and  laugh'd  fo  heartily, 
That  both  mine  Eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his: 
And  when  I  told  the  Emprefs  of  this  Sport, 
She  fwooned  almoft  at  my  pleafing  Tale, 
And  for  my  Tidings,  gave  me  twenty  Kiffes. 

Goth.  What  can'ft  thou  fay  all  this,    and  never  blufh  3 
A*r.  Ay,  like  a  b'ack  Dog,  as  the  faying  \s. 
Luc.  Arr  thou  nor  forry  for  thefe  hainous  Deeds  ? 
Aar.  Ay,  that  I  hid  not  done  a  thoufand  more. 

Even  now  I  curfe  the  Day,  and  yet  I  think 
Few  come  within  the  Compafs  of  my  Curfe, 
Wherein  I  did  not  fome  notorious  III, 
As  kill  a  Man,  or  e!fe  devife  his  Death, 
Ravilh  a  Mii  J,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it, 
Accufe  fome  Innocent,  and  forfwear  my  felfc 
Set  deadly  Enmity  between  two  Friend?, 
Make  poor  Mens  Cattle  break  their  Necks, 
Se:  Fire  on  Barns  and  Hay-ftacks  in  the.  Night, 

And  bid  the  Owners  quench  them  with'their  Tears; 
Oft  have  I  digg'd  up  dead  Men  from  their  Graves, 
A^d  fet  them  upright  at  their  dear  Friends  Doors, 
Even  whei  their  Sorrow  almoft  was  forgor, 

And 
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And  on  their  Skins,  as  on  the   Bark  of  Trees, 

Have  with  my  Knife  carved  in  Roman  Letters, 
Let  nor  your  Sorrow  die,  though  I  am  Dead. 
Tut,  I  have  done  a  thoufand  dreadful  things, 
As  willingly  as  one  would  kill  a  Fly, 
And  nothing  grieves  me  hcartilv  indeed, 
But  that  I  cannot  do  ten  thoufand  more. 

Luc.   Bring  do*  n  the  Devil,  for  he  muft  not  die 
So  fweet  a  Death,  as  Hanging  prefently. 

Aar.  It  there  be  Devils,  would  I  were  a  Devil, 
To  live  and  burn  in  everlafting  Fire, 
So  I  might  have  your  Company  in  Hell, 
But  to  torment  you  with  my  bitter  Tongue. 

Luc.  Sirs,  Hop  his  Mouth,  and  let  him  fpeak  no  more. 
Eater  ̂ .milius. 

Goth.  My  Lord,  there  is  a  MelTenger  from  Rome 
Defircs  to  be  admitted  to  your  Prefence. 

Luc.  Let  him  come  near.  ■■ 

Welcome,  *JEmilius,  what's  the  News  from  Rome\ 
lALmi.  Lord  Lucius^  and  you  Princes  of  the  Goths, 

The  Roman  Empiror  greets  you   all  by  me, 
And,  for  h?  under/lands  you  are  in  Arms, 

He  craves  a  Parley  at  your  Father's  Houfe, 
Willing  you  to  demand  your  Hoftages, 
And  they  (hall  be  immediately  delivered. 

Goth.  What  fays  our  General  f 
Luc.  ts£milius>  let  the  Emperor  give  his  Pledges 

Unto  my  Father,  and  my  Uncle  Marcus, 
And  we  will  come  :  March  away.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  II.    Titus'*  Palace  in  Rome. 
Enter  Tamora,  Chiron  and  Demetrius,  Difguis'd* 

Tarn.  Thus  in  this  ftrange  and  fad  Habiliments, 
I  will  encounter  with  Andronicus, 
And  fav,  I  am  Revenge  fent  from  below, 

To  join  with  him,  and  right  his  heinous  Wrongs: 
Knock  at  the   Study,  where  they  fay  he  keeps. 
To  ruminate  ftrange  Plots  of  dire  Revenge; 
Tell  him  Revenge  is  come  to  join  with  hijn, 
And  work  Confufion  on  his  Enemies. 

[Thej  knocks  and  Titus  appears  ah$vi. 

Tit* 
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Tit.  Who  doth  moleft  my  Contemplation  ? 
Is  it  your  trick  to  make  me  ope  the  Door, 
That  fo  my  fad  Decrees  may  fly  away, 
And  all  my  Study  be  to  no  efFed  ? 

You  are  deceiv'd,  for  what  I  mean  to  do* 
See  here  in  bloody  Lines  I  have  fet  down  ; 
And  what  is  written,  (hall  be  executed. 

Tarn.  Titus,  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 
Tit.  No  not  a  word  :  How  can  I  grace  my  Talk, 

Wanting  a  Hand  to  give  it  Action  ? 
Thou  haft  the  odds  of  me,  therefore  no  more* 

Tarn.  If  thou  didft  know  me, 

Thou  would'ft  talk  with  me. 
Tit.  I  am  not  mad,  I  know  thee  well  enough, 

Witnefs  this  wretched  Stump, 
Witnefs  thefe  Crimfon  Lines, 
Witnefs  thefe  Trenches,  made  by  Grief  and  Care, 
Witnefs  the  tyring  Day  and  heavyNight ; 
Witnefs  all  Sorrow,  that  I  knew  thee  well 

For  our  proud  Emprefs,  mighty  Tamora  : 
Is  not  thy  coming  for  my  other  Hand  ? 

Tarn.  K  now  thou,  fad  Man,  I  am  not  Tamora, 
She  is  thy  Enemy,  and  I  thy  Friend; 
I  am  Revenge,  fent  from  the  infernal  Kingdom, 
To  eafe  the  gnawing  Vulture  of  thy  Mind, 
By  working  wreakful  Vengeance  on  thy  Foes. 

Come  down  and  welcome  me  to  this  World's  light  \ Confer  with  me  of  Murder  and  of  Death, 

There's  not  a  hollow  Cave,  or  lurking  place, 
No  vafl:  obfcurity  or  mifty  Vale, 
Where  bloody  Murther  or  detefted  Rape, 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  them  out, 

And  in  their  Ears  tell  them  my  dreadful   Name,' 
Revenge,  which  makes  the  foul  Offenders  quake. 

Tit.  Art  thou'  Revenge  ?   And  art  thou  fent  to  me, 
To  be  a  Torment  to  mine  Enemies  ? 

Tarn.  lam;  therefore  come  down  and  welcome  me* 

Tit.  Do  me  fome  Service,0  e'er  I  come  to  thee : 
Lo  by  thy  fide,  where  Rape  and  Murder  ftands* 

*  Now  give  fome  furance  that  thou  art  Revenge, 
Stab  them,  or  tear  them  on  thy  Chariot  Wheels, And! 
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And  then  I'll  come  and  be  thy  Waggoner, ' 
And  whirl  along  with  thee  about  the  Globes: 
Provide   two  proper  Palfries  black  as  Jet, 
To  hale  thy  vengeful  Waggon  fwift  away, 
And  find  out  Murders  in  their  guilty  Caves. 
And  when  thy  Car  is  loaden  with  their  Heads, 
I  will  difmount,  and  by  thy  Waggon  Wheel 
Trot  like  a  fervile  Foot-man  all  day  long; 

Even  from  Hyperion's  rifing  in  the  Eaft, 
Untill  his  very  downfall  in  the  Sea. 
And  day  by  day  Til  do  this  heavy  Task, 
So  thou  deftroy  Rapine  and  Murder  there. 

Tarn.  Thefe  arc  my  Minifters,  and  come  with  me. 

Tit.  Are  they  thy  Minifters;  whataretheycall'd? 
Tarn.  Rapine  and  Murder,  therefore  called  fo, 

Caufe  they  take  Vengeance  on  fuch  kind  of  Men. 
Tit.  Good  Lord,  how  like  the  Emprefs  Sons  they  are, 

And  you  the  Emprefs:  But  we  Worldly  Men, 
Have  miferable  mad  miftaking  Eyes : 
0  fweet  Revenge,  now  do  I  come  to  thee, 
And  if  one  Arm's  embracement  will  content  thee, 
1  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by.  [Exit Titus  from  above. 

Tarn.  This  clofing  with  him  fits  his  Lunacy, 

What  e'er  I  forge  to  feed  his  brain- lick  fits, 
Do  you  uphold,  and  maintain  in  your  Speech 
For  now  he  firmly  takes  me  for  Revenge ; 
And  being  credulous  in  this  mad  Thought, 
III  make  him  fend  for  Lucius  his  Son : 

And  whilft  I  at  a  Banquet  hold  him  fure, 

I'll  find  fome  cunning  Practice  out  of  Hand, 
To  fcatter  and  difperfe  the  giddy  Goths% 
Or  at  the  lead  make  them  his  Enemies: 

See  here  he  comes,  and  I  mud  play  my  Theam. 
Enter  Titus. 

Tit.  Long  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all  for  thee: 
Welcome,  dread  Fury,  to  my  woful  Houfe; 
Rapine  and  Murther,  you  are  welcom  too: 
How  like  the  Emprefs,  and  her  Sons  you  are  ! 
Well  are  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor; 
Could  not  all  Hell  afford  you  fuch  a  Devil  $ 
For  well  I  wot,  the  Emprefs  never  wag*, 
But  in  her  Company  there  is  Moor ;  And 
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And  would  you  reprefent  our  Queen  aright, 
It  were  convenient  you  had  fuch  a  Devil: 
But  welcome,  as  you  are,  what  fhall  we  do? 

Tarn.  What  wouldft  thou  have  us  do,  Andronicus\ 
Dem.  Shew  me  a  Murtherer,  111  deal  with  him. 

Chi.  S'lew  me  a  Vdlain  that  hath  done  a  Rape, 
And  I  am  fent  to  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Tarn*  Shew  me  a  Thoufand  that  have  done  thee  wrong, 
And  I  will  be  revenged  or.  them  all. 

Tit.  Look  round  about  the  wicked  Streets  of  Rome, 

And  when  thou  find'ft  a  Man  that's  like  thy  felf, 
Good  Murder  ftab  him,*  he's  a  Murderer. 
Go  thou  with  him,  and  when  it  is  thy  hap 
To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee, 

Good  Rapine  flab  him,  he  is  a  Ravimer. 

Go  thou  with  them,  and  in  the  Emperor's  Court 
There  is  a  Qu?en  attended  by  a  Moor ; 

Well  may'ft  thou  know  her  by  thy  own  proportion, 
For  up  and  down  (he  doth  refemble  thee; 
I  pray  thee  do  on  them  fome  violent  Death  ; 
They  have  been  violent  to  me  and  mine. 

Tarn.  Well  haft  thou  Leflbn'd  us ;  this  {hall  we  do. 
But  would  k  pkafe  thee,  good  Andronicus, 
To  fend  for  Lucius  thy  thrice  valiant  Son, 
Who  leads  towards  Rome  a  Band  of  Warlike  Goths, 

And  bid  him  come  and  Banquet  at  thy  Houfe. 
When  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  folemn  Feaft, 
I  will  bring  in  the  Emprefs  and  her  Sons; 
The  Emperor  himfelf,  and  all  thy  Foes, 
And  at  thy  Mercy  (hall  they  floop  and  kneel, 
And  on  them  fhalt  thou  eafe  thy  angry  Heart: 
What  fays  Andronicus  to  this  Devife? 

Enter  Marcus. 

Tit*  Marcus  my  Brother,  'tis  fad  Titus  calls ; 

Go  gentle*  Marcus  to  thy  Brother  Lucius  ; 
Thou  fhalt  enquire  him  out  among  the  Goths : 
Bid  him  repair  to  me,  and  bring  with  him 
Some  of  the  chiefeft  Princes  of  the  Goths ; 

Bid  him  Encamp  his  Soldiers  where  they  are; 

Tell  him  the  Emperor  and  the  Emprefs  too, 

Feaft. 
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Feaft  at  my  Hou(e,  and  he  (hall  Feaft  with  them; 

This  do  thou  for  try  love,  and  fo  let  him, 

As  he  regards  his  a*gcd  Father's  Life. 
Mar.  "Tsis  will  I  do,  and  loon  return  again.  [Exit. 
Turn    Now  will  I  hence  about  thy  Bufinefs, 

And  take  my  Minifters  along  with  me. 

Tit.   Nay,  nay,  let  Rape  and  Murder  ftay  with  me, 
Or  elfe  IM  call. my  Brother  back  again, 

And  cleave  to  no  Revenge  but  Lucius. 

Jam.    What  (ay  you"/ Boys,  will  you  abide  withhim, 
Whiles  f  go  tell  my  Lord,  the  Emperor, 

Hjw  I  have  goverrt'd  our  determined  jaft? 
Yield  to  his  humour,  fmooth  and  fpeak  him  fair, 

And  tarry  with  him  'till  I  turn  again. 
Tit.  Iknowthemail,  tho*  they  fuppofe  me  m'adj 

And  will  o\-i-reach  them  in  their  own  Deviics, 
A  pair  of  curfed  Hell-hounds  and  their  Dam.  [Afidtm 

Dem.  Madam,  depart  at  pleafure,  leave  us  here* 
Tarn.  Farcwel,  Andronicus^   Revenge  now  goes 

To  lay  a  Complot  to  betray  thy  Foes.  [Exit  Tamora* 
Ttt.  I  know  thou  doft,  and  fweet  Revenge  farewel. 

Chi.  Tell  us,  Old  Man,  how  mall  we  be  employ 'd? 
Tit.   fur,  I  have  work  enough  for  you  to  do, 

Publius,  come  hither,  Caius  and  Vaitntine.  * 
Enter  Puhlius  and  Servants* 

Pub.  What  is  your  will? 
Tit,  Know  ye  thefe  two? 
Pub.  The  Emprefs  Sons 

I  take  them,  Chiron,   Demetrius. 

Tit.  Fie,  Publius,  fie,  thou  art  too  much  deceiv'd* 
The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  the  other's  Name ; 
And  therefore  bind  them,  gentle  Publius, 
Cains  and  Patentine,  lay  hands  on  them, 
Oft  have  you  heard  me  wilh  for  fuch  an  hour* 
And  now  I  find  it,  therefore  bind  them  fure.    [Exit  Titus* 

Chi.  Villains,  forbear,  we  are  the  Emprefs'  Sons* 
Pub.  And  therefore  do  we  what  we  are  commanded. 

Stop  clofe  their  Mouths;  let  them  not  fpeak  a  Word* 
Is  he  fure  bound?  look  that  ye  bind  them  faft* 
Enter  Titus  Andronicus  with  a  Knife,  ̂ zWLavinia  with  a  Bafon* 

Tit.  Come,  come,  Lavinla,  look,  thy  Foes  are  bound  ? 
Vol.  IV,  Mm  Sirs 
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Sirs,  flop  their  Mouths,  let  them  not  fpeak  to  me, 
But  let  them  hear  what  fearful  Words  I  utter. 
Oh  Villains,  Chiron  and  Demetrius  ! 

Here  ftands  the  Spring  whom  you  have  ftain'd  with  M  jd, 
This  goodly  Summer  with  your  Winter  mixt: 
You  kiird  her  Husband,  and  for  that  vile  Fault, 

Two  of  her  Brothers  were  condemned  to  Death, 
My  Hand  cut  off,  and  made  a  merry  jeft, 
Both  her  fweet  Hands,  her  Tongue,  and  that  more  dear 
Than  Hands  or  Tongue,  her  fpotlefs  Chaftity, 

Inhuman  Traitors,  you  conftrain'd  and  forc'd. 
What  would  you  fay  if  I  mould  let  you  fpeak  ? 
Villains  !■  for  fhame  you  could  not  beg  for  Grace. 
Hark,  Wretches,  how  I  mean  to  Martyr  you. 
This  one  Hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  Throats, 

Whilfl  that  Lavinia  'twixt  her  Stumps  doth  hold 
The  Bafon  that  receives  your  guilty  Blood. 
You  know  your  Mother  means  to  feaft  with  me, 
And  calls  her  felf  Revenge,  and  thinks  roe  mad   
Hark,  Villains,  I  will  grind  your  Bones  to  Duft, 

And  with  your  Blood  and  ir,  I'll  make  a  Pafte, 
And  of  the  Pafte  a  Coffin  will  I  rear, 

And  make  two  Pafties  of  your  fhameful  Heads,' 
And  bid  that  Strumpet,  your  unhallowed  Dam, 
Like  to  the  Earth,  fwallow  her  own  Increafe. 
This  is  the  Feaft  that  I  have  bid  her  to, 

And  this  the  Banquet  (he  ftiall  furfeit  on; 

For  worfe  than  Philo?nel  you  us'd  my  Daughter, 
And  worfe  than  Frogne,  I  will  be  reveng'd, 
And  now  prepare  your  Throats :  Lavinia,  come, 

[He  cuts  their  Throats,  and  Lavinia  receives  the 
Blood  in  a  Bafon. 

Receive  the  Blood,  and  when  that  they  are  dead 
Let  me  go  grind  their  Bones  to  Powder  fmall, 
And  with  this  hateful  Liquor  temper  it; 

And  in  that  Pafte  let  their  wild  Heads  be  bak'd. 
Come,  come,  be  every  one  officious 
To  make  this  Banquet,  which  I  wifh  might  prove 
More  ftern  and  bloody  than  the  Centaurs  Feaft. 

So,  now  bring  them  in,  for  I'll  play  the  Cook, 
And  fee  them  ready  'gainft  the  Mother  comes.       [Exeunt. Enter 
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Enter  Lucius,  Marcus,  and  Goths  with  Aaron  Prifoner. 

Luc.  Uncle  Marcus,  fince  'tis  my  Father's  mind 
That  I  repair  to  Rome,  I  am  content, 

Goth.   And  ours  with  thine,  befal  u  hat  Fortune  will. 
Luc.  Good  UncJe,  take  you  in  this  barbarous  Moor, 

This  ravenous  Tiger,  this  accurfed  Devil, 
Let  him  receive  no  Suftenance,  fetter  him, 

Till  he  be  brought  unto  the  Emperor's  Face, 
For  Teftimony  of  thefe  foul  proceedings, 
And  fee  the  Ambufh  of  our  Friends  be  ftrong, 
I  fear  the  Emperor  means  no  good  to  us. 

Aar.  Some  Devil  whifper  Curfes  in  my  Ear, 
And  prompt  me,  that  my  Tongue  may  utter  forth 
The  vemimus  Malice  of  my  fwelling  Heart. 

Luc. Awiy,  inhuman  Dog,  unt  allowed  Slave, 
\Exeunt  Goths  with  Aaron. 

Sirs,  help  our  Uncle,  to  convey  him  in.  [Flourijh. 
The  Tiumpcrs  fhew  the  Emperor  is  at  hand. 
Sound  Trumpets.     Enter  Emperor  and  Empre/s,  with  Tri* 

banes  and  others. 
Sat.  What,  hath  the  Firmament  more  Suns  than  one? 

Luc.  What  boots  it  thee  to  call  thy  k\f  a  Sun  ? 

Mar.  Rome's  Emperor  and  Nephew  break  the  Parley, 
Thefe  Quarrels  mufl  be  quietly  Debated  : 
The  Feaft  is  readv,  which  the  careful  Titus 
Hath  ordaired  to  an  honourable  end, 

For  Peace,   for  Love,  for  League,  and  good  to  Rome  : 
Pieafe  you  therefore  draw  nigh  and  take  your  places. 

Sat.  Marcus,  we  will.  [Hautboys* 
A Table  brought  in.  Enter  Titus  like  a  Cook^  placing  the  Meat 

on  the  Table,  and  Lav  in  i  a  with  a  Veil  over  her  Face* 

Titus.  Welcome,  my  gracious  Lord, 
Welcome,  Dread  Queen, 
Welcome,  ye  Warlike  Goths,  welcome  Lucius, 
And  welcome  all  ;  although  the  Cheer  be  poor, 
Twill  fill  your  Stomachs,  pieafe  you  eat  of  it. 

Sa.  Why  art  thou  thus  attir'd,  Andronicus  ? 
Tit.  Becaufe  I  would  be  fure  to  have  all  well, 

To  enrettain  your  Highnefs,  and  your  Emprefs. 
Tarn.  We  are  beholding  to  you,  good  Andronicus. 
Tit.  And  if  your  Highnefs  knew  my  Heart,  you  were; 

My  Lord,  the  Emperor,  refolve  me  this  ? 
M  m  z  Was 
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Was  it  well  done  of  rafh  Prirginius^ 
To  flay  his  Daughter  with  his  own  Right-Hand, 

Becaufe  lhe  was  enforc'd,  ftain'd,  and  deftour'd  ? 
Sat.  It  was,  Androriicm. 

Tit.  Your  Reafon,   mighty  Lord  ? 
Sat.  Becaufe  the  Girl  fhould  not  furvive  her  Shame, 

\And  by  her  Prefence  ftill  renew  his  Sorrows. 

"     Tit.  A  Reafon  mighty,  ftrong,  and  effectual, 
A  Pattern,  Prefident  and  lively  Warrant, 
For  me,  moft  wretched,  to  perform  the  like: 
Die,  die,  Lavwiay  and  thy  Srume  with  thee, 

And  with  thy  S  amethy  Father's  Sorrow  die.    \_HekilU  her, 
Sat,  What  haft  thou  done,  unnatural  and  unkind  ? 

Tit.  Kilfd  her  for  whom  n^y  Tears  have  made  me  blind, 
I  am  as  woful  as  Virgimus  was, 
And  have  a  thoufanci  times  more  Caufe  than  he. 

Sat.  What,  was  fhe  raviuYd  \  tell,  who  did  the  Deed  ? 

Tit.  Will't  p'eafe  you  eat, 
Will't  pleafe  your  Highnefs  fctd  ? 

Tarn.  Why  haft  thou  (lain  thine  only  Daughter  thus  ? 

Tit.  Not  I,  'twas  Chiron  and   Demetrius. 

They  ravifli'd  her,  and  cut  away  her  Tongue, 
And  they,  'twas  they,  that  did  her  ail  this  Wrong. 

Sat.  Go  fetch  them  hither  to  us  prefently. 
Tit.  Why  there  they  are  both,  baked  in  that  Pye, 

Whereof  their  Mother  daintily  hath  ftdy 
Eating  the  Flefh  that  (lie  her  felf  lath  bred. 

JTis  true,  'tis  true,  witriefs  my  Knife's  (harp  Point. 
\_He  Jlabs  the  Emprcfs. 

Sat.  Die,  frantick  Wretch,  for  this  accurfed  Deed. 

[He ftabs  Titus, 
Luc.  Can  the  Son's  Eyes  behold  his  Father  hkzd  ? 

There's  m§ed  for  meed,  Death  for  a  deadly  D:ed. 
I  Lucius  ft ah  the  Emperor* 

Afar.  You  fad-fa c'd  Men,  People  and  §ons  of  Rome, 

By  uprore  fever'd,  like  a  flight  cf  Fowl, 
Scatter'd  by  Winds  and  high  terhpeftuous  Gufb, 
O     let  me  teach  you,  how  to  knit  r?2in 

This  feci  t.r'd  Corn  into  one  mutual  S  caf, 
Tht-fe  broken  Litftb<  again  into  one   Br,dy. 

Goth.  Let  Rome  her  (elf  be  bane  unco  her  fcl^ 

-  hxy  Kingdoms  curtne  tt>,  4-iIte 
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Like  a  forlorn  and  defperate  Caft-away, 
Do  fhameful  Execution  on  herfelf. 

Mar.  But  if  my  frofty  figns  and  chaps  of  Age, 
Grave  Witncfles  of  true  Experience, 

Cannot  induce  you  to  attend  my  Words, 

Speak,  Rome's  dear  Friend;  aserftour  Anceflor,    [To Lucius, 
Wftcn  with  his  folemn  Tongue  he  did  difcourfe 

To  Love-fick  Dido's  fad  attending  Ear, 
The  Story  of  that  baleful  burning  Night, 

When  iubtile  Greeks  furpriz'd  King  Priam's  Troy: 
Tell  us  what  Sinon  hath  bewirch'd  our  Ears, 
Or  who  hath  brought  the  fatal  Engine  in, 
That  gives  our  Troy,  our  Rome  the  civil  wound. 
My  Heart  is  not  compact  of  Flint  nor  Steel; 
Nor  can  I  utter  all  cur  bitter  Grief, 

But  floods  of  Tears  will  dro:  n  my  Oratory, 
And  break  my  very  utterance;  even  in  the  time 
When  it  mould  move  ycu   to  attend  me  moiT, 

Lending  your  kind  Hard,  Commiferation. 
Here  is  a  Captain,  let  him  tell  the  Tale, 
Your  Hearts  will  throb  and  weep  to  hear  him  fpeak. 

Luc.  This  Noble  Auditory,  be  it  known  to  you, 
That  curfed  Chiron  and  Demetrius, 

Were  they  that  Murdered  our  Emperor's  Brother; 
And  ihey  it  were  thit  ravifhed  our  Sifter  : 
For  their  fell  faults  our  Brothers  were  Beheaded, 

Our  Father's  Tears  defpis'd,  and  bafely  cozen'd 
Of  that  true  Hand,  that  fought  Rome's  Quarrel  out, And  fent  her  Enemies  into  the  Grave. 

Laftly,  my  felf  unkirdly  Binifb e 

Toe  Gates  (hut  on  me,  and  turn'd  weeping  out, 
To  beg  relief  among  Rome's  Enemies, 
Who  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  Tears, 
And  op'd  their  Arms  to  embrace  me  as  a  Friend  : 

And  I  am  tum'd  forth,  be  it  known  to  you, 
That  have  preferv'd  her  we^fa  e  in  my  Bjood, 
And  from  hc:  Rofom  took  the  E  emy's  point, 
Sheathing  th:  Sfeel  in  my  aidventrous  Body, 
Alas,  you  know  I  am  no  Va u   ter,  I, 
My  Scais  can  witnefs,  dumb  although  they  are, 
Th.it  my  Report  is  juft,  and  full  of  Truth : 

But 
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But  foft,  methinks  I  do  digrefs  too  much, 
Citing  my  worthlefs  Praife :  Oh  Pardon  me, 
For  when  no  Friends  are  by,  Men  praife  themfelves. 

Mar.  Now  is  my  Tongue  to  fpeak:  behold  this  Child, 
Of  this  was  Tamora  delivered, 
The  Iffue  of  an  irreligious  Moor, 
Chief  Architect  and  plotter  of  thefe  woes; 
The  Villain  is  alive  in  Titus  Houfe, 
And  as  he  is,  to  witnefs  this  is  true. 
Now  judge  what  caufe  had  Titus  to  revenge 
Thefe  wrongs,  unfpeakable,  paft  Patience, 
Or  more  than  any  living  Man  could  bear. 
Now  you  have  heard  the  truth,  what  fay  you  Romans* 
Have  we  done  ought  amifs?  fhew  us  wherein, 
And  from  the  place  where  you  behold  us  now, 
The  poor  remainder  of  Andronicus> 
Will  Hand  in  Hand  all  headlong  caft  us  down, 
And  on  the  ragged  Stones  beat  out  our  Brain?, 
And  make  a  mutual  clofure  of  our  Houfe : 

Speak,  Romans,  fpeak,  and  if  you  fay  we  fliall, 
Lo  Hand  in  Hand,  Lucius  and  I  will  fall. 

*ALm%  Come,  come,  thou  Reverend  Man  ofReme* 
And  bring  our  Emperor  genxly  in  thy  Hand, 
Lucius  our  Emperor  :  For  well  I  know, 
The  common  Voice  do  cry  it  (hall  be  fo. 

Mar.  Lucius,  all  haif,  Rome's  Royal  Emperor ; 
Go,  go  into  old  Titus's  forrowful  Houfe, 
And  hither  hale  that  misbelieving  Moor, 

To  beadjudg'd  fome direful (laughtering Death, 
As  puniihment  for  his  moft  wicked  Life. 
Lucius  all  hail !  Romes  gracious  Governor. 

Luc.  Thanks,  gentle  Romans,  may  I  Govern  fo, 
To  heal  Romes  harm,  and  drive  away  her  woe. 
But,  gentle  People,  give  me  aim  a  while, 
For  Nature  puts  me  to  a  heavy  Task : 

Stand  all  aloof,-  but  Uncle,  draw  you  near, 
To  (hed  obfequious  Tears  upon  this  Trunk : 
Oh  take  this  warm  Kifs  on  thy  pale  cold  Lips, 

Thefe  forrowful  drops  upon  thy  Blood-ftain'd  Face ; 
The  Jaft  true  Duties  of  thy  Noble  Son. Mar. 
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Mar.  Ay,  Tear  for  Tear,  and  loving  Kifs  for  Kifs , 
Thy  Brother  Marcus  tenders  on  thy  Lips: 
O  were  the  fum  of  thefe  that  I  mould  pay, 
Countlefs  and  infinite,  yet  would  I  pay  them. 

Luc.  Come  hither  Boy,  come,  come,  and  learn  of  us 

To  melt  in  Showers,  thy  Grand-fire  lov'd  thee  well; 
Many  a  time  he  danc'd  thee  on  his  Knee  ; 
Sung  thee  afleep,  his  loving  Breaft  thy  Pillow : 
Many  a  matter  hath  he  told  to  thee, 
Meet  and  agreeing  with  thy  Infancy. 
In  that  reiped  then,  like  a  loving  Child, 
Shed  yet  fome  fmall  drops  from  thy  tender  Spring, 
Becaufe  kind  Nature  doth  require  it  fo; 
Friends  mould  afTociate  Friends,  in  Grief  and  Woe: 
Bid  him  farewell,  commit  him  to  the  Grave, 
Do  him  that  kindnefs,  and  take  leave  of  him. 

Boy.  O  Grand-fire,  Grand- fire  I  even  with  all  my  Heart* 
Would  I  were  dead,  fo  you  did  live  again   
0  Lord,  I  cannot  fpeak  to  him  for  weeping   
My  tears  will  choak  me,  if  I  ope  my  Mouth. 

Enter  Romans  with  Aaron. 
Rom.  You  fad  Andronki^  have  done  with  Woes, 

Give  Sentence  on  this  execrable  Wretch, 
That  hath  been  Breeder  of  thefe  dire  Events. 

Luc.  Set  him  Breafl>deep  in  Earth,  and  famifh  him: 
There  let  him  ftand,  and  rave  and  cry  for  Food  : 
If  any  one  relieves  or  pities  him, 
For  the  Offence  he  dies :     This  is  our  Doom 

Some  ftay  to  fee  him  faftned  in  the  Earth. 
Aar.  O  why  fhould  Wrath  be  mute,  and  Fury  dumb? 

1  am  no  Baby,  I,  that  with  bafe  Prayers 
I  mould  repent  the  evil  I  have  done : 
Ten  thoufand  worfe  than  ever  yet  I  did, 
Would  I  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  Will: 
If  one  good  Deed  in  all  my  Life  I  did, 
I  do  repent  it  from  my  very  Soul. 

Luc.  Some  loving  Friends  convey  the  Emperor  hence, 
And  give  him  burial  in  his  Father's  Grave. 
My  Father,  and  Lavinia^  mail  forthwith 
Be  clofed  in  our  Houlholds  Monument : 

As  for  that  hainous  Tygrefs  Tamora> 
No 
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No  funeral  Rites,  nor  Man  in  mournful  Weed?* 
No  mournful  Bell  mail  ring  her  Burial; 
But  throw  her  forth  to  Beafts  and  Birds  of  Prey  : 
Her  Life  was  Beaft-like,  and  devoid  of  Pity, 
And  being  fo,  mall  have  like  want  of  Pity. 

See  Juftice  done  on  Aaron  that  damn'd  Moor, 
From  whom  our  heavy  haps  had  their  beginning ; 
Then  afterwards,  to  order  well  the  State, 

That  like  Events  may  ne'er  it  ruinate. 
[Exeunt  omnest 

The  End  of  the  Fourth  Volumx 
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